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Pre OUR NOTE BOOK, 
BY JAMES PAYN. 


The prices realised at the auction of Lord Tennyson's original 
MSS. the other day are, probably, larger, especially if their 
slender dimensions are taken into consideration, than those 
given for any similar literary property during an author's life- 
time: a most significant and satisfactory proof of the love and 
honour in which he is held. The examples brought under the 
hammer were either small or incomplete—setting aside the 
poet's protest as to some defects of authenticity—so that the 
entire MS. of “In Memoriam” would probably sell, unless 
written on foolscap (which seems impessibie) or other heavy 
paper, for its weight in bauk-notes. The vista that has opened 
of late years to the popular author has been indeed a pleasing 
one. Of old, the novel or the poem could be sold but once; but 








now there is first the magazine, or the newspaper; then the 
book ; and then the various editions; and now again there is 
the original MS. 


The question, however, arises, “ What és an original MS.?” 
Almost all books, and especially poems, are recopied for the 
printer, and generally in the handwriting of the author. I 
have my own opinion as to which is the more valuable, but 
others may differ, and, at all events, there are two autograph 
MSS. instead of one, which should make a double profit. 
How these get into other hands is sometimes inexplicable, 
even to the writers themselves. I know a gentleman of literary 
tastes who is a collector of such treasures ; among them, he 
possesses the manuscript of a certain excellent and popular 
novel, and, happening to meet the author out at dinner, he 
made him a very pretty speech. “ I have something of yours 
at home, Mr. B., which I value very highly ; and, bound in 
whole crushed morocco, I flatter myself its appearance would 
give you pleasure. It is the original manuscript of your 
‘Untrodden Snow.” 

“ And pray, Sir, how the deuce did you come by it?” was 
the unexpected rejoinder. It was difficult to explain without 
implicating a friend; but, of course, the collector did not 
hesitate at that for a moment. 

* The fact is, my dear Mr. B., when your admirable novel 
was passing through the magazine in which it first appeared, 
the printers found your handwriting so beautiful that the 
editor returned your proofs without ‘the copy, and retained 
your manuscript ; and, knowing my passion for such treasures, 
he was so good as to give it to me. 

It was very generous of him,” remarked the novelist, 
drily ; “and when I see him, I will tell him so.” And he did. 

I possess some original MSS. myself (No, Sir; I am not 
referring to my works ; the suggestion is abominable), 
which I should be glad to dispose of at a moderate figure. 
They are the anonymous letters which persons one is com- 
pelled to call one’s fellow-creatures have favoured me with 
during my humble literary career; everybody gets them— 
not excepting Majesty itself—who has been placed by birth, 
accident, merit, or * the suffrages of a thoughtless and ignorant 


Own 


public ” (a quotation from the valuable collection above alluded 
Toa 
student of human nature, these examples of the seamy side of 
it should be priceless: some of them (for which, doubtless, 
the highest figures will be realised) are of a nature which in 
literary editions of British authors are entitled “Extra 
volume.” It is quite amazing how persons who must have 
had a certain amount of education—have learnt to write, at 


to) in any position of prominence, however moderate. 


all events—can so degrade themselves. 





Occasionally some of the same class with those who write 
anonymous letters even put their names to these lucubrations. 
Liquor is doubtless often “a cause,” as old Burton terms it, 
of their composition, but more commonly, as it would seem, 
mere envy and malice: “crazed with gin or jealousy,” they 
write out of the fullness of their spite to say how undeserved, 
in their opinion, is the prosperity which they conceive (not 
always justly, lam sorry to say) to be our portion. One of 
these charming communications beginning “Sir, I know you 
cannot write, and I believe you are unable to think,” now lies 
before me, and is quite a gem in its way. I suppose that 
there are what French juries (but no one else) would call 
“extenuating circumstances” in some of these cases ; failure 
or disappointment which causes these poor wretches to wreak 
their hatred upon those they fancy (foolishly enough) have 
escaped such calamities ; but in others there seems really no 
accounting for their existence; like the legendary reptiles of 























the istory books, they appear to be self-propagated 
int ey dwell in. 
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: the convicts had crushed bed 








bugs.” They sleep in this poisonous atmosphere without 
pillows or blankets, in their miserable clothes, side by side in 
rows as closely packed as herrings. “I could discover no 
way in which a singk cubic foot of fresh air could get 
into that place after the doors had been closed for the night.” 
Of course, the convicts have all scurvy. The women’s prison 
was even more filthy than the men’s. To write freely upon 
the subject is, inteed, as dificult as for these poor creatures to 
breathe freely ; and yet to read of these things can’t be nearly 
so bad as toendure them. The facts are indisputable: sup- 
plied by two American eye-witnesses supposed to be enamoured 
of a paternal government (but, if so, who have got over their 
enthusiasm), and who had exceptional opportuni*ics of ex- 
amination afforded them. But, indeed, what makes “nc case 
still more terrible, the officials themselves seem to have seen 
no particular reason for concealment—to rot and die was, in 
their eyes, the natural end of those committed to their charger. 
The Emperor's own convicts are probably at least in no 
worse condition than Russian convicts elsewhere, and their 
misery is taken as a matter of course. One wonders whether 
“ the Father of his People” knows anything of these atrocities 
or not? In either case, the title is a misnomer, indeed. 

Facts are not only “stubborn things,” but often stubbornly 
oppose themselves to what is most romantic in our literary 
creeds ; when we learn from the general opinion of the dales- 
men of the Lake Country that the “ faithful dog,” the subject 
of two poems by great poets, who was thought to have 
watched the remains of his master on Helvellyn for a month 
or two, fasting, did in reality live on them, it gives the 
poetical side of one’s nature a “nasty jar”; indeed, I don’t 
know a nastier. The whole affair wears henceforth a com- 
plexion, doubtless more natural, but very different and dis- 


agreeable. In reading the poem, instead of “Fidelity,” it 


suggests at best “The Force of Circumstances.” And 
now another of our poetical illusions. even still more 
dear to us, has been swept away. “A north country 


correspondent ” has been investigating the subject of Tenny- 


sens “Burleigh Hall” not wisely but too well. Every- 
one has sympathised with the “village maiden” who, 
being wooed and won by the young landscape painter, 


pines and fades under the burthen of an honour unto which 
she was not born, on di-covering him to be the Lord of Bur- 
leigh. Now-a-days noble lords are wont to marry young 
women much less “ presentable ” (at all events, at Court) than 
she was, and they by no means piue and fade, but (so to speak) 
quite the contrary. If Tennyson's heroine had known the 
history of Mr. Henry Cecil, as we (now) know it, she would 
have been, in more woman ; but 
to romantic people like ourselves, it is a blow to hear 
that her masquerading husband had not only been married 


than one sense, a wiser 


before, but had a wife alive the while he was wooing 
her. He was divorced from the lady, it is true; but 
it is nothing less than a fraud upon our _ tenderest 


feelings that they should under such circumstances have been 
enlisted in his favour. It was no doubt his fault (it generally 
is), and not his wife’s, that they could not get on together ; but 
at all events he has lost all claim to be what we believed him 
to be. The poem, moreover, has suffered by the revelation of 
this much too-well-informed correspondent in another way. 
He tells us that the “simple maiden’s” name was Hoggins 

Sarah Hoggins. That any woman would pine away and die 
because she had changed such a nameas that for Cecil is simply 
incredible, and passes the bounds of poetic license. 


M. Pasteur is very angry with the Australians for rejecting 
his loathsome plan of destroying their rabbits by inoculating 
them with an infectious disease ; but a section of the British 
public is resolved to make it upto him for their ungrateful 
behaviour by subscribing toa Pasteur Institute. It is by no 
means clear that this ingenious savan has saved one single life 
by his scientific attentions. His opponents even affirm that 
his method of treatment has in some cases produced the very 
disease, or something similar to it. he professes to cure; and 
at all events that “there have been more cases of death from 
hydrophobia in Paris since he began his researches than 
before”; but there is a craze (a term appropriate enough) 
in his favour among that large who hail every 
novelty in the form of a remedial agent as “a revolution 
in science,” and the fire of their enthusiasm is fanned by the 
vivisectionists, who smart and writhe (but not so piteous'y as 
their victims) under the legal restrictions to which they have 
been subjected, and see in M. Pasteur a spokesman and an 
ally! An American young lady, it has been written, being 
asked why she was in such high spirits, replied that “ Dear 
Papa had been bitten by a mad dog, and consequently the 


class 


whole family were going to Paris—to see M. Pasteur” ; and 
the humorous tale has some tinge of truth in it. It is the 


world of thourhtless fashion that has placed this expert in 
hydrophobia on his pinnacle. 


Another savan of the same kidney, but of a far older pro- 
fessional reputation, announces that he has discovered the secret 
of rejuvenescence—of “ making an old man young "—by a cer- 
tain infallible preparation, “ extracted from the flesh of living 
s, brayed in a mortar, and injected under the skin with 

fhere is no fool like an old fool, and we all know 


animal 


the ss of man who, though he be “brayed in a mortar,” 
s his original attributes. There is little doubt that 
I 0 ople will be found to believe in this new “ secret 





of eternal youth bat what appals one is the long list of 


scientific charlatans avowedly perpetrate upon 





damb animals—chiefly, it seems, on puppies and guinea-pigs— 
1 order to q fy themselves as * benefactors of mankind.” A 


% matter of fact, they benefit nobody; unlike those military 
they 


r filthy and cruel experiments only to become 


* wade throuch slaughter to a throne,” 


lyenturers who 
cwry on the 
The plan of lending books to railway travellers is not, it 
seems, to be adopted on our English lines, and for very sufficient 
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reasons. When the journey is of great extent there may be 
some justification for the innovation, but in England, where 
twelve hours is the extreme limit of travel, it appears unneces- 
sary. Moreover. if we want to read Alison's “History of 
Europe” (a monstrous supposition to begin with), we don’t do 
it in a railway-carriage ; on the other hand, it seems a super- 
fluity of detail to “deposit” two shillings at Victoria Station 
for a railway novel on going down to Brighton, and pay two- 
pence for the use of it onthe way. Again, how can the lender, 
without examination—for which it is hardly likely the borrower 
will wait when he arrives at his journey’s end—tell whether 
any damage has been done to a book or not? Some 
people have a fancy, as secretaries of lending libraries 
know only too well, for turning an illustrated edition of a 
book into a plain one by the simple but effectual process of 
tearing out the maps and the pictures ; others enrich it with 
remarks, and even illustrations of their own, which do not 
tend to the edification of the next reader. Apart, too, from 
these objections, the proposed plan would tend still more to 
restrain people from forming little libraries of their own—one 
of the best methods of self-education that can be devised. 
Even as it is, it is acommon complaint that from our habit of 
borrowing books instead of buying them, Englishmen know 
less about what they have read than any other people. A 
good book is seldom read twice, and, even the first time, it is 
hurried through in order to procure its successor, and get our 
guinea’s worth out of our annual subscription. 





THE BAYADERE. 

The Portuguese word “ bailadeira,” which means simply a 
female dancer, was applied by the first European settlers at 
Goa or Bombay to the class of Hindoo girls in attendance at 
the ancient temples of India, who performed ceremonial danccs 
in honour of the god or goddess, at solemn religious festivals. 
This exhibition is still to be seen, in full pomp, at the yearly 
festival of Ganesa, the elephant-headed god of Wisdom, in his 
splendid temple at Benares, and in the procession that escorts 
his gilded image, placed in a velvet palanquin under a decor- 
ated canopy. to the bank of the Ganges. It is said that the 
young women in the service of Ganesa are kept in as strict 
a seclusion as nuns or vestal virgins ; being the daughters of 
respectable Brahmin families, who were espoused in their 
childhood, and who have, by the premature death of 
their intended husband, become widows, and _incap- 
able of contracting a second marriage, without ever 
having lived as wives. ‘The character of some other 
female dancers, employed in the more licentious rites of 
less venerable Hindoo divinities, in different parts of India, 
may be less irreproachable ; they readily pass into the ordinary 
class of “ nautch-girls,” and serve at the private enter tain- 
ments of rich men, which it is unnecessary to describe. 
Dancing, however, as well in India as among nearly all the 
Asiatic nations, is conducted with a stately seriousness which 
belongs to its original institution in the religious customs 
of the race, though it is possible that the slow waving move- 
ments and languishing gestures of women trained to this art, 
in spite of their cumbrons attire of robes and scarf, may be 
more provocative of voluptuous sensations than the liveliest 
waltz or polka. It would of course be thought very shocking 
for men and women to dance together ; indeed, the innocent 
pastime of our ball-rooms is a scandal to native ideas, Hindoo 
or Mohammedan, which are constantly offended by English 
example. The “Bayadere,’ however, from her connection 
with the priesthood and mystical traditions of antiquity, was 
associated with various romantic legends, some of which have 
been made the theme of well-known poems Ly celebrated 
authors in Europe. 











UP THE RIVER. 

A holiday in proper Midsummer weather can be made very 
enjoyable in a boat on the Thames above Surbiton, or at any 
quiet parts of the course of our pleasant river in its tranquil 
flow through Oxfordshire, Bucks, and Berks, among the broad 
meadows, the wooded hills, the fair parks and garden-lawns of 
inviting villas, with opportunities of substantial refreshment 
at the well-provided riverside inns. - The rowing party, if 
tolerably strong and skilful, will always have the best of it, 
while the aquatic solitary may paddle his own canoe. Some 
portions of the banks admit of towing with the aid of a horse, 
but this mode of locomotion is liable to disagreeable hind- 
and the steam-launch i: »referred by many who love 
Yet the jarring noise and felt vibration of the 
small engine, though not intolerabi at starting, may prove 
wearisome after being endured a few hours ; one would rather 
get rid of machinery in seeking repose from the bustle of 
town. Holiday rest, for the jaded brain and nerves of a 
Londoner, cannot begin till the railway-train is left behind, 
and who would like to continue his sorely-needed ramble in 
an omnibus ora tram-car! The steam-launch is little better, 
except that it travels over a silent watery highway, which is 
cool, free of dust,and open to the fresh air. One who really 
loves the river, delighting to handle and use it, will choose 
any sort of rowing-boat, canoe, or punt, sooner than sitting 
behind a boxof rattling valves, pistons, cranks, and connect- 
ing-rods, listening to puffs of steam and the throbs of a screw- 
propeller. But let this be a free matter of taste; there is 
much pleasure in a trip up the Thames, especially in the com- 
pany of agreeable people. When people are disagreeable, the 
worst of this situation is that you cannot get away from them, 
as you might contrive to do on shore. Itis not easy to change 
seats, even at a stoppage ; and to sit beside the same person for 
several hours, without the compensating indulgences of the 
dinner-table, and with nothing to do, often with little to see, 
isa social grievance to be painfully remembered. A gentle- 
man who wants his cigar, but who knows or fears that smoking 
would offend some lady in the boat, might be tempted to fall 
overboard for the desperate chance of escape. How much 
more the lady or gentleman who wishes to escape from an im- 
portunate and compromising flirtation? The arrival at a lock, 
however, where the boat is detained ten minutes, affords a 
brief respite to the victims of cramped confinement and en- 
forced inactivity. who must envy the wielders of the oar. 





rances ; 


their ease. 


The largest muster of Metropolitan Volunteer troops which 
has been held this season came off on June 22 in brilliant 
weather, when quite 12,000 of artillery, engineers, cavalry, 
mounted infantry, military cyclists, ambulance and signalling 
detachments were under arms principally for the official in- 
spections ordered by the Commander-in-Chief. The largest 


muster was in Hyde Park of the Queen's Westminster Rifles, 
who, under the command of Colonel Howard Vincent, C.B., 
M.P., made the grand spectacle of nearly a thousand men in 
line on the Guards’ ground, where they were inspected by 
Colonel Stracey, Scots Guards. 
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THE COURT. 


Divine service was conducted at Balmoral on Sunday morning, 
June 23, in the presence of the Queen, the Royal family, and 
the Royal household, by the Very Rev. Dr. Cameron Lees, Dean 
of the Thistle, and of the Chapel Royal of Scotland, and one of 
her Majesty's Chaplains. Dr. Cameron Lees had the honour of 
being invited to dine with the Queen and the Royal family. 
The Queen, accompanied by Princess Victoria of Prussia and 
Princess Leiningen, left Balmoral on the afternoon of the 25th 
on her return to Windsor. Her Majesty drove to Ballater, and 
travelled by special train to Windsor, which was reached next 
morning. During her Majesty's eighteen days’ sojourn on the 
Deeside she has enjoyed splendid weather, and her health has 
greatly benefited by the visit. Prince and Princess Henry of 
Battenberg returned to Windsor Castle on the 25th from 
the Queen's Pavilion, Aldershot. 


Royal Ascot week had a charming finish in the Prince and 
Princess of Wales's picnic at Virginia Water on Saturday 
evening, June 22. The Princess, accompanied by her daughters, 
Princesses Louise and Victoria, was early on the scene, and 
they lunched at the Fishing Cottage. The Prince of Wales 
arrived later. His Royal Highness, with Prince Albert Victor, 
Prince Hohenloke-Langenburg, Lord Clonmell, and Mr. 
Christopher Sykes, drove from Sunningdale, in the Earl 
of Fife’s coach, to the Cavalry Barracks at Windsor, 
there to view the cricket-match between the First Life 
Guards and I Zingari. This game was still in progress 
when the Royal party left for Virginia Water, where they 
arrived shortly after six o'clock, and joined the Princess 
and her daughters, Prince and Princess Christian, and 
the other ladies and gentlemen who have been staying 
at Sunningdale. The Prince and his son went out in a 
large skiff, Prince Albert Victor and other gentlemen rowing, 
and the Prince steering the craft; the Princess and her 
daughters and Princess Christian embarked in smaller boats, 
and Prince Christian sailed in the yacht. The Royal party 
remained upon the water till sunset, and on landing dined at 
the Cottage.—The implement-yard of the Royal Agricultural 
Society's Jubilee Show in Windsor Park was opened on the 
22nd by the Prince of Wales, on behalf of her Majesty, and 
was inspected by numbers of distinguished visitors. Divine 
service was held on Sunday morning, the 23rd, 
in a large marquee on the ground, the Prince 
and Princess and others of the Royal family 
being among the congregation. The Dean of 
Windsor conducted the service. A meeting of 
the Royal Agricultural Society was held in the 
show-yard on the 25th, under the presidency 
of the Prince of Wales, who cordially bade the 
society welcome. Among the _ resolutions 
adopted was one acknowledging the honour 
and benefit conferred by the Queen in accepting 
the presidentship of the society during its 
jubilee year.—On the 26th, the Mayor of 
Windsor (Mr. G. H. Peters) entertained the 
Prince, Prince Christian, Prince Henry of 
Battenberg, and other distinguished guests at 
a luncheon in the Guildhall of the Royal J 
borough. A Venetian féte was held on the . 
Thames in the evening. 

Granted fine weather, the Shah’s voyage up 
the Thames on Monday, July 1, will form a 
brilliant scene. The following is the official 8 
programme for the Shah's arrival in London. 

His Majesty is to embark at Flushing in the 
morning on board the Royal yacht Victoria and 
Albert, and his retinue will be conveyed to 
England in the Osborne. Sir Henry Drum- 
mond Wolff, Sir Henry Rawlinson, Sir John 
MeNeill, Mr. S. Churchill, and Mr. R. H. Nevill 
will meet the Shah at Flushing and accompany 
him to England. Royal salutes will be fired 





PICTURES OF COLONIAL SCENERY. 

The exhibition of pictures of Colonial scenery by Mr. Edward 
Roper, now arranged at the Egyptian Gallery, deserves to be 
better known than it has so far been. We talk gliblf¥ about 
our Colonies, and are proud of our relationship to them ; but 
very few of us have the least idea of more than the outline 
of their configuration. Mr. Roper does not pretend to challenge 
artistic comparison for his work ; he has been a colonist, a 
traveller, and a keen observer of Nature, and his object has 
been to commit to canvas some of the impressions made upon 
him during his years of travel. Canada, British Columbia, 
New Zealand, and Australia have been in turn visited—and he 
has brought away from them numerous sketches which, as a 
mere matter of training, might be turned to practical account by 
every one, from the schoolboy to the statesman. In the Canadian 
section we learn something of “lumbering” and prairie life, 
or can gather hints as to the attractions of Muskoka or Assini- 
boia as objects of an autumn holiday. In British Columbia 
the Alpine climber will discover fresh fields, of ice and snow, 
ready to tempt him to deeds of daring; or the politician may 
ponder on the resources of Esquimault or the importance of 
Barrard Inlet in case of war; whilst the Princess Charlotte 
Islands seem to furnish a happy ground for “totem” wor- 
shippers. The Australian series opens up the pleasanter side 
of a squatter’s life, with its kangaroo and emu hunts, over vast 
hillocky plains, or among forests of blue gum-trees. From 
New Zealand Mr. Roper sends, for the most part, general views 
of the coast and mountains, chiefly of the Southern Island, 
of which the fjords on the West coast and Mount Cook are the 
most distinctive features. These and several pictures illus- 
trative of the voyage round Cape Horn make up an interesting 
show, which we can commend to those who desire to see how 
and where our Canadian and Australian cousins live and 
enjoy themselves. / 


THE NEW TOWNHALL, BUXTON. 
This handsome block of public buildings, opened by the 
Marquis of Hartington on June 26, includes a Townhall, a 
Free Library, a board-room and offices for the Urban Sanitary 
Authority, and accommodation for the officials in charge of 
the water, gas, cabs, and markets. The buildings coveran area 
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FOREIGN NEWS. 

A féte was given on June 20 by the Paris Municipality to 
the exhibitors at the Exhibition and others in the Pare 
Monceau. ‘Three thousand invitations were issued, and the 
park was brilliantly decorated and illnminated. Next day M. 
Carnot paid a State visit to the Colonial Section of the Exhibi- 
tion, where he was received by all the native troops and 
villagers now in the Champ de Mars. He afterwards opened 
the Indo-Chinese Palace. The President opened the Mexican 
Pavilion at the Exhibition on the 22nd, amid shouts of “ Vive 
Carnot !” “ Vive la République!” On the 24th, President and 
Madame Carnot paid a prolonged visit to the British section of 
the Exhibition, while Marshal MacMahon spent some time in 
inspecting the Irish exhibits, with which he was much 
pledsed.—The International Literary Congress was opened on 
the 20th at the Trocadéro, M. Jules Simon presiding. The 
speakers represented France, Belgium, Germany, Austria, Den- 
mark, Spain, Portugal, Poland, Sweden, Norway, Holland, and 
Italy.—The Chamber of Deputies has passed the Budget of the 
Department of Fine Arts, subsequently proceeding to discuss 
the Estimates of the Ministry of War.—The Correctional 
Tribunal at Angouléme have ordered MM. Laguerre and Dérou- 
léde to pay fines of 100 francs each, for offences arising 
out of the recent Boulangist meeting; but M. Laisant was 
acquitted.—The Women’s Rights Congress was opened at 
Paris on the 25th. Delegates from Scandinavia, Poland, 
Hungary, the United States, and England were present.— 
Another figure which linked us with the past has disappeared. 
Madame de Grouchy, the widow of the marshal who advanced 
too late to the succour of Napoleon on the ever-memorable 
June 18, died recently at Pau within a few days of the anni- 
versary of Waterloo. She was eighty-six years of age, but she 
retained to the last her mental faculties. Her husband pre- 
deceased her forty-four years ago. 

The Princess Letitia, who was married in the autumn of 
last year to the Duke of Aosta, has given birth to a son, who 
is to be named Umberto, after the King of Italy. 

The Swiss National Council has unanimously sanctioned 
the raising of a loan of 16,000,000fr. for supplying repeating 
rifles of the Schmidt pattern to the Swiss Army. 

The wedding of Prince Leopold of Prussia, only son of the 

late “ Red Prince,” Frederick Charles, and the 
Princess Louise Sophie of Schleswig-Holstein, 
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as the yachts pass up the Thames. The Prince 











of Wales will meet the Shah at Gravesend, 

proceeding there by water, and they will return 

in a specially-engaged steamer to Westminster 

Palace stairs, where the Duke of Cambridge ~s 
and Prince Christian will meet them. Lord  [faasll 
Lathom is then to conduct the Shah to the a ag 
Queen's State carriages, and, accompanied by = 
the Royal Princes, he will drive to Buckingham - 
Palace, escorted by a field officer's escort of Life 
Guards, by way of Whitehall, the Horse Guards, 
and the Mall, the route being lined with House- 
hold troops. There is to be a guard of honour in 
New Palace-yard and alsoat Buckingham Palace, where the Shah 
will be received by the Princess of Wales. The Shah's retinue 
and baggage will be landed at Gravesend and sent by special 
train to Victoria, and thence to Buckingham Palace. The 
great officers will conduct the Shah tothe Bow Drawing-Room, 


‘where he is to take leave of thc members of the Royal family, 


after which Lord Lathom will escort him to his private apart- 
ments, and he will dine alone. Next morning the Shah will 
hold a full-dress reception in the Bow Drawing-Room at 
Buckingham Palace. The Corps Diplomatique are to be 
presented to his Majesty by the Persian Ambassador at 11.30. 
At noon the Shah will receive the Ministers, who are to be 
presented by the Lord Chamberlain. At 12.30 the Shah will 
leave for Windsor, accompanied by Prince Albert Victor (in 
the absence of the Prince of Wales, who is obliged to be away 
at the Sandringham sale), and he will proceed by special train 
from Paddington to Windsor, where the route from the station 
to the castle is to be lined with Household troops, and a salute 
will be fired in the Long Walk by a battery of artillery on his 
arrival and departure. The Shah is to be received at Windsor 
station by Prince Christian and Prince Henry of Battenberg. 
He will drive to the castle by the Long Walk, and through 
George IV.’s Gateway to the Queen's entrance, where her 
Majesty will receive him, attended by the Mistress of the 
Robes and the great officers. Luncheon will be served at two 
o'clock, and at three his Majesty will return to London. 

Prince Albert of Schleswig-Holstein, second son of Prince 
and Princess Christian, has arrived at Cumberland Lodge, 
Windsor Great Park, from Darmstadt. His Highness stays in 
England about three weeks. 

We are officially informed that the inspection of the fleet 
at Spithead by the German Emperor will take place on Satur- 
day, Aug. 3, and not on Monday, Aug. 5, as previously stated. 

The King of Greece and his son the Duke of Sparta, who is 
betrothed to Princess Sophie of Prussia, a granddaughter 
of the Queen, will visit London towards the end of July. 


Thousands of visitors to the Paris Exhibition will look 
with admiration at Messrs. Rylands’ splendid exhibit of Dacca 
calicoes and longcloths, and it may interest them to know that 
this gigantic firm of textile manufacturers finds employment 
for 11,000 persons in its various mills, &c., aided by engines 
the united strength of which amounts to over 8000-horse 
power, and turns out some 30,000 tons of manufactured goods 
annually. 








THE NEW TOWNHALL, BUXTON, DERBYSHIRE. 


of 1500 square yards, and have cost about £10,000. One front 
is to the Market Place, while the opposite one looks down the 
Terrace Walks and across the valley. The tower, which rises 
out of the south front, gives some distinction to that side. 
The outside walls are of local stone, with facings of ashlar 
from the Knowsley quarries and Yorkshire parpoints. The 
public hall, 80 ft. by 40 ft., and 38 ft. high, isa handsome room, 
with a gallery at one end. It is approached by a staircase- 
hall 16 ft. wide. The staircase is of polished York stone, with 
landings finished in marble mosaic. The Free Library accom- 
modation includes a large reading-room, 40 ft. by 25 ft., and a 
smaller room. The public offices occupy the north side of the 
building. The board-room, on the first floor, is 40 ft. by 20 ft., 
with a ceiling 20ft. high. Committee-rooms and other 
apartments adjoin. The floors of the corridors and halls are 
laid with terrazzo and mosaic paving. On the Market Place 
side the building includes a number of shops. The Masonic 
brethren of Buxton will also find a home in the building. A 
clock for the tower has been presented by the Committee of 
the Lord Frederick Cavendish Memorial Fund. The general 
contractor for the building was Mr. James Salt, and the 
architect was Mr. William Pollard, King-street, Manchester. 


The New Zealand Parliament was opened on June 20 by 
the Earl of Onslow, the Governor, who, in his speech, con- 
gratulated the colony upon the improved state of affairs and 
the increase in the revenue. 

The Royal Military Tournament was opened at the Agri- 
cultural Hall, Islington, on June 20, under the most favour- 
able circumstances. The various evolutions and feats of arms 
were highly successful, and the attractions in no way 
diminished during the several days that the tournament re- 
mained open. 

The fifty-second annual meeting of the Yorkshire Union of 
Mechanics’ Institutes was opened on June 21 at Halifax. Sir 
Edward Baines (President) occupied the chair, and in his 
address claimed for England a pre-eminence in mechanical in- 
vention, in nautical discovery, and in originating the wonder- 
ful facilities now enjoyed by the world for traversing both 
land and sea. The report showed there were 274 institutes, 
with 58,100 members, in the union. Sir Edward Baines was 
re-elected President. Papers were afterwards read, one being 
by Mr. Samuel Smith, M.P., on continuation schools. At the 
conclusion of the proceedings, Mr. Thomas Shaw, M.P., enter- 
tained the delegates at dinner. 





the second sister of the German Empress, was 
celebrated on June 24 vith all pomp and 
splendour. The bride had received a popular 
ovation on making her entry into the capital 
of Prussia on the 22nd, and a most cordial 
greeting from the Royal and Imperial family 
to which she is now allied so closely. That 
nothing might be wanting to her welcome, her 
marriage has been celebrated in accordance 
with all the traditions of the House of Hohen- 
zollern, and with its stately and old-world 
ceremonial customs. The civil marriage cere- 
mony was performed by the Minister of the 
Royal Household, Herr von Wedell, after which 
the religious ceremony was gone through in 
the chapel. ‘This was followed by a wedding 
banquet, spread in other apartments of the 
Schloss; after which the entire company re- 
turned to the White Saloon to take part in, or 
witness, what always forms an indispensable 
conclusion to weddings at the Prussian Court— 
namely, the traditional torch dance, which is 
only a dance in name, being really a series of 
processions. About nine o'clock the bride and 
bridegroom left for Glienicke, near Potsdam, 
where they will spend their honeymoon.—The 
Emperor and Empress went to Stuttgart on 
the evening of the 24th, to be present at the 
twenty-fifth anniversary of the King of 
Wiirtemberg’s accession. Thence they go to 
Sigmaringen to attend the wedding of the 
Hereditary Prince of Hohenzollern. 

The marriage was solemnised on June 19 in 
the Votivkirche, Vienna, of Prince Maximilian 
Egon Zu Fiirstenberg, born 1863, and the third 
daughter of Count Schénborn, whose eldest 
sister married Prince Hohenlohe last year. All 
the three daughters of the Count are cele- 
brated beauties in Vienna. The ceremony was 
attended, amongst others, by Count Kalnoky 
and the Ambassadors of Russia, Italy, and 
France.—The annual Corpus Christi procession 
took place in Vienna on the 20th, and was attended by the 
Emperor. This is the finest periodical pageant that has survived 
in Europe, and when it is favoured by lovely weather, as was 
the case, it makes a most impressive show.—'The Session of the 
Austrian Delegation and that of the Hungarian Delegation were 
opened on the 22nd, when the Presidents of the two bodies 
were chosen. Next day they waited upon the Emperor, who 
said his Government would strive to bring about a peaceful 
development of the European situation, which remained un- 
certain. He quoted the assurance he had received from the 
Servian Regents, that they would preserve and foster the 
friendly relations hitherto existing between Servia and 
Austria-Hungary, and reciprocated the hope that they would 
preserve their country from serious dangers. 

A review of the men-of-war which have returned from 
service abroad was held on June 21 at Cronstadt. The Czar 
and Czarina and all the Grand Dukes and Duchesses were 
present, as well as other illustrious personages. The review 
passed off very successfully, all the ships being found to be in 
excellent condition and order.—King George of Greece and the 
Duke of Sparta left the Palace of Peterhof early on the 22nd, 
the Czar and Czarina and Grand Dukes and Duchesses accom- 
panying them to the railway-station. The Czarewitch also 
left for Stuttgart, to be present at the celebration of the 
twenty-fifth anniversary of the accession of the King of 
Wiirtemberg. 

Sir Gordon Sprigg, the Premier and Treasurer of Cape 
Colony, delivered his Budget speech on June 18. He 
announced that statistics proved that there was a great 
increase in the resources and products of the colony. Inde- 
pendent of the Transvaal gold fields, the increased value of 
the exports from the colony over the preceding year exceeded 
£1,000,000. The surplus revenue for the closing year, which 
would amount to £400,000, would be utilised to cover the 
deficits of the previous years. After remitting taxation to the 
extent of £270,000, the Premier estimated the revenue for the 
ensuing year at £3,889,000, and the expenditure at £3,787,000, . 
thus showing a surplus of £102,000. ‘The Budget was favour- 
ably received. 

rhe Ifon. J. A. Cockburn, who was Minister of Education 
in the last Administration, brought forward a resolution ex- 
pressing want of confidence in the Government in the South 
Australian House of Assembly on June 21, and the motion was 
carried by a majority of three votes. In consequence of this 
vote the Ministry has resigned, and the Governor has sent for 
Mr. Cockburn, the mover of the adverse resolution. 
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THE GREAT FLOOD IN THE CONEMAUGH VALLEY, WESTERN PENNSYLVANIA. 





THE BROKEN DAM AT SOUTH FORK LAKE. 


The immense disaster that took place on Friday, May 31, in 
the Conemaugh Valley, a thriving and populous manufac- 
turing district in the State of Pennsylvania, west of the 
Alleghany mountain range, was fully described in a supple- 
ment to The Jilustrated London News, published in the follow- 
ing week, and containing views of the Conemaugh Valley, and 
of Johnstown, where the Cambria Iron Company employed 
thousands of men, and where the loss of life was greatest. 
Photographs since received from America enable us to give 
some Illustrations of the scenes of actual havoc ; the burst dam 
of the South Fork Lake or Reservoir, a few miles above 
Johnstown ; the effects of the flood in the main street of that 
town ; the heaps of wreckage on the flats adjacent to the river 
below it; the burning of the mass of remains of timber 
dwelling-houses, trees, and driftwood, accumulated in the river 
just above the stone railway-bridge ; and the sad work of 
collecting the corpses of the dead, whose total number there 
was estimated at nearly eight thousand, including women and 
children, besides hundreds more in other places. 

The district in which this terrible calamity happened is in 
Cambria county, about eighty-five miles east of the great 
manufacturing city of Pittsburg, nearthe summit of the western 
Alleghanies, part of the “ great divide.” Its streams feed the 
Juniata and Susquehanna to the east, the Conemaugh, Kis- 
kiminetas, and Alleghany to the west. The Pennsylvania 
Railroad has developed its wooded mountain-tops and deep 
valleys as summer resorts. A few miles east of Johnstown is 
Cresson, 2300 ft. above sea-level. 

The Conemaugh river, as was explained in our first account, 














has an important tributary in a mountain stream called Stony 
Creek, and one which, before its junction with the Conemaugh, 
takes the name of the South Fork. This filled the artificial lake 
which the South Fork Hunting and Fishing Club created by 
converting a part of the old Pennsylvania canal system into a 
reservoir. At the head of the creek, towards the mountains 
and about 300 ft. higher than the Johnstown flats, was a small 
natural lake. When the canal was building the engineers took 
this lake to supply the western division of the canal. which 
was made from there to Pittsburg. ‘The eastern division 
ended at Holidaysburg, east of the summit of the Alleghanies, 
where was a similar reservoir. Between the two was the old 
Portage Road, one of the first railroads constructed in the 
State. The canal was abandoned some years ago, as the Penn- 
sylvania Railroad destroyed its traffic. A club called the South 
Fork Fishing and Hunting Club was organised some years ago, 
and got the useof the lake from the Pennsylvania Company. The 
lake was closed by a dam, 700 ft. long and 100 ft. high, which 
held the water at a level of 250 ft. above Johnstown. A gap 
of 200 ft. was broken in this dam by the pressure of the water, 
augmented by excessive rains. 

Johnstown, with its suburbs, had a population of 30,000, 
most of whom, it is said, were workpeople from Europe. and 
1500 of them from South Wales. The town had many frame- 
tenements ; but it also had handsome brick blocks, a paved 
market-place, brick side-walks, a townhall, opera-house, six- 
teen churches, a public library, several banking institutions, 
and business houses of all kinds. It had five newspapers, four 
weekly and one daily. It was a busy and prosperous town, 





GENERAL VIEW OF THE WRECKAGE ON THE JOHNSTOWN FLATS. 


CORPSE-COLLECTORS AT WORK IN THE RAIN, 


and its suburbs extended a long distance up and down the 
water-side. 

Below the Pennsylvania Railroad bridge, on the north side 
of the Conemaugh, were the great works of the Cambria Iron 
Company ; around and below them extended Millville ; on the 
opposite side of the river fora mile or so lay Cambria City. 
Below Cambria, at a short distance, was Sheridan, another 
factory village. To the north-east, up the Conemaugh, Johns- 
town was joined by Conemaugh borough, Franklin and East 
Conemaugh in the next two miles up-stream. The side hill 
overlooking Johnstown from the north is Prospect ; at its foot, 
surrounding a woollen-mill, flour-mill,and other manufactories, 
was Woodvale. .It may be stated, in general, that Jobnstown 
and all of the suburbs which lay on low land were destroyed 
by the flood on the fatal evening of May 31. Many persons 
were burnt to death among the ruins of the wooden houses 
that caught fire from an overturned stove in the mass of débris 
above the bridge. 


Professor Archibald Geikie, of London, has been elected 
corresponding member of the Physical and Mathematical 
section of the Royal Academy of Science at Berlin. 

A curious exhibition of the art and industries of Iceland 
has been opened in the rooms of the Royal Archeological 
Institute, Oxford-circus, under the direction of Mrs. Eirikr 
Magniisson, a lady who, at the Health Exhibition at South 
Kensington, at Edinburgh, and elsewhere, has already done 
much to promote the sale of Icelandic work in this country. 
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BURNING RUINS ABOVE THE PENNSYLVANIA RAILROAD 
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MAIN STREET OF JOHNSTOWN AFTER THE FLOOD, 
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THE PLAYHOUSES. 
Plays with a purpose continue. Ibsen, it would appear, has a 
mild rival in Holland who thinks it wise to use the stage for 
the discussion of grave social problems, and both Mr. Jack Grein 
and Mr. Jarvis deem it expedient to translate the Dutchman's 
view of the propricty or impropriety of marriage with a 
deceased wife's sister. The result is a clever and painful little 
play called “ A Man's Love,” admirably acted by Mr. Leonard 
Boyne, Miss Mary Rorke, and Miss Gertrude Kingston at a 
recent matinée for the aid of distressed women. These 
artists are apparently of opinion that there is no recognised 
limit to the expression of their art—a very dangerous doctrine 
indeed, that has never been held from the days of the Greek 
dramatists down to to-day. The realistic craze is rapidly 
carrying us away with the tide. Noone quite knows where it 
will stop. Weare told that conventionality is old-fashioned ; 
that the stage is to hold the mirror up not to nature, but to 
the depravity of the age in which we live. Soat one theatre 
we hear a mother of three children calmly arguing that the cares 
of her offspring are a secondary consideration to that of her 
self; and weare summoned toa theatre on a warm afternoon in 
midsummerto beholdinnocent women and girls pained ina public 
theatre by the details of anillicit love between a married man and 
his wife's sister. It may be all very true ; but, true or not, where 
are we to draw the line? The Greek tragedians thought that 
the grandest expression of grief was the pained and tear- 
stained face hidden in the toga. The masters of Greek art 
would not permit the barbarous side of tragedy to be expressed 
on the stage. Murder was committed behind the scenes. The 
hideousness of life was left to the imagination. It is not 
so now. Sardou, in the “Tosca,” brings on to the stage. 
with gratuitous brutality and barbarism, the blood-stained 
wretch, reeking from the torture- chamber. Ibsen allows 
his unhealthy-minded Dr. Rank to discuss forbidden subjects 
with his friend’s wife, and this new Dutch author, whoever he 
may be, illustrates with force, no doubt, but with conspicuous 
bad taste, the drama of sin that is being enacted in an 
apparently virtuous household. 


Does it never occur to these Ibsenites and ultra-realists 
that in the interests of the stage they are killing the goose 
with the “ golden eggs”? England has hitherto prided herself 
on a healthy stage. Fathers and brothers could take their 
wives and sisters there without hesitation or fear of annoy- 
ance. Now this cannot be the case any longer if these 
grave social questions are to be discussed before the innocent, 
and to be falsely labelled “amusement.” All honour to the 
pure and energetic women who take interest in questions 
affecting the well-being of their sex and society at large ; but 
they themselves would be the last to urge that they can be 
properly, or conveniently, debated in a public theatre to which 
the ignorant, the innocent, and the unscientific are freely invited. 
No one can call in question the moral that underlies such a 
play as “A Man’s Love”; but many may very reasonably 
object to the manner in which it is discussed. It does not 
follow that every circumstance in our social system is fitted 
for illustration by art, nor is it-needful that we should arrive 
at the truth by that form of realism that dangerously borders 
on suggestiveness. If the stage is really the mirror of the age, 
then society tolerates discussions and encourages illustrations 
that would have been voted tedious but a few years ago. 


The Ibsenites, encouraged by the “success of curiosity” 
obtained by “ A Doll's House,” are seriously contemplating a 
production of * Ghosts,” which, if permitted to be performed 
in public by the Lord Chamberlain, would certainly bring 
their card-house about their ears. It may be, from the point 
of view of social science, a very noble and edifying work ; but 
it is whol!r unfitted for the purposes of the stage, and 
would be voted intolerable by all who have the best 
interests of the stage at heart. The craze of the ad- 
vanced Ibsenite is to extol woman at the expense of 
degraded and dissolute man. But they are wholly over- 
stating their case. There are bad men as well as bad 
women in the world. But at the same time there are 
hundreds and thousands of good and pure women in the world 
who. conscious of man’s chivalry at times of temptation and 
man’s honour in time of need, who would cry shame on the 
pessimist who could quote Mrs. Ayling’s husband in “ Ghosts ” 
as a type, and who would protest against the male sex 
being typically represented by the hero in “A Man's Love.” 
Is there no woman who will stand forth to say a word in 
favour of the men who are still chivalrous and the husbands 
who are not wholly degraded ? 


It is a pity, for many reasons, that Mr. Robert Buchanan 
had not the time to put his strenuous objections to the new 
dramatic teaching in a proper dramatic form. Doubtless he 
will do so anon, for he understands the stage, and has never 
at any time degraded it or lowered it in the eyes of those who 
understand its social value as well as the necessary limit- 
ations of Art. Unfortunately, such a play as “The Old 
Home,” coming as it does at this moment, does more harm 
than good. The new Vaudeville play was evidently not 
written as a dramatic counterblast; so, on the whole, it is a 
pity that the discussion was even indirectly touched upon. 
Besides, Mr. Buchanan has accidentally played into the 
hands of his enemies by reproducing, without much skill, the 
commonplace villain of the stageand the equally commonplace 
lay figure known as the “repentant Magdalen.” The stage 
must no doubt be provided with villains and Magdalens, but 
they need not necessarily be of the stage stagey. Such con- 
cessions may very fairly be made to the opponents of ultra- 
conventionality, and it was doubly unfortunate in this case 
that the stage villain was acted wholly without subtlety or 
enlightenment. This Ibsen controversy will raise a howl 
against the military ruiner of homes, who has the swagger 
of an ostler and the manners of an ’Arry ; and it was a thousand 
pities he was ever reproduced at this unfortunate moment. 
He has added fuel tothe artistic flame. But, on the other hand, 
there is much that is interesting and worth seeing in the 
new play. Mr. Thomas Thorne is in every way excellent 
as a good-hearted Colonial millionaire. His brother, Mr. Fred 
Thorne, is equally good as a grumpy, bunt tender-hearted 
old merchant ; and it would be worth walking many a mile 
to see Miss Winifred Emery as the gentle and loveable heroine 
of the simple story. We have no more natural actress on the 
stage than Miss Emery, and few as charming. Her clever 
hnsband, Mr. Cyril Mande, is the victim of cireumstances. He 
has appeared once or twice, with considerable success, as a 
“ Chappie” or a“ Johnnie,” or whatever the typical idiot of 
the day is called, and so it wonld appear as if he were doomed 
to reproduce these brainless boobies ad infinitum. They are 
bad enongh in the street, the stalls, andthe salon, But a little 
of them goes a very long way on the stage. Mr. Cyril Mande 
should henceforth refuse to play a “ Chappie” or a “ Johnnie.” 
He would improve his artistic reputation and relieve the 
andience of an unmitigated nuisance. And Mr. Robert 


Buchanan should be the last man to pander to the silly eccen- 
tricity of the low sporting prints that dabble with theatricals. 
These creatures are not types of English life, and are not 
heard of outside the drinking bars of Fleet-street or the 


Strand. C. S. 


THE OTHER SIDF. 


The sweet pure breath of the morning breeze is upon me, the 
lights and shadows of a summer sky flicker around me—as, 
standing on the edge of the shining firth, I strain my eyes 
across its blue breadth of waters. And asI stand and gaze, I 
become conscious of a strong desire to know what lies on the 
far-off shore beyond them. Veiled in a luminous mist which has 
drifted in from seaward, it suggests, with its soft vague out- 
lines and dreamy adumbrations, all kinds of fine possibilities. 
I think of curving bays, where the ripple plashes with a low 
sweet murmur on the sloping sands; I think of lofty pro- 
montories, where the blown trees tell of the stress of winter 
storms; I think of sheltered inlets in which the fisherman’s 
boat lies, with its black hull safe up on the pebbly beach. And 
then I see, in fancy, the broad, green country spreading inland, 
dotted with villages and white church spires, and bounded by 
ranges of bold hills, with deep, dark masses of foliage nestling 
in their quiet hollows—but who knows what may not be on 
that Other Side? What haunted fairyland or bright Arcadia 
of woodland and pasture, of dell and dingle, of mossy orchard 
and blooming garden-croft, echoing, perhaps, with “ the shrill 
pleasing sound of many pipes”? Is it not always so? Does 
not the mind always amuse itself with the fond illusion of 
the Other Side? Here—here gather the cloud, the gloom, and 
the omen ; here are satiety and weariness ; here we have seen, 
known, tasted of everything ; here the red rose of hope has paled 
into the white rose of disappointment. But there—in that 
fresh, new world—what may we not expect? If we can but 
cross the waters, what shall we not discover—on the Other 
Side? 

When we have reached the lower terraces of a mountain 
height, or the base even of one of those fair round hills which 
swell out of our English plains, graceful in its outline as the 
liberal bosom of a beautiful woman, we become conscious, I 
think, of a restless desire, an eager curiosity to know what 
this natural barrier conceals. Here be “ woods green as any” ; 
here be “all new delights, cool streams and wells, arbours o’er- 
grown with woodbine, caves, and dells”; here the lush grass 
grows ankle-deep in the moist meadows, and the sunshine 
spreads in waves of amber light over uplands prodigal of wine 
and oil : yet are we not content. We refuse to linger on the 
threshold of the Unknown ; are as athirst to pass beyond it as 
ever was stout Cortez to launch his bark on the untraversed 
tracts of the great Pacific. It is the mystery of the Unknown, 
of the Possible, that attracts us; imagination taking posses- 
sion of it, enriching it with ‘andscape and seascape such as no 
man has ever seen, with graceful and gracious creatures such 
as no man has ever known; it is the magic, the enchantment, 
of the Other Side. 

Did you ever try to imagine with what feelings, in the 
early days of geographical discovery, the traveller in a 
hitherto unexplored country would come upon some great 
inland lake, some high barrier of snow-clad peaks, and, halt- 
ing to take breath as it were, would conjecture what might 
be in store for him on the Other Side? He might not always 
indulge in pleasurable anticipations. Sometimes his thoughts 
might rest on fierce tribes of savages, anthropophagi, per- 
haps, or monsters with “heads that do grow beneath their 
shonlders” ; or on parched deserts, where the way farer, stricken 
by the heat, and maddened by thirst, might haply perish ; 
or broad wastes of ice and snow, where death would not less 
surely claim its victim. Even such gloomy forecasts as 
these could not stifle his curiosity, or prevent him from 
penetrating to that Other Side. But I suspect that. gener- 
ally, his expectations were widely different ; that he dreamed 
of cities of gold, like that Manoa which beguiled the 
fancy of Raleigh—or of the beautiful valleys and flowing 
streams of the Earthly Paradise—or of that Fountain of 
Immortal Youth which Ponce De Leon sought in vain. As 
Pizarro marched on into the opulent provinces of Peru, per- 
sistently dazzled by the hope of more precious spoil than had 
yet rewarded his conquering sword, so do we in life go on 
from vision to vision, from one aspiration to another, from 
one ambition to another, always expecting, always credulous 
that we shall find what we want—though we cannot define, 
even to ourselves, what that want may be—on the Other Side. 

How thankful should we feel, I think, that this Other Side 
exists, to nourish and maintain in us the divine gift of 
imagination, to widen the scope of our feelings, to extend the 
range of our thoughts, and to relieve us from the deadening 
pressure of facts and certainties! How we should rejoice that 
the world is not a flat, dull surface of uniformity ; not a 
monotonous plane which the eye could embrace at a glance, 
with no room for the exercise of the fancy, no place for 
knight-errantry or chivalrous adventure! How thankful we 
should be for the broad rivers and the lofty mountain- 
summits—the Orinocos and the Mississippis, the Himalayas and 
the Alps ; for the league-long lakes and the rolling seas, beyond 
which we can still locate our land of dreams; can find a dwelling- 
place for the phantoms of our brains ; can create our Utopias and 
people them with visions! Yes ; letus thank the Heavenly Powers 
for giving us the boon of that Other Side ! W. H. D.-A. 


Some earthquake shocks have been felt in the Little Rhondda 
Valley. 

The Prince of Wales has sent 100 guineas to the Lord 
Mayor as a contribution to the fund in aid of the Pasteur 
Institute of Paris, and for the assistance of English patients 
seeking its services. 

On July 1 the price of inland post-cards will be reduced. 
Stout cards will be sold in packets of ten for 6d., and thin cards 
in packets of ten for 54d. The prices of cards taken in less 
quantities and of reply cards will be in proportion. 

Lord Herschell presided at the fifty-seventh annual festival 
of the United Law Clerks’ Society, at the Freemasons’ Tavern, 
on June 26. There was a large gathering of legal celebrities, 
the list of honorary stewards including every Q.C. of the 
highest position. 

Miss Phyllis Broughton’s action against Viscount Dangan 
for breach of promise of marriage remains in the list of causes 
for hearing. It is understood, however, that the case has 
virtually been settled on the terms that Lord Dangan shall 
pay £2500 to the plaintiff and all the costs. 

Mr. Punch has been to Paris, and what the Autocrat of 
Humour saw on his triumphal progress thither, and in the 
lively French capital, especially gay just now with its Ex- 
position and Eiffel Tower, are vividly portrayed—pen and 
pencil maintaining a well-sustained race—in an extra given 
(for the first time) with this week's Punch. 

The elections which will take place next week in the Royal 
College of Surgeons will be the first in which voting-papers 
will be used, and the result is looked forward to with very 
much interest. There are three vacancies in the Council to be 
filled, and those engaged in the reform movement anxiously 
desire the election of Messrs. Tweedy, Lawson Tait, and 
Rivington. 

Oxford has been full of visitors taking part in the Com- 
memoration festivities. On June 24 the Philharmonic Society 
gave a concert in the Sheldonian Theatre, which was attended 








by a fashionable audience. The procession of boats on the Isis 
which followed attracted \housands of spectators. There were 
also a garden-party at Wadham, a ball given by the Gridiron 
Club in the City Buildings, and balls at Magdalen and Wadham 
colleges. Next day’s programme included a grand flower show 
in Trinity College Gardens in connection with the Royal 
Oxfordshire Horticultural Society, the camp athletic sports of 
the University Rifle Volunteer Corps at Headington Hill, a 
ball in the hall of Worcester College, and the Etonian Club 
ball in the Corn Exchange. 

The ratepayers of Brentford have unanimously adopted the 
Free Libraries Acts. 

In the Newington Sessions House on June 19 a handsome 
“loving cup ” was presented to Sir Richard Wyatt, in recog- 
nition of his labours for eighteen years as Clerk of the Peace 
for Surrey. Sir William Hardman bore testimony to the 
great services rendered to the country by Sir Richard Wyatt, 
both as Clerk of the Peace and as Parliamentary Agent to the 
Treasury. 

June 23 being Hospital Sunday, collections in aid of the 
Mansion House Fund were made in the churches and chapels 
of the metropolis. The Lord Mayor attended Divine service in 
Westminster Abbey in the morning, and in the afternoon he 
was present at St. Paul's Cathedral, where he received the 
Judges. In the places of worship of the Jewish community 
collections for the fund were also made on Saturday. 

The department of implements in the Royal Agricultural 
Society’s Show at Windsor contained several exhibits particu- 
larly worthy of inspection. The largest of these was that of 
Mr. J. Harrison Carter, milling engineer, of Mark-lane, whose 
machinery is of very general interest, as it is used by owners 
of large estates, agricultural chemical manufacturers, manure 
merchants, corn and fodder grinders, and many other manu- 
fecturers, for disintegrating materials of almost every 
description. Mr. Carter had about a hundred tons of various 
materials at his stand, to grind during the week. ‘The 
Coventry Machinists’ Company, whose London establishment 
is on Holborn-viaduct, sent their latest patterns of improved 
bicycles and tricycles; Messrs. ‘. J. Syer and Co., some 
useful carpenters’ tools for farm-work ; and Mr. G. Cheaver, 
of Boston, his “ Idiocathartes ” water-filter. Among the leading 
exhibitors were Messrs. Sutton and Sons, the seed merchants, to 
whom the sowing of all the grass-seeds in the show-yard and 
the supply of the whole of the floral decorations, including 
the inside and outside of the Queen’s and other pavilions, had 
been entrusted. 

A number of guests assembled on June 24 at Lambeth 
Palace, by invitation of the Archbishop of Canterbury, to meet 
Monsignor Sophronius, Archbishop of Cyprus, who is now on 
a visit to this country as the guest of the Cyprus Society, an 
association formed to promote education and hospital work in 
the island. Amongst the company were the Greek Archiman- 
drite (Monsignor Plessas), General Sir Robert Biddulph, late 
High Commissioner of Cyprus, and Major-General Sir F. 
Goldsmid, President of the Educational Committee of the 
Cyprus Society. The Archbishop, in welcoming his Beatitude, 
alluded to the ancient and ecclesiastical associations connected 
with Cyprus, and spoke of the Cyprus Society as an organisa- 
tion which was earnestly labouring for the benefit of the 
island. He urged that the best way to help the Eastern 
Churches was to promote the education of the clergy. Major- 
General Sir F.Goldsmid read an address of welcome on the 
part of the Cyprus Scciety, the main objects of which, he said, 
might be comprised under two heads—hospital and educational. 
Sir G. Bowen having also given an address of welcome in 
Greek, the Archbishop of Cyprus read a reply in Greek, and a 
vote of thanks to the Archbishop of Canterbury closed the 
proceedings. 


THE ROYAL AGRICULTURAL SOCIETY AT 

WINDSOR. 
The Royal Agricultural Society of England, under the 
Presidency for this year of her Majesty the Queen, opened its 
annual meeting on Monday, June 24, at the Royal Borough of 
Windsor, and continued it during the week. The implements 
department of the show, with the working dairy, had been 
opened on Saturday, the 22nd, when it was visited by the 
Prince of Wales and the Duke of Cambridge. The Prinve and 
Princess of Wales, with some of their family, inspected other 
departments, the show of cattle, horses, sheep, swine, and 
produce, on the Tuesday and following days; and the show 
was honoured by the presence of her Majesty on Thursday and 
Friday. This is the Jubilee year of the Society, the fiftieth 
anniversary of the granting of its Charter of Incorporation 
having been celebrated, on March 26, with a State banquet at 
St. James's Palace, given by the Queen, and presided over by 
his Royal Highness the Prince of Wales, who is acting 
President of the Society for this year. The present year’s 
show at Windsor was by far the greatest and finest that has ever 
been held. 

The Show-yard, having an extent of a little over 125 acres, 
was situated in Windsor Great Park, in an open sloping glade, 
surrounded by the woods of the park. It had been arranged 
by Mr. Wilson Bennison, surveyor to the Royal Agricultural 
Society. The entrance to the yard was a very handsome 
structure, first erected for the Newcastle Show, and used last 
year at Nottingham. On each side of the entrance were the 
seed stands and the exhibits of other miscellaneous agricultural 
articles ; and next to these, on each side of the yard, was the 
machinery in motion. The breadth of the yard expanding 
from the entrance, five avenues of shedding, occupied by im- 
plements, seemed to branch out in fan-like form. The centre 
avenue led to the Queen’s Pavilion, a handsome structure 
built in the middle of the show-ground. This building 
was the great architectural feature of the scene, having 
a frontage of 64 ft. and a depth of 54 ft. Inthe front was a 
fine porch, over which wasa panel containing the Royal arms of 
England, handsomely executed. At the sides were verandahs 
from which her Majesty could obtain views of the show in 
every direction. The porch led into the hall, and the hall into 
a commodions reception-room, 24 ft. by 18 ft. ‘lhere was also 
the luncheon-room, 26 ft. by 18 ft. ; and, besides these, there were 
five other rooms, all luxuriously furnished by Messrs. Shool- 
bred and Co. The Queen's Pavilion was probably the finest 
building ever erected in any agricultural show - ground. 
Visitors will also have noticed the Royal box in the centre of 
the grand stand, surmounted by the Royal arms and the Royal 
standard of England, where, for the first time, the parades and 
judging could be witnessed by the Queen and Court. 

The total length of shedding erected for the show was 
50,069 ft., apportioned as follows :—horses, 8912 ft.; cattle, 
12,953 ft.; sheep and pigs, 3978 ft.; implements, 10,803 ft. ; 
machinery in motion, 2538 ft. ; refreshments, 1634 ft. ; special 
shedding, 2541 ft.; farm produce, 1200 ft. ; herdsmen’s rooms, 
1944 ft. ; miscellaneous purposes, 3566 ft.; all covered with 
170,000 square yards of white canvas, supplied by Mr. Unite. 

The numbers of live stock entered for this show were— 
horses, 996 ; oxen or cattle, 1654 head ; sheep, 1109 pens; pigs, 
265 pens ; poultry, 861 pens; this large display had been 
brought about by a prize list that is unprecedented in amount. 
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In addition to the £12,000 given by the Society for prizes, the 
Qneen gave gold medals for the best stallions and mares 
exhibited, and for the best bred animals in the various cattle 
classes, and a gold medal for butter-making. The total value 
of prizes offered (including champion prizes and medals) was 
no less than £12,000, of which £5000 were contributed by the 
Mansion House Committee and £1000 by the Windsor Local 
Committee. Of the money given in prizes, £3000 went to horses, 
nearly £4000 to cattle, £2500 to sheep, £740 to pigs, and 
£354 to poultry ; besides prizes for corn, wool, butter, cheese, 
cider, hops, fruits, honey and bee-hives, horse-shoeing, and 
other useful work. All prizes were open to general com- 
petition. Many visitors were attracted by the working dairy, 
and there was a butter-making competition for churnmakers 


THE QUEEN'S PAVILION. 


and vendors or their assistants, as well as a lecture and butter- 
making demonstration. On Monday the judges of live stock, 
poultry, and produce commenced making their awards at nine 
o'clock in the morning, dealing with the greatest collection 
of British farm-stock which has ever been held. Nearly all 
the large breeders of stock were represented, the Queen having 
four entries of horses, seventeen of cattle, and three of pigs, 
while the Prince of Wales had eleven entries of horses, thir- 
teen of cattle. and eight of Southdown sheep. Prince Christian 
of Schleswig-Holstein, whose name appears as an exhibitor for 
the first time, sent four pens of pigs from Cumberland Lodge, 
and among the other exhibitors of horses are Prince Henry of 
Sattenberg, who sends two ponies picked up in the Pyrenees 
during the Queen’s recent visit to Biarritz. ‘The general list 


of exhibitors included the Dukes of Buecleuch, Cleveland, 
Hamilton, Marlborough, Northumberland, Portland, and Rich- 
mond; Lords Ashburton, Londesborough, Londonderry, North- 
brook, Radnor, Rothschild, Strathmore, and Zetland : Baroness 
Burdett-Coutts and her husband; the Stewards of the Jockey 
Club, who sent some sheep from Newmarket Heath; Mr. W. H. 
Smith, who exhibited some Jersey cattle from his Greenlands 
homestead ; Mr. A. J. Balfour, whose Border Leicesters were 
successful in several classes ; Sir Harry Verney, now the father 
of the Roval Agricultural Society ; the Countesses of Ay-es- 
ford and Camperdown; Messrs. Henry and Albert Brassey, 
Baron Ferdinand de Rothschild, Mr. Pierce Mahony, M.P., and 
a host of other breeders of stock, whose names are known 
throughout the country. 
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CLEOPATRA: 
BEING AN ACCOUNT OF THE FALL AND VENGEANCE OF HARMACHIS, THE 
ROYAL ECYPTIAN, AS SET FORTH BY HIS OWN HAND 


By H. RIDER HAGGARD. 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 


CHAPTER XXXII. 

OF THE FAREWELL OF CHARMION , OF THE DEATH OF CHARMION ; 
OF THE DEATH OF THE OLD WIFE, ATOUA, OF THE COMING 
OF HARMACHIS TO ABOUTHIS; OF HIS CONFESSION IN THE 
HALL OF THE TWO-AND-THIRTY PILLARS; AND OF THE 
DECLARING OF THE DOOM OF HARMACHIS, 


HARMION un- 
clasped my arm, 
whereto she had 
clung in terror. 

“*Thy vengeance, 
thou dark Har- 
machis,’’ she said, 
in a hoarse voice, ‘‘is a thing 
hideous to behold! O lost 
Egypt, with all thy sins thou 
wast indeed u Queen! Come, 
aid me, Harmachis; let us 
stretch this poor clay upon the 
bed and deck it royally, so that: 
it may give its dumb audience to 
the messengers of Cesar, as 
becomes the last of Egypt’s 
Queens.”’ 

No word I spoke in answer, 
for my heart was very heavy, and 
now that all was done I was 
weary. ‘Together, then, we lifted 
up the body and laid it on the 
golden bed. Charmion placed the 
ureus crown tpon the ivory brow, 
and combed the night-dark hair 
that showed never a thread of 

silver, and, for the last time, shut those eyes wherein had 
shone all the changing glories of the sea. She folded 
the chill hands upon the breast whence passion’s breath had 
fled, and straightened the bent knees beneath the broidered 
robe, and by the head laid flowers. And there at length 
Cleopatra lay, more splendid now in her cold majesty of death 
than in her richest hour of breathing beauty ! 

We drew back and looked upon her, and on dead Iras at 
her fect. 

‘It is done!*’ quoth Charmion, ‘‘ we are avenged, and 
now, Harmachis; dost follow by this same road?’’ And she 
nodd2d towarl the phial on the board. 

‘** Nay, Charmion. I fly —I fly to a heavier death! Not thus 
easily may I end my space of earthly penance.”’ 

**So be it, Harmachis! And I, Harmachis—I fly also, but 
with swifter wings. My game is played. I, too, have made 
atonement. Oh! what a bitter fate is mine: to have brought 
misery on all J love, and, in the end, to die unloved! To thee 
I have atoned ;_ to my angered Gods I have atoned; and now 
I go to find a way whereby I may atone to Cleopatra in that 
Hell where she is; and which I must share! For she loved me 
well, Harmachis; and, now that she is dead, methinks that, 
after thee, I loved her best of all. So of her cup and the cup 
of Iras will I surely drink !’’ And she took the phial, and 
with a steady hand poured that which was left of the poison 
into the goblet. 

‘** Bethink thee, Charmion,”’ I said; ‘‘ yet mayest thou live 
for many years, hiding these sorrows beneath the withered 
days.”’ 

‘* Yet may I live, but live I will not! To live the prey of 
so many memories, the fount of an undying shame that night 
by night, as I lie sleepless, shall well afresh from my sorrow- 
stricken heart !—to live torn by a love I cannot lose !—to 
stand alone like some storm-twisted tree, and, sighing day by 
day to the winds of heaven, gaze upon the desert of my life, 
while I wait the lingering lightning’s stroke—nay, that will 
not I, Harmachis! Long since had I died, but I lived on to 
serve thee: now no more thou needest me, and I go. Oh, fare 
thee well !—for ever fare thee well! For no more shall I look 
upon thy face, and where I go thou goest not! For thou dost 
not love me who still dost love that Queenly woman thou hast 
hounded to the death! Her thon shalt never win, and thee I 
shall never win, and this is the bitter endof Fate! See, Har- 
machis: one boon I ask before I go, and for all time become 
naught to thee but a name and a memory of shame. Tell me 
that thou dost forgive me so far as thine it is to forgive, and in 
token thereof kiss me—with no lover's kiss, but kiss me on the 
brow, and bid me pass in peace.”’ 

And she drew near to me with arms outstretched and 
pitiful trembling lips, and gazed upon my face. 

‘* Charmion,”’ I answered, ‘* free we are to act for good or 
evil, and yet methinks there is a Fate above our fate that, 
blowing from some strange shore, doth compel our little sails 
of purpose, set them as we will, and drive us to destruction. 
I forgive thee, Charmion, and by this kiss, the first and the 
last, my forgiveness do I seal.”’ And with my lips I touched 
her brow. 

She spoke no more; only for a l'ttle while she stood gazing 
on me with sad eyes. ‘Thenshe lifted the goblet, and said— 

‘Royal Harmachis, in this deadly cup I pledge thee! 
Would that I had drunk thereof cre ever I looked upon thy 
face! Harmachis, for ever, fare thee well!’ 

She drank, cast down the cup, and for a moment stood 
with the wide eyes of one who looksfor Death. Then He came, 
aud she fell prone upon the floor deal. And for a moment 
mor2 I stood alone with the dead 

I crept to the side of Cleopatra, and, now that none 
were left to see, I sat me down upon the bed and laid her head 
upon my knee, as once before it had been laid in that night of 
sacrilege beneath the shadow of the everlasting pyramid. Then 
I kissed her chill brow and went— avenged, but sorely smitten 
with despair ! 
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“* Physician,” said the officer of the Guard as I went 
through the gates, ‘‘ what passes yonder in the Monument? 
Methought I heard the sounds of death.” 

“‘Naught passes—all hath passed,” I made reply, and 
went. 

And as I went in the darkness I heard the sound of voices 
and the running of the feet of Ca#sar's messengers. 

Flying swiftly to my house I found Atoua waiting at the 
gates. She drew me into a quiet chamber of the house and 
closed the doors. 

**Is it done?”’ she asked, and turned her wrinkled face to 
mine, while the lamplight streamed white upon her snowy 
hair. ‘‘ Nay, why ask? I—I know that it is done!” 


*€ Aye, it is done, and well done, old wife! All are dead! 
“leopatra, Iras, Charmion—all save myself !”’ 

The aged woman drew up her bent form and cried, ‘‘ Now 
let me go in peace, for I have seen my desire upon thy foes 
and the foes of Khem. Ja! da4/—not in vain have I lived 
on beyond the yearsof man! I have seen my desire upon 
thy enemies—I have gathered the dews of death, and thy 
foe hath drunk thereof! Fallen is the brow of pride! the 
shame of Khem is level with the dust! Ah, would that I 
might have seen that wanton die!” 

**Cease, woman! cease! The dead are gathered to the 
dead! Osiris holds them fast, and everlasting silence seals 
their lips! Pursue not the fallen great with insults! Up !—let 
us fly to Abouthis, that all may be accomplished ! ”° 

** Fly, Harmachis !—Harmachis, fly!—butI fly not! To 
this end only have I lingered on the earth. Now I do untie 
the knot of life and let my spirit free! Fare thee well, 
Prince, the pilgrimage is done! Harmachis, from a babe have 
I loved thee, and love thee yet !—but no more may I share 
thy griefs—I am spent. Isis, take thou my Spirit,”’ and her 
trembling knees gave way and she sank upon the ground. 

I ran to her side and looked upon her. She was already 
dead, and I was alone upon the earth without a friend to 
comfort me! 

Then I turned and went, no man hindering me, for in the 
city all was confusion, and departed from Alexandria in a 
vessel I had made ready. On the eighth day, I landed, and, 
in the carrying out of my purpose, travelled on foot across 
the fields to the holy Shrines of Abouthis. And here, as I 
knew, in the Temple of the Divine Sethi the worship of the 
Gods had been lately set up again: for Charmion had caused 
Cleopatra to repent of her decree of vengeance and to restore 
the lands that she had seized, though the treasure she restored 
not. And the Temple having been purified, now, at the season 
of the Feast of Isis, all the High Priests of the ancient Temples 
of Egypt were gathered together to celebrate the coming home 
of the Gods into their holy place. 

I gained the city. It was on the seventh day of the Feast 
of Isis. Even as I came the long array wended through the 
well-remembered streets. I joined myself to the multitude that 
followed, and with my voice swelled the chorus of the solemn 
chant as we passed through the pylons into the imperishable 
halls. How well known were the holy words :— 


** Softly we tread, our measured footsteps falling 
Within the Sanctuary Sevenfold ; 
Soft on the Dead that Liveth are we calling : 
* Return, Osiris, from thy kingdom cold ! 
Return to them that worship thee of old!’”’ 


And, then, when the sacred music ceased, as aforetime on the 
setting of the majesty of Ra, the High Priest raised the 
statue of the living God and held it on high before the 
multitude. With a joyful shout of ‘‘ Osiris! our hope, Osiris! 
Osiris !"’ the people tore the black wrappings from their dress, 
shewing the white robes beneath, and, as one man, bowed 
before the God. 

Then they went to feast each at his home, but I stayed 
in the court of the Temple. 

Presently a priest of the Temple drew near, and asked 
me of my business. And I answered him that I came from 
Alexandria, and would be led before the council of the High 
Priests, for I knew that the holy Priests were gathered together 
debating the tidings from Alexandria. 

Thereon the man left, and the High Priests, hearing that I 
was from Alexandria, ordered that I should be led into 
their presence in the second Hall of Columns—and so I 
was led in. It was already dark, and between the great 

illars were set lights, as on that night when I was crowned 
*haraoh of the Upper and the Lower Land. There, too, was 
the long line of Dignitaries seated in their carven chairs, and 
taking counsel together. All was the same; the same cold 
images of Kings and Gods gazed with the same empty eyes 
from the everlasting walls. Aye, more; among those gathered 
there were five of the very men who, as leaders of the great 
plot, had sat here to see me crowned, being the only con- 
spirators who had escaped the vengeance of Cleopatra and the 
clutching hand of Time. 

I took my stand on the spot where once I had been crowned 
and made me ready for the last act of shame with such 
bitterness of heart as cannot be written. 

‘Why, ’tis the physician Olympus,”’ said one. ‘‘ He who 
lived a hermit in the Tombs of Tapé, and who but lately was 
of the household of Cleopatra. Is it, then, true that the Queen 
is dead by her own hand, Physician? ”’ 

** Yea, holy Sirs, I am that physician: also is Cleopatra 
dead by my hand.’’ 

‘* By thy hand? Why, how comes this '—though well is she 
dead, forzooth, the wicked wanton !”’ 

‘* Your pardon, Sirs, and I will tell you all, for hither am 
I come tv that end. Perchance among you there may be 
some—methinks, I see some—who, nigh eleven years ago, were 
gathered in this hall to secretly crown one Harmachis, Pharaoh 
of Khem ?’”’ 

“*T is true!’’ they said; ‘‘but how knowest thou these 
things, thou Olympus? ”’ 

‘*Of the rest of those seven-and-thirty Nobles,’’ I went 
on, making no answer, ‘‘ are two-and-thirty missing. Some are 
dead, as Amenemhat is dead; some are slain, as Sepa is 
slain; and some, perchance, yet labour as slaves within the 
mines, or live afar, fearing vengeince.”’ 

“Tt is so,’’ they said; ‘‘alas! it is so. Harmachis the 
accursed betrayed the plot, and sold himself to the wanton 
Cleopatra ! 

‘Tt is so,’’ I went on, lifting up my head. ‘‘ Harmachis 
betrayed the plot and sold himself to Cleopatra; and, holy 
Sirs—J am that Harmachis !”’ 

The Priests and Dignitaries gazed astonied. Some rose 
and spoke ; some said naught. 

‘*T am that Harmachis! I am that traitor, trebly steeped 
in crime !—a traitor to my Gods, a traitor to my country, a 
traitor to my oath! Hither I come to say that I have done 
this. I have executed the Divine vengeance on her who ruined 
me and gave Egypt to the Roman; ani now that, after years 
of toil and patient waiting, this is accomplished by my wisdom 
and the help of the angry Gods, behold I come with all my 
shame upon my head to declare the thing I am, and take the 
traitor’s guerdon !”’ 

‘*Mindest thou of the doom of him who hath broken the 
oath that may not be broken ?’”’ asked he who first had spoken, 
in heavy tones. 

‘“*T know it well,’’ I answered ; ‘‘ I court that awful doom.”’ 

‘* Tell us more of this matter, thou who wast Harmachis.’’ 

So, in cold, clear words, I laid bare all my shame, keeping 
back nothing. And ever as I spoke I saw their faces grow 
more hard, and knew that for me there was no mercy; nor 
did I ask it, nor had I asked could it have been granted. 

When, at last, I had done, they put me aside while they 
took counsel, ani then they drew me forth again, and the 
eldest among them, a man very oli and venerable, the Priest 
of the Temple of the Divine Hatasu at Tapé, spake, in icy 
accents— 

‘Thou Harmachis, we have considered this matter. Thou 

















hast sinned the threefold deadly sin. On thy head lies the 
burden of the woe of Khem, this day enthralled of Rome, To 
Isis, the Mother Mystery, thou hast offered the deadly insult, 
and thy holy oath thou hast broken. For all of these sins 
there is, as well thou knowest, but one reward, and 
that reward is thine. Naught can it weigh in the balance 
of our justice that thou hast slain her who was thy 
cause of stumbling; naught that thou comest to name 
thyself the vilest thing which ever stood within thex 
walls. On thee also must fall the curse of Menka-ra, thou 
false priest ! thou forsworn patriot! thou Pharaoh shameful 
and discrowned! Here, where we set the Double Crown upon 
thy head, do we doom thee to the doom! Go to thy dungcon 
and await the falling of its stroke! Go, remembering what 
thou mightest have been and what thou art, and may those 
Gods who through thy evil-doing shall perchance ere long 
cease to be worshipped within these holy Temples, give to thee 
that mercy which we deny! Lead him forth!” 

So they took me and led me forth. With bowed head I 
went, looking not up, and yet I felt their eyes burn upon 
my face. 

Oh! surely of all my shames this is the heaviest ! 








CHAPTER XXXIII. 
OF THE LAST WRITING OF HARMACHIS, THE ROYAL EGYPTIAN, 
SO” HEY led me to the 
GF 
ee og : in the pylon tower, 
Za - and here I wait my 
doom. I know not 
i Fate shall fall. Week 
3 grows to week, and 
month to month, and 
Still it quivers un- 
seen above my head 
I know that it will 
know not. Per 
chance I shall wake 
in some dead hour of 
stealthy steps of the 
slayers and be hur- 
ried forth. Per- 
at hand. Then will come the secret chamber! 
the horror! the nameless coffin! and at last 
it will be done! Oh, let it come! let it 


chamber that is high 
mh SS, — when the sword of 
still it is delayed. 
fall, but when I 
midnight to hear the 
chance they are now 
come swiftly ! 





All is written; naught have I held back—my sin is 
sinned—my vengeance is finished! New all things end in 
darkness and in ashes, and I prepare to face the terrors 
that are to come in other worlds than this. I go, but 
nct without hope I go: for, though I see Her not, though 
no more She answers to my prayers, still I am aware of the 
Holy Isis, who is with me for evermore and whom yet I shall 
again behold face to face. And then at last in that far day 
I shall find forgiveness, then the burden of my guilt shall 
roll from me and innocency come back and wrap me round, 
bringing me holy peace. 


Oh! dear land of Khem, as in a dream I see thee! I see 
Nation after Naticn set its standard on thy shores, and its yoke 
upon thy neck! 1 see new Religions without end calling out 
their truths upon the banks of Sihor, and summoning thy 
people to their worship ! I see thy Temples— thy holy Temples— 
crumbling in the dust ; a wonder to the sight of men unborn, 
who shall peer into thy tombs and desecrate the great ones of 
thy glory! I see thy mysteries a mockery to the unlearned, 
and thy wisdom wasted like waters on the desert sands! I 
see the Roman Eagles stoop and perish, their beaks yet red 
with the blood of men, and the long lights dancing down the 
barbarian spears that follow in their wake! And then, at last, 
I see thee once more great, once more free, and having once 
more a knowledge of thy Gods—aye, thy Gods with a changed 
countenance, and called by other names, but still thy Gods! 


The sun sinks over Abouthiv. The red rays of Ra flame 
on temple roofs, upon green fields, and the wide waters of 
father Sihor. So as a child I watched him sink; just so 
his last kiss touched the further pylon’s frowning brow; just 
that same shadow lay upon the tombs. All is unchanged! 
I—I only am changed—so changed, and yet the same! 


Oh, Cleopatra ! Cleopatra, thou Destroyer! if I might but 
tear thy vision from my heart! Of all my griefs, this is the 
heaviest grief—still must I love thee! Still must I hug this 
serpent to my heart! Still in my ears must ring that low 
laugh of triumph—the murmur of the falling fountain—the 
song 





[ Were the writing on the third roll of papyrus abruptly ends. It 
would almost seem that the writer was at this moment broken in upon 
by those who came to lead him to his doom.) 

THE END. 








NEW STORY BY WILKIE COLLINS. 
Our Next Number will contain the opening chapters of a 
New Story, entitled “ Blind Love,’ by Wilkie Collins, 
Illustrated by <A. Foresticr and G. Montbard. 








A large nugget, weighing 3360z., vaiued at £1360, has 
been found near Wedderburn, Victoria, Australia, by a young 
Austrian named Costa Clovich, who had only just arrived. 

The report of the Commission appointed to inquire into 
the question of soldiers’ dietary at home-stations has been 
issued. The commissioners find that the soldier's ration at 
home-stations, supplemented by a smaller sum than the 
authorised regimental mess contribution of fivepence a day, 
affords, under proper regimental arrangements, a sufficient 
diet; that the meat supplied is generally of good quality, 
though at some of the smaller stations it is occasionally not 
equal to the quality contracted for; that foreign meat 
loses unduly in the process of cooking ; and that the ration 
bread is not of sufficiently good quality. They recommend 
that “ medical officers and all young regimental officers should 
undergo a cours? of instruction as to the quality of the 
supplies, so that they may be able to decide whether the 
quality of the rations they are called upon to inspect is equal 
to the standard quality authorised for the troops. Whena 
contractor supplies frozen meat he should give 10 per cent 
extra weight to make it equivalent to rations of home-killed 
meat. The ration bread should be made of the same quality 
of flour as the hospital bread.” Among other recommend- 
ations are that there should be more attention to the 
cooking, with greater variety of meals. 
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DRAWN BY R. C. WOODVILLE. 


‘© Oh, Cleopatra! Cleopatra, thou Destroyer! If I might but tear thy vision from my heart!” 


*‘ CLEOPATRA.”’—BY H. RIDER HAGGARD. 











MUSIC. 
ROYAL ITALIAN OPERA. 


“ Lohengrin” has been repeated, with the transference of the 
title-character to Mr. Barton McGuckin, who was to have 
sustained it a few weeks since, being his first appearance in 
the Italian version of the opera, the representations of the 
work in English by the Carl Rosa Company having included, 
on many occasions, Mr. McGuckin’s highly-successful per- 
formance as Lohengrin. The delay in his appearance in the 
Italian version was caused, as explained at the time, by 
his having sprained his ankle; the character having been 
taken by Signor A. D’Andrade. In his recent perform- 
ance, Mr. McGuckin displayed the same high merits as in 
his previous appearances in the English version of the 
opera. Madame Albani and Madame Fiirsch-Madi were again, 
respectively, the Elsa and Ortruda, and other features of the 
east were the same as before. A representation of “Les 
Huguenots ” included the first appearance in London of Mdlle. 
Toni Schlager, the leading prima donna of the Vienna 
Imperial Opera House. The lady, in her impersonation of 
Valentina, manifested high dramatic power and genuine 
earnestness of sentiment. She seemed also to possess good 
vocal qualities, her use of the vibrato having probably been 
largely due to the influence of nervousness. In the principal 
situations, the great duet with Marcello, the conspiracy scene, 
and the following grand duet with Raoul, Mdlle. Schlager 
was especially successful ; and there is little doubt that she 
will prove a valuable accession to the company. The bright 
and courtly music of Margherita di Valois in “ Les Huguenots” 
was fiuently rendered by Miss Ella Russell; and Madame 
Sealchi, as on many previous occasions, gave due effect to the 
songs of the page, Urbano. M. Jean De Reszké as Raoul 
sang grandly, and acted with impassioned earnestness, free 
from exaggeration. Scarcely has the part of Marcello been so 
finely rendered as by M. E. De Reszké on this occasion. The 
impressive music belonging to the stern old Huguenot soldier 
was splendidly sung. The chivalrous Count di Nevers found 
a worthy representative in Signor F. D’Andrade ; M. Lassalle 
was excellent as the uncompromising Catholic noble, San Bris ; 
and subordinate characters were sufficiently well filled. The 
augmented chorus was an important feature in the concerted 
music, especially in the great scene of the benediction of the 
poignards; and the rich orchestral details were adequately 
realised by the fine orchestra. Signor Mancinelli conducted. 
Following nights were occupied by repetition performances. 
HER MAJESTY’S THEATRE. 

In “ Il Trovatore™ Mdlle. Dotti made her first appearance this 
season, and sustained the character of Leonora with vocal and 
histrionie ability worthy of the reputation she had previously 
gained on our Italian operatic stage. As Azucena, Madame 
Tremelli’s fine voice and dramatic style were evidenced with 
the same success as in her former representations of the cha- 
racter ; Signor Galassi was again an excellent Count di Luna, 
and M. Warmuth was earnest as Manrico. Signor Bevignani 
conducted. Repetitions of favourite operas have lately pre- 
vailed, with casts mostly similar to those of recent occasions. 





The Philharmonic Society closed its seventy-seventh season 
on June 22 with a far more successful result than has attended 
some previous seasons. The programme contained no absolute 
novelty; but was of strong and varied interest. Effective 
performances were given of well-known orchestral works, and 
the instrumental selection comprised two solos—Chopin’s 
* Andante Spianato and Polonaise,” Op. 22; and Max Bruch’s 
violin concerto in G minor; the pianist in the first having 
been M. De Pachmann, and the executant in the other 
Signorina Tua. Both works were admirably rendered, and 
the encore of each was replied to by playing shorter pieces. 
Fraulein Spies sang an air by Handel and lieder by Schumann 
and Giovanini, and was especially successful in each. Mr. 
Cowen conducted as usual—that is to say, with skill and care. 

Mr. W. G. Cusins’s annual concert has for some years been 
one of the specialties of our musical season, and again (on 
June 20) presented a programme of exceptional interest ; 
several eminent vocalists and instrumentalists having co- 
operated with the concert-giver, whose skilful pianoforte 
playing was a feature of the occasion. 

The grand festival performance of “Elijah” at the 
Crystal Palace took place on June 22, on a scale of 
magnitude similar to that of the famous triennial Handel 
Festivals. As on those occasions, the choral portions were the 
most effective—a natural result of the performances being 
given in so vast a space. The immense body of choristers 
assembled (numbering about 3000) produced a sublime effect 
in several instances, especially in the “Baal” choruses, the 
grand climax to the first part of the oratorio, “ Thanks be to 
God” and “Be not afraid.’ The principal soloists were 
Madame Albani, Madame Patey, Mr. Lloyd, and Signor Foli ; 
all of whom gave the best effect possible to their music under 
the conditions of the locality. Mr. Manns conducted with the 
same command over vast numbers that he has displayed at the 
great Handel Festivals in the same building. 

The seventh Richter Concert of the present series (given 
in conjunction with the Wagner Society) calls for no detailed 
notice, having consisted entirely of music by Wagner, all of 
which had been before given and commented on. 

Of the first of two concerts at St. James's Hall, given by 
Herr Emil Bach, the well-known pianist, and including the 
appearance of Madame Sembrich, the eminent prima-donna, 
we must speak later. 

The eighth and last of the series of Sir Charles Hallé’s 
Chamber Music Concerts at St. James’s Hall was announced 
for June 28; with an excellent programme, although devoid 
of novelty calling for specific mention. 

tecent announcements of miscellaneous concerts have 
included those of Mdlle. Dufour, Madame Catherine Penna, 
Mrs. M. A. Carlisle, Sefior Albinez (a second pianoforte 
recital), Mr. W. Ganz, Signor Tito Mattei, M. J. Hollander, 
Mr. De Manby Sergison, Mr. R. Blagrove, Miss Nellie and Kate 
Chaplin, Mr. J. M. Capel, the students of Trinity College, Miss 
Frederika B. Taylor, Mr. L. Emil Bach, and the first of two 
concerts by Mr. Max Heinrich on June 29, and Mr. John 
Thomas's grand harp concert on the same date. 

Sir John Stainer. late organist of St. Paul’s Cathedral, has 
heen elected Professor of Music at the University of Oxford, 
in succession to the late Sir Frederick Gore Ouseley. 

Festival performances have recently been given in Lincoln 
Cathedral, where Mendelssohn’s “ Elijah” was performed ; 
followed, in the evening, by Handel's “ Dettingen Te Deum” 

i Mendelssohn’s “Hymn of Praise.” The principal solo 
vocalists engaged were Misses Anna Williams, H. Wilson, and A. 
Wilson, Mr. B. McGuckin, and Mr. W. Mills. There wasa full 
orchestra and a competent chorus, and Mr. Young—-organist 
of the Cathedral—conducted. The successful result may pro- 
bably lead to the establishment of regular periodical festivals 
at Lincoln. 

The State concert to be given in honour of the Shah of 
Persia at the Royal Albert Hall on the evening of July 5, 


? 
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promises a programme of varied musical interest, including 
performances by distinguished solo vocalists, the choir and 
orchestra of the Royal Choral Society, and the united bands of 
the Household Brigade, conducted by Mr. Barnby. The date 
fixed rather unfortunately clashes with that long previously 
settled for the production of Verdi's “Otello” at the Lyceum 
Theatre. 


The London County Council on June 21 considered the 
report of the Corporate Property, Charities, and Endowments 
Committee with regard to the City Livery Companies. Lord 
Hobhouse moved that the Government be requested to intro- 
duce into Parliament a Bill to carry into effect the reforms 
contemplated by the Royal Commissioners of 1880, with 
reference to these companies, and this was carried. 

The Royal Female School of Art held, on June 21, a con- 
versazione in their premises in Queen-square, Bloomsbury. 
Every available room was crowded, and in the large studio 
refreshments were dispensed, under the pleasant guise of a 
café chantant. The school has been established some thirty 
years, the women students being taught by women teachers, 
and it ranks, under the admirable direction of the principal, 
Miss Gann, as one of the most successful in the kingdom. 
The Royal family have always taken great interest in it, and in 
the Jubilee year the Queen graciously permitted the addition 
of the word “ Royal.” 

The annual general meeting of the Catholic Union of 
Great Britain was held on June 19, in Willis’s Rooms. The 
Duke of Norfolk, the president of the union, was in the chair, 
and there was a good attendance of members. The report, 
which gives an account of the operations of the society during 
the past year, was adopted, and the treasurers and auditors 
were re-elected. In the course of the proceedings the meeting 
was addressed by the Bishop of Emmaus. Colonel Lenox 
Prendergast, Sir Charles Clifford, the Very Rev. Dr. Graham, 
Mr. T. W. Allies, Mr. C. Kent, Mr. John Young, Mr. D. I. 
Macfarlane. and Mr. W. S. Lilly. 

The annual show of the Norfolk Agricultural Society took 
place at Swaffham on June 19 in fine weather. The entries of 
cattle numbered 150, which is a decrease of 15 from last year, 
and the horses, which numbered 270, show a decrease of 80. 
There were 110 sheep, being a decrease of 40, and 31 pigs, 
against 31 last year. The implements numbered 700, against 
703 last year. Among the principal successful exhibitors 
were the Prince of Wales, the Duke of Hamilton, Lord 
Hastings, Mr. Amherst, M.P., and Mr. Coleman, M.P. Mr. 
Anthony Hammond, president of the society. presided at the 
luncheon, supported by the local members of Parliament. 








ASTRONOMICAL OCCURRENCES IN JULY. 
(From the lllustrated London Almanack.) 

The Moon is near Saturn during the evening hours of the Ist. The Moon 
sets at 10h 25m p.m. She is near Jupiter on the 11th, being to the left of the 
planet ; Jupiter is due south, or on the meridian, at 10h 45m p.m., and the 
Moon 25 minutes later. She is near Venus on the mornings of the 23rd and 
24th. being to the right of the planet on the 23rd and to the left on the 24th. 
She is near Mercury on the 26th, and near Saturn a second time this month 
on the 29th. Her phases or times of change are :— 


First Quarter on the 6th at 59 minutes after 5h in the morning. 


Full Moon » Wes 3 o 9 » afternoon. 
Last Quarter a. 19th ,, 45 a 7 is afternoon. 
New Moon ~ aa 2 midnight. 


She is nearest the Earth on the morning of the 12th, and most distant on the 
afternoon of the 24th. 

Mercury is a morning star, rising on the Ist at 3h 11m a.m., or 38 minutes 
before sunrise ; on the 6th at 2h 52m a.m., or Ih 1m before the Sun; on the 
11th at 2h 28m a.m., or 1h 30m before the Sun ; on the 16th at 2h 36m a.m., or 
lh 27m before sunrise ; on the 21st at 2h 43m a.m., or 1h 26m before sunrise ; 
on the 26th at 3h 2m a.m., or 1h 13m before sunrise; and on the 31st at 
3h 32m a.m., or 52 minutes before the Sun. He is at his greatest western 
elongation (20 deg. 37 min.) on the 12th, in ascending node on the 24th, near 
the Moon on the 26th, near Mars on the 28th, and in perihelion on the same 
day. 

Venus is a morning star, rising on the Ist at 1h 28m a.m, on the 10th at 
1h 15m a.m.,on the 20th at lh 4m a.m.,and on the 30th at 1h 0ma.m. She 
is at her greatest western elongation (45 deg. 38 min.) on the 10th, and near 
the Moon on the 23rd, 

Mars rises on the Ist at 3h 26m a.m.; on the 9th at 3h 20m a.m., or 
36 minutes before sunrise ; on the 19th at 3h 14m a.m., or 52 minutes before 
sunrise ; and on the 29th at 3h 10m a.m.,or Ih 11m before sunrise. He is 
near the Moon on the 26th. 

Jupiter is due south on the Ist at 11h 30m p.m., on the 15th at 10h 28m 
p.m., and on the 30th aé 9h 23m p.m. He sets on the Ist at 3h 32m a.m., or 
17 minutes before sunrise ; on the 10th at 2h 48m am., or lh 9m before sun- 
rise ; on the 20th at 2h 4m a.m., or 2h 4m before sunrise ; and on the 30th at 
lh 2lma.m. He is near the Moon on the 11th. 

Saturn is an evening star, setting on the Ist at 10h 16m p.m., or Ih 59m 
after sunset; on the 10th at 9h 42m p.m., or lh 28m after sunset; on the 
20th at 9h 6m p.m.,or lh 2m after sunset ; and on the 30th at 8h 29m p.m., 
or 40 minutes after sunset. He is near the Moon on the Ist, and again on 
the 29th. 
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OBITUARY. 
SIR JAMES FALSHAW, BART. 

Sir James Falshaw, Bart., died at his residence, 14, Belgrave- 

crescent, Edinburgh, on June 13, aged seventy- 

ar nine. He was a civil engineer, an Associate of 

the Institution of Civil Engineers in London, 

and Fellow of the Royal Society of Edinburgh. 

~ After many years engaged professionally in 

, J 4 | the construction of several of the largest rail- 

aga ape way works in England and Scotland, he retired 

from business in 1858, joined the Town Coun- 

cil of Edinburgh, and became a Magistrate. 

In 1874, he was chosen to be Lord Provost, and 

during his term of office received the distinction 

of a baronetey in 1876. He married first, in 

1841, Anne, only daughter of Mr. Thomas 

Morkill, of Astley, near Leeds, which lady died in 1864; and 

secondly, Jan. 18, 1871, Jane, second daughter of Mr. Thomas 

Gibbs, of Springbank, Upper Norwood, but had no issue. The 

title becomes extinct. Sir James was son of Mr. William 

Falshaw, merchant in Leeds, and descended from a yeoman 

family in the parish of Coverham, North Riding of 
Yorkshire. 





SIR EDWARD DENNY, BART. 
Sir Edward Denny, fourth Baronet of Tralee, in the county of 


Kerry, died at 31, The Grove, Boltons, on 
4 
a 


June 13, aged ninety-two, the representative of 
2 ay 
AY 


a very distinguished family, descended from 
Sir Anthony Denny, Groom of the Stole, one of 
King Henry VIII.’s executors, and one of 
the guardians of King Edward VI. Settled in 
in the county of Kerry temp. Queen Elizabeth, 
the Dennys of Tralee Castle have for many 
generations held a high position in Ireland. 
The baronetcy was given in 1782. Sir Edward was 
eldest son of Sir Edward Denny, third Bart., 
by Elizabeth, his wife. only child of the Hon. 
Robert Day, Judge of the King’s Bench in Ire- 
land. He was educated at Exeter College, 
Oxford, succeeded to the title in 1831, and served as Iligh 
Sheriff of Kerry in 1827. His successor is his nephew, now 
Sir Robert Arthur Denny, fifth Baronet, formerly in the 
22nd Regiment, born in 1838, and married, in 1872, to Jane, 
daughter of Mr. T. Kirton. 

SIR THOMAS HURDLE, 


Major-General Sir Thomas Hurdle, K.C.B., late Colonel 
Commandant Royal Marines, died on June 7, in his 
ninety-third year. He entered the Army in 1812, became 
Captain in 1840, Major in 1846, Lieutenant-Colonel in 1853, 
Colonel in 1854, and Major-General, retired on full pay, in 
1859. He served at the attack on the forts and harbour of 
Courageaux, in 1815; at the Battle of Navarino, in 1827; and 
during the Revolutionary War in Greece, in 1828. He com- 
manded the Brigade of the Royal Marines in the Crimea, 
including the Battle of Balaclava and the siege and fall of 
Sebastopol, in 1854-5, and commanded the 2nd Brigade of the 
army at the surrender of Kinbourn. He was rewarded with 
two medals with clasps, the Sardinian and Tarkish medals, 
and the third class of the Medjidieh, and was made an officer 
of the Legion of Honour, and an Aide-de-Camp to the Queen. 
He received the decoration of C.B. in 1855, and was promoted 
to K.C.B. in 1877. 









K.C.B, 





We have also to record the deaths of — 

Captain Charles Berners Jarrett, late 3rd Battalion Grena- 
dier Guards, at Winchester, on June 17, aged fifty. 

Dr. Crombie, Professor of Biblical Criticism in St. Mary's 
College, St. Andrew's University, at St. Andrew’s, on June 19. 

The Rev. Thomas Eaton. M.A., Canon of Chester Cathedral, 
and the oldest clergyman in that diocese, on June 17, at his 
residence, West Kirby Rectory, aged eighty-six years. 

Lady Evans (Mary), wife of Sir Thomas William Evans, 
first Baronet, late M.P. for Derbyshire, and eldest daughter of 
Mr. Thomas John Gisborne, of Holme Hall, near Bakewell, on 
June 15, at 2, Queen Anne’s-gate, Westminster. 

Mr. Turner Arthur Macan, of Carriff, in the county of 
Armagh, and of Elstow Lodge, Bedfordshire, on June 15, aged 
sixty-three. He was a Justice of the Peace for Beds, and 
formerly Lieutenant 17th Foot. 

Lieutenant-Colonel Barton Parker Browne, formerly of the 
llth (Prince Albert’s Own) Hussars, of Canonsleigh Abbey, 
Devon, one of the last of the Waterloo officers, on June 16 
(the anniversary of Quatre Bras), at his residence, 12, The 
Circus, Bath, aged ninety-two. 

Mr. Frederick Charles Berry. C.I.E., Political Agent at 
Raipur, of cholera. He was son of the late Major H. A. Berry, 
was educated at Ushaw College, Durham, and entered the 
Bengal Civil Service in 1873. He was Political Agent at 
Bhawanipatna from 1882 to 1887, when he was transferred 
to Raipur. 

Mr. Richard Longfield, J.P., D.L.. Longuerville House, 
Mallow, at his residence, on June 19, in the eighty-eighth year 
of his age. Mr. Longfield was proprietor of extensive estates. 
He was held in high esteem by his many tenants and labourers, 
for the education of whose children he established and main- 
tained a school. Mr. Longfield sat in Parliament as the repre- 
sentative of the county of Cork in the Conservative interest 
for some years. 

The Rev. Frederic Charles Cook, Canon of Exeter, on 
June 22. He was a graduate of St. John’s College, Cambridge, 
where he took his B.A. degree in 1828. being in the first class of 
the classical tripos. He was ordained deacon in 1839, priest in 
1840, and in 1864 he was appointed Canon-Resident of Exeter 
Cathedral and Chaplain-in-Ordinary to the Queen, the appoint- 
ment of Chaplain to the Bishop of London following in 1869. 
In 1872 he was appointed Precentor of Exeter Cathedral, and 
has acted for some time as one of her Majesty's Inspectors of 
Schools. Canon Cook was nearly eighty years of age, and for 
some time past had retired from active duty. 

Mr. William Henry Bristow, a Fellow of the Royal Society, 
and late senior director of the Geological Survey of the United 
Kingdom, on June 14, at theage of seventy-two. In 1842 
he was appointed a member of the staff of the Ordnance 
Geological Survey of the United Kingdom, of which, thirty 
years later, he became senior director. Mr. Bristow published 
various works on mineralogy and geology, besides editing 
and revising the English translation of Figuier’s “ World 
before the Deluge,” and translating and editing Simonin’s 
“La Vie Souterraine.” He was also the author of the 
mineralogical articles in Brande’s “Dictionary of Science, 
Literature, and Art,” and of articles on minerals and rocks in 
Ure’s “Dictionary of Arts, Manufactures, and Mines.” He 
had been a Fellow of the Geological Society since 1843, of the 
Royal Society since 1862, and an honorary Fellow of King’s 
College, London, since 1863. He had also received the diploma 
of the Imperial Geological Institute of Vienna, and from the 
King of Italy the diploma and insignia of an officer of the 
Order of SS. Maurice and Lazarus, 
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SCIENCE JOTTINGS. 
THE TONGUE AND SPEECH. 


Last year, when strolling through that most notable of picture 
galleries at The Hague, I took a welcome siesta in front of 
that striking picture of Rembrandt's “ The Lesson in Anatomy.” 
Doubtless the picture has a gruesome look to the non-scientific 
mind ; but as a representation of a dissertation on the bodily 
structure, such as was given in the olden days, it has, of 
course, no riyal. Standing out prominently amid the lights 
and shades of that valuable canvas, one figure arrests the 
attention of the spectator. It is the professor or demonstrator 
who is expounding the structure of the dead body to his 
audience. For a while, I puzzled myself where I had 
met with the name of the learned Dr. Nicolas Tulp, 
of Amsterdam, whom Rembrandt. has thus immortal- 
ised in his picture. A retrospective mental glance served 
however, to fix the source of my impression. I had been diving 
into the literature of that most curious topic, the tongue in 
relation to speech, and had met with a reference to a notable 
work whereof the worthy Tulp was the author. He was born 
in 1593, and died in 1674, and, by all accounts, was a man 
learned in medicine and surgery, and esteemed as a good citizen 
and patriot as well. Four times was he elected Burgomaster 
of his well-beloved Amsterdam ; and we learn, moreover, that 
when certain weak souls counselled that the city of the 
dykes should be handed over to Louis XIV., Tulp was 
one of the foremost in advising a patriotic resistance 
to the proposal. For full fifty years, we learn, Tulp practised 
medicine in his city. As was usual with a man of acute 
observation, he contrived to place on record not a few of the 
curious experiences he met with in the course of his practice. 
For example, in 1652, Dr. Tulp published at Amsterdam a 
work entitled “Observationes Medicew,” and in the course of 
this treatise we find him relating a case of interest in con- 
nection with the tongue in its relation to speech. It had been 
hotly debated whether or not the “unruly member” was 
absolutely necessary for speech. Tulp’s opportunity of con- 
tributing to the elucidation of this question arrived with his 
observation of a case in which a man’s tongue had been 
removed, and in whom, therefore, the facts of its relation to 
articulation could be conveniently studied. 

The man was called Joannes the Dumb. He lived at Weesp, 
a town about eight miles from Amsterdam, and now celebrated 
for its great cocoa works. It seems that in one of his voyages 
Joannes had fallen into the clutches of pirates, who, imbued 
with proselytising desires, sought to make him embrace the 
Mohammedan faith. But the Dutch courage was strong, and 
the Dutch nature stubborn. Joannes resisted the polite request 
of his captors, and, as a result, his tongue was duly excised 
by way of punishing him for his non-appreciation of 
the piratical offer. He returned to Holland, and was un- 
able to speak. But, some three years after his return, Joannes 
received another severe mental shock in the shape of a flash of 
lightning, which unexpectedly disturbed and alarmed him. 
The result of this shock was the literal loosening of his 
hitherto absent powers of speech. Naturally the incident was 
bruited abroad as a wonder, and Dr. Tulp proceeded to Weesp 
as a student of science determined to investigate the matter to 
its end. There was no doubt whatever that Joannes the Dumb 
had recovered his power of speaking. Dr. Tulp tells us there 
had been mutilation of half his tongue, and that, notwithstand- 
ing this defect, the dumb man spoke, and accurately pronounced 
“one and all the consonants, the enunciation of which,” adds 
Tulp, “is attributed by the most sagacious investigators of 
Nature to the tip of the tongue alone.” The recovery of the 
power of speech was, probably, correctly enough interpreted 
by Tulp. One mental shock may deprive us of speech, just as 
a second shock may loosen the recalcitrant function and set 
the mental machinery in operation once more. Apart from 
this latter point, however, no doubt remains regarding Dr. 
Tulp's observations, and Joannes the Damb remains on the 
page of history as one case notable in the series of allied 
experiences of science. 

Later on, in 1718, M. De Jussieu published, in the Trans- 
actions of the French Academy of Sciences, the case of a 
Portuguese girl, who, although born minus a tongue, spoke 
distinetly and easily, although there were certain consonants, 
such as ec, f, g, l, n, r, and others, which were pronounced 
with some amount of inconvenience. Then comes the case 
of one Margaret Cutting, of Wickham Market, in Suffolk, 
who having lost her tongue as a result of some affection 
or other of the organ, could nevertheless pronounce “ letters 
and syllables very articulately ” (sic)—a fact testified to by 
three worthy persons, one Benjamin Boddington, Turkey 
merchant ; William Noteutt, a minister; and William 
Hammond, an apothecary. The case of Margaret Cutting has 
the honour to figure twice in the Transactions of the Royal 
Society of London, the first of these accounts having been read 
in 1742. Miss Cutting herself testifies in a letter to her ability 
and happiness at being able to speak perfectly ; and one 
might have been gallant enough, had the times and days been 
nearer our own, to have congratulated her on the power of 
exercising a feminine privilege despite the untoward accident 
which had deprived her of the organ of speech. 

Readers of that most useful little text-book, Huxley's 
“ Physiology,” will recollect that the learned author describes 
in detail certain recent cases in which, in the absence of the 
tongue, the power of speech has been, on the whole, well 
exercised. Mr. Nunneley, the famous surgeon of Leeds, gave 
an account of a case in which his advice was sought in 1861. 
The subject of this memoir, whose tongue had been removed 
for disease, was keeping a public-house in Wakefield in the 
vear just named, and Mr. Nunneley remarks of his speech, that 
“casual observers would only suppose he had some little impedi- 
ment in his articulation.” Sir Charles Lyell, Mr. Huxley, and 
others saw the subject of Mr. Nunneley’s memoir. All theletters 
of the alphabet were distinctly repeated to Sir Charles Lyell, 
although. curiously enough, the word “ Leeds” was pronounced 
with difficulty. Mr. Huxley found that this man could not 
pronounce “1's” and “d's” initial and final. Thus “ tin ” he pro- 
nounced “fin”; “toll,” “pool”; “dog,” “shog”; “dine,” 
“vine.” ‘The letters t and d, Mr. Huxley adds, require the tip 
of the tongue to be brought well up to the teeth in front of 
the palate, and in this case, such an act was, of course, 
impossible. Again, consonants, such as “v” and “z,” were 
given imperfectly because for their correct pronunciation the 
tongue must be in contact with the front part of the palate. 
It was also curious to observe that all the sounds made when 
the tongue is brought in contact with the hinder part of the 
palate were correctly rendered by Mr. Nunneley’s patient, with 
the exception of the final “g.” Mr. Huxley explains this on 
the ground that, “for a good final ‘g.’ the cavity of the back 
prt of the mouth must be completely stopped by the tongue.” 
These curious cases open up for us a new view regarding 





speech. 

They may also serve to remind us explicitly that speech 
even more truly is in its essence a brain-act; and that even 
given a perfect tongue, we are unable to exercise it unless the 
brain's health and vigour are intact, ANDREW WILSON, 
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CHESS. 
TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
Communications for this department should be addressed to the Chess Editor. 

J W SHAW (Montreal).—We have sent your address to our correspondent, but fear 
he has already made an arrangement, Thanks for the information. 

A BECHGER (Bruges).—Your better plan is to order direct from the Publisher, 
198, Strand, London, W.C, 

8 R Bure@ess (St. Louis).—Since Mr. Staunton wrote the “ Handbook,” the openings 
have undergone an enormous amount of analysis,and many judgments of his 
day have been reversed. Amongst such is the one you quote, and Mr. Judd 
adopted what theorists now believe to be the best moves for Black, If6.Qto 
B 3rd, White gets a very strong attack by 7. B takes K B P (ch.), &c. 

H Conroy.—Your problem unfortunately admits of a second solution, thus: 
1. R to K 6th (ch), P takes R (best); 2, K to Kt 4th, P moves; 3. Kt mates, 

W BaARRETT.—Your problem is very neat, but lacks force for a mate in two moves, 
Why not turn it into one in three moves? 

Mrs W J BAtrRpD.—Thanks for the problem ; the last was very neat. 

CORRECT SOLUTIONS OF PROBLEM No, 2356 received from Bingham, M A, Eyre, 
W H Reed (Liverpool), and John G Grant ; of No, 2357 from Mrs Wilson, Bingham, 
W H Reed, and Charles Worrall. 

Correct SOLUTIONS OF PROBLEM No, 2358 received from E Louden, Charles 
Worrall, Bernard Reynolds, R F N Banks, W R Raillem, R Worters (Canterbury), 
Howard A, T Roberts, Jupiter Junior, J Dixon, J Ross (Whitley), A Newman, 
Thomas Chown, R H Brooks, Alpha, E Casella (Paris), N Harris, Dr F St, A W 
Hamilton Gell (Exeter), Mrs Wilson, Dr Waltz (Heidelberg), Ruby Rook, Mrs 
aol (Lifton), E E H. GJ Veale, Dawn, Martin F, Shadforth, Bingham, J Coad, 
W Cleveland, and J H Vickers (Newcastle), 


SOLUTION OF PROBLEM NO. 2356.—By W. HEITZMAN, 
WHITE. BLACK. 
1.Q to Q sq Any move 
2. Mates accordingly. 
PROBLEM No. 2360. 
By G. C. HEywoop. 
BLACK, 
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White to play, and mate in three moves, 
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INTERNATIONAL CHESS CONGRESS. 
Game played between Messrs. POLLOCK and BURILLE. 
(Petroff’s Defence.) 
BLACK (Mr. B.) WHITE (Mr.TP.) BLACK (Mr. B.) 
P to K 4th Pathe ge = ei 5th cor reg! hav tg ae 
4 p ayea when rere seems to he ne ng 
= == _ hetter than Kt takes Kt, B takes Kt, and 
xt bn KB srd Klack’s game is considerably relieved. 
” “ " > - 

; nei 13. Kt takes Kt P takes Kt 
5. Kt takes P P to Q 4th 14.P toB4 

6. Q to K 2nd B to K 3rd Mr. Pollock now forces the game with 

This B is badly posted; B to K 2nd | pis usual vigour. ” 
would enable Black to develop his game. | . 
Suppose B to K 2nd, Bto Kt 3rd Castles, 4. 
Castles, P to B 4th, with a free opening. 
7. B to Kt 3rd P to B 3rd 

8. P to Q 4th B to Q 8rd 

9. Castles Castles 
10. B to Kt 5th K Rw K sq. 
11, P to B 4th 

White has now a strong position with 


WHITE (Mr. P.) 
1. P to K 4th 
2. Kt to K B 3rd 
3. B to B 4th 
4. Kt to B 3rd 


B to B 2nd 
Why not take the Kt at once, instead 
of losing another move ? 
15. P to K B 5th B takes Kt 
16. P to B 5th Q to B 2nd 
17. B P takes B B takes P (ch) 
After this, nothing can save Black's 
game, 





the Kt defended by the two Pawns, 18. K to R sq P to B 3rd 
11. Q to Kt 3rd 19. B takes P Q to B 5th 
12, Q to B 2nd Kt to K 5th 20, B to K 5th Resigns, 





CHESS IN AMERICA. 
Game played between Mr. J. H. BLACKBURNE and Professor NEWCOMB, of 
Washington, at Baltimore. Notes by Professor Newcomb. 
(Evans Gambit.) 
BLACK (Mr. N.) WHITE (Mr. B.) BLACK (Mr. N.) 
P to K 4th R to Q B sq would have been better. 


WHITE (Mr. B.) 
1. P to K 4th 


2. Kt to K B 3rd Kt to Q B 3rd 17. Kt to Q B 3rd Castlés 

3. BtoQ Bath B to9 Bete 18, Q to Ay = oe 

4. P toQ Ktath —_ The Kt is now badly posted; he had 
5. P to Q B 3rd B to Q R4th better have gone to Kt ara orQ B 3rd. 

. cere og A 1.QRtoQsq BtoQR4th 

8. P takes P P to Q 3rd White threatened to post his Kt at Q 
+ J 5th, where he would haye proved a 
9. Kt to Q B 3rd B to Kt 5th troublesome customer; but Black now 

10. B to Q Kt 5th B to Q 2nd sacrifices a great deal to get rid of him. 
K to B sq is now considered Black's | 20. R to K 2nd B takes Kt 

best move at this point. 21. Q takes B QRtoQBsq 

11. P to K 5th K Kt to K 2nd 22. Q to Q 3rd Q to Q 2nd 


P to K Kt 3rd 


If P takes P, White could reply 12. R | 23. Q R to K sq 
R to QB 2nd 


to K sq, followed by P to Q 5th, with a/ 24, P to K R 3rd 


fine attacking position. 2.PtoK Kttth Kt to Kt 2nd 
12, B to K Kt 5th 26. P to Q 5th K RtoQ Bsq 
B to R 3rd looks stronger. 27. R to K 7th Q toQ R 5th 


Black would have had better winning 


> > 
PwK R 8rd chances by exchanging his Q for two 


12, 
13. Q B takes Kt 


Rooks, 
This move lets*Black escape from his | 9g Q to Kt 3rd Q takes Q 
confined position, A more attacking line 29. P takes Q R takes R 


of play was: 13. P to K 6th, P takes P; 
14. Q B takes Kt, Q takes B; 15. P to Q5th, | 
Kt to K 4th; 16. Kt takes Kt, P takes 


The attack on which Black now enters 
yields him nothing, and White easily 





Kt, &c. secures a draw. 

13. Q Kt takes B 30. R takes R R toQ B 6th 
14. P takes P P takes P 31. Kt to Q 2nd R to Q 6th 

15. R to K aq B takes B 32. Kt to K 4th R takes Q Kt P 
16. Kt takes B P toQ R 3rd 33. Kt takes Q P Drawn. 


Chess Lexicon. By J. H. Bauer (Vienna, 1889).—This is a very elaborate 
compilation, suggestive, indeed, of a table of logarithms, by means of which 
a reference can be made to over 2000 recorded games in the various 
openings played by the great masters since the beginning of the 
century. There can be traced by its ald, for instance, the occasions 
ou which any variation in any opening has been used in first-class 
play, although we think the author has relied too much on 
German literature to make this thoroughly useful for the students 
of other countries. A secondary use of the book is for reporting the 
results of a game in a very condensed form, a series of seven figures giving 
the information which side had won, and the first fifteen moves of the game, 
Altogether, the arrangement is very ingenious, and reflects great credit on 
the composer ; but we fear it is too intricate to gain a place in popular favour. 


Sir Henry Brougham Loch, Governor of Victoria, has 
been appointed Governor of Cape Colony and High Com- 
missioner for South Africa, in succession to Sir Hercules 
Robinson. 

The Benchers of Gray's Inn have awarded to Mr. William 
Muir the “ Bacon Scholarship” of £45 per annum, tenable for 
two years; to Mr. T. Bailey Clegg the Holt Scholarship, 
tenable for two years; to Mr. William Henry Cromie the Lee 
Prize of £25; and a second prize of £10 10s. to Mr. Ivor 
Bowen ; a studentship in Jurisprudence and Roman Law of 
100 guineas for two years to Mr. William Henry Cromie, and a 
like studentship for one year to Mr. John Anderson. 
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LIFE ON BOARD A MAN-OF-WAR. 
Neither on land nor sea, anywhere in the world, certainly 
nowhere under the British flag, is life “all beer and skittles.” 
Yet we had the pleasure, a few weeks ago, of presenting, 
among our Sketches of life in the Royal Navy, one of the 
hearty and harmless amusement that is often enjoyed, on a 
Saturday afternoon, by the brave young fellows who form the 
crews of her Majesty's ships. ‘This is a wise and humane 
indulgence, when circumstances permit, which must usually 
be the case while lying in harbour in these “ piping times of 
peace.” The Jack ‘lar, if he still condescends to be so called, 
who serves Queen Victoria and is ready to fight for her Crown 
and dignity, will not, under present regulations, be the victim 
of an injudicious severity, whereby “all work and no play 
makes Jack a dull boy.” Nor are the young gentlemen qualify- 
ing for superior rank, the Naval Cadets and junior officers, 
constrained entirely to renounce the lively pastimes of the 
school play-ground, though a narrow deck would seem to be 
an inconvenient substitute for the grassy meadow. Cricket, 
we are told, may still be practised, with the aid of nets to 
catch the ball, even on board ship; and here is a game of 
hockey. Lawn-tennis and bowls must be equally feasible ; and 
we cannot doubt the benefit of such active social recreation. 


IN A OITY GARDEN. 

A City garden! The words placed in such close juxtaposition 
appear incongruous. Town-gardening, it is true, has been much 
talked about of late years; but the term appears applicable 
more especially to suburban gardeis or to such “ household 
horticulture” as window or indoor gardening. It is not 
a City garden of this class; no, it is a veritable garden, 
well planted with many and various flowers, shrubs, and 
trees, and situate in one of the busiest and most interest- 
ing parts of London. We might truly call it a rvs in urbe 
if it were not that the term is applied to every square 
foot of ground that will grow anything within the City 
gates. It is a real garden; known to many hundreds of 
the dwellers in the mighty metropolis, but probably un- 
known toas many thousands. This garden, this little-known 
garden we were almost saying, is the long strip of ground 
that runs round three sides of the Tower of London, and which 
forms the upper part of the moat banks. On this glorious 
summer’s day, blessed with real summer weather, walking 
beneath the shade of various trees, having many different 
flowers around us, looking across the gravelly moat at the grim, 
grey, massive walls, the distracting roar of traffic which has 
been deafening us falls away, and we might, both for the novelty 
of our surroundings and the absence of noise, be far from 
the hubbub of the modern Babylon—away from the great 
centre of noisy getting and spending. 

Entering the garden at its narrowest point, by the 
Great Tower-hill entrance, we find ourselves on a gravel 
walk, with a narrow border on our right, between us and 
the top layer of stones of the moat-wall. On our left is 
a border, that, as we walk on, becomes wider and steeper 
until its height precludes us from getting any sight of 
the busy life passing along Trinity-square above. As we 
pass along this path we cannot but be struck by the variety of 
trees that are growing, and, by the size they have attained, 
apparently flourishing. There are many good elm, ash, plane, 
poplar, laburnum, and thorn trees ; there are shrubs, too, of 
various kinds, both flowering and evergreen. Here is a rho- 
dodendron, with its bunches of pink blossom; there is the 
hardy euonymous, true town-plant, that will often grow 
where other shrubs have failed ; while privets, elders, and lilacs 
are disposed about the steep border. In parts this bank has 
been formed into a rough rockwork, and is planted with ivy, 
virginia-creeper, and ferns. The borders have many dif- 
ferent flowers flourishing in them—sweetwilliams, larkspurs, 
lilies, virginian stock; in the crevices between the stones 
on the top of the moat wall, marigolds and wallflowers find 
slight, but apparently sufficient, sustenance, and are flowering 
freely. 

Our attention is drawn from the flowers around by 
hearing unexpected cries of “Out!” “Not out!” “Yes: 
it was out!”—cries as apparently foreign to the City as 
the flowers we have been admiring. Down on the gravelly 
bottom of the moat are some half-dozen boys earnestly 
engaged in the national pastime of cricket. _Man—especi- 
ally in youth—is an adaptive animal, and the boys ap- 
pear to be getting on well enough without the close-grown 
turf proper to the game, and despite the loose gravel on which 
their stumps are pitched ; they are as earnest and as serious, 
too, withal, as any contending elevens at Lord’s or the 
Oval. Everything is in order, even the scorekeeper is 
not forgotten, and a small boy seated on a pile of coats 
within the shadow of “ London’s flinty tower,’ score- 
book in hand, watches the game with businesslike attention. 
The lads are not only playing from that love of cricket which 
appears natural to English boys, but there are many people 
looking down from the garden railings, and our cricketers 
appear conscious that the world is looking on. The many 
seats, and two or three small wooden summer-houses (!) of the 
garden are well patronised by all sorts and conditions of men— 
clerks and warehousemen, workmen and non-workmen, and 
men out of work. There isa boy eagerly reading some penny 
dreadful, the paper folded to a size of about two inches square, 
that he has to keep unfolding and refolding as he devours the 
story of “hair-breadth ‘scapes by flood and field” ; here isan old, 
sturdy, barefooted beggar explaining toa pinched and cadaverous 
young “pal” that he had tried being in the Union, but 
preferred “trampin’ about” as best he could. 

As we reach the north-eastern corner of the Tower, we 
have come to the widest part of the garden; and, at the 
same time, near to the end of it, a flight of rustic wooden 
steps takes us to this wider and flatter part of the ground, 
where, in addition to flowers, shrubs, and trees as before, we 
have some plats of neat, refreshing green grass. A few steps 
and we are back in the hurly-burly of London life. W.J. 








The Church Society for Providing Homes for Waifs and 
Strays has received 100 guineas from the Bishop of London 
from a fund put at his disposal for such purposes. 

The Patriotic Volunteer Fund, now being raised by the 
Lord Mayor at the Mansion House, amounted on June 21 to 
about £35,700, including £1534 subscribed by the members of 
the Stock Exchange. A sum of £100,000 is asked for. 

Captain Woodward, of her Majesty’s ship Duke of Well- 
ington, appeared on June 21 before the Judges of the Queen's 
Bench, being brought up by the Sheriff of Hampshire to 
answer. for his contempt in disregarding a writ of habeas 
corpus issued by the Court. The captain humbly apologised 
to the Court. Mr. Justice Manisty said the writ of habeas 
corpus was one of the most sacred rights known to the law. 
But for his apology, Captain Woodward would have been im- 
prisoned. For his contempt he must pay a fine of £50 and the 
costs of the proceedings. The circumstances of the imprison- 
ment of aman named Thompson, out of which this case has 
arisen, would form the subject of another inquiry. 
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ENGLISH HOMES.—No. XIX KIMBOLTON CASTLE 


A PEEP FROM THE PARK. 





DRAWING-RooM. 





PRINCIPAL ENTRANCE 
FROM THE PARK. 
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FRONT VIEW FROM THE PRIVATE GARDENS, 
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THE DUKE OF MANCHESTER. 


UCH of England is parcelled out among her great men ; 
and as time runs on and our stock of great men 
increases, and as their memory is more widely spread 
and venerated (for hero-worship grows with the growth 
of men’s minds), so shali the land thus parcelled out become 
a larger part of the whole: till at last we may not go a day's 
journey without the feeling “ Now I pass over the grounds of ” 
such and such a hero. 

Thus Warwickshire, and chiefly that rich country part by 
Stratford, is for ever Shakspeare’s country. So the Lowlands 
of Scotland belong to Burns, and a province of them to 
Carlyle : and so the little county of Huntingdon—the least 
in England except Middlesex and the tiny Rutland, and in 
population smallest of all but Rutland—little Huntingdon 
holds for us the mighty spirit of the Lord Protector. 

Yet in the heart of the Cromwell country, but ten miles 
from Huntingdon town itself, where Oliver was born, there is 
a little district—a castle, with the village at its gates—sacred 
to a memory more pure, perhaps, than his, and gentler: ofa 
sadder dignity, if not a higher. For here, at Kimbolton 
Castle—now longtime the seat of the Dukes of Manchester— 
there died a Queen of England: Katharine of Arragon, the 
divorced wife of Henry VIII. 

As one is apt to trace a likeness in the character of the 
country to that of him who has stamped his name upon it— 
and Shakspeare in the 
broad and comely streets of 
Stratford, Burns and Carlyle in 
the bleak, windy landscapes of 
Ayr—so the fanciful mind sees 
at Huntingdon and Kimbolton 
the impress of Oliver and of 
Katharine. 

The plain little town by the 
dark Ouse—* on the edge of the 
firm green land,” as Carlyle 
says, * and looking over into the 
black marshes, with their alder- 
trees and willow-trees ”"—is all 
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ARRAGON. 


COFFER OF KATHARINE OF 
of the Lord Protector : who rules too in the country round, as 
you journey thence to Kimbolton. It is a bare prospect on a 
y day. The land is flat, but not with the dead level of 
the Fens hard by, fora range of low hills is commonly seen 
along the horizon. There is little wood ; only scattered trees, 
here and there. Low black hedges intersect the fields—yellow- 
green or yellow-brown, under a grey sky banded with clouds 
larker grey. 

But when Kimbolton station is reached, the drive of a 
couple of miles or so to castle and village takes you through a 
prettier country. There are little hills, and woods, and plea- 
sant meadows by a tiny river; the village is more picturesque, 
the church not so bare as many that we have passed. The 
ern Cromwell ceases to be the ruling spirit here. 

By a poultry-farm of some note, set in a comfortable 
meadow, you cross the bridge over the tributary of the Ouse 
that geographers are pleased to call the river Kym—* we call 
it a brook here,” says a countryman modestly. Then you pass 
along the village street, till it leads you full to the great grey 
hway of the entrance to park and castle. This is the 
natural end of the road, and, at the first glance, its actual 
finish also; but, as a fact, it sneaks off to the left rounda 

corner, and goes its way unheeded to St. Neots. 

Standing under the trees, on the little patch of grass 
before the portals—somewhat gloomy—of the park wall, you 
look upon a village pretty need be wished : 
quaint, too, and not of the ordinary English red-brick and 
thatched-roof comfortable picturesqueness, but touched more 
with the delicate cool colours one sees sometinies in a French 
country place. 

You look down a wide street, a long line of houses of 
virying heights and different patterns. Inn signs hang aloft 
or jut out—here “The Saddle,” a highly-accurate painting ; 
farther on only a curly sign-iron stretching into the street. 
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Himbolton 


Near the end the steeple of the old grey church rises over the 
roofs, with its “broach-spire” something of the shape of a 
narrow bradawl. 

The little shops and frequent inns are gay with many 


shades of colour, for the greater part light and soft. There 
are houses of yellow, pink, grey, and a soft grey-green. The 


little shop-windows throw back their shutters—some of a 
bolder green, some black—and there are red window-sashes, 
and, above, high sloping roofs, of dark red brick or of slate, 
with little dormer-windows in them. 

The place does not strike one as dull—are there too many 
inns for that, or is it only the cheery colours which brighten it? 
It is on an old coach-road ; though the one great inn which you 
generally find in a coaching-town is not to be seen. It is not 
unlikely that the large private house on the shady side of the 
way—prettily covered with pale-green latticework—may have 
been the inn in its day. The tiny shops can do little busi- 
ness now ; but the post-office opposite the castle gate is not 
without customers. 

Grooms run horses up and down the street now and then. 
Hereabouts is a fine hunting-country—often on a fine winter 
morning you may see the hounds rambling along in their in- 
quisitive way to the meet, with their two or three red-coated 
attendants, and a gentleman in black, and stragglers following 
(on businesslike nags) for a mile or so. 

One cannot but like the little place—though it plainly lies 
low, and others besides poor Queen Katharine have found it 
damp and not too wholesome. It is out of the way, and 
shrinking fast ; it has but a thousand inhabitants now, and 
there were fifteen hundred when Victoria came to the throne— 
before the railways had left Kimbolton out in the cold. One's 
natural impulse is to call it a village ; but it is in strictness a 
town, with its chartered market on a Friday, and four fairs in 
the year besides the Statute Fair in September, and half a 
dozen streets to hold its lessening inhabitants: there are 
High-street, East-street and Turnpike-road, there is Carnaby 
and there is Grassyard, besides such divisions of more modern 
sound as New Town, West-End, and George-lane. 

The town, then (to be civil), goes, as I have said, right up 
to the great archway in the park wall. Passing through this, 
you find yourself, as you think, face to face with the castle, 
and perhaps are not altogether inclined to quarrel with Horace 
Walpole’s brief description of it as “an ugly place.” 

But you are not face to face with it, but face to back ; and 
buildings and pictures have the privilege denied to historical 
characters now-a-days—they may claim to be judged by the 
front view. Looked at thus a tergo, Kimbolton Castle is, no 
doubt, as plain as it can well be. A big square building it is, 
of a warm grey; curiously solid ; uncompromisingly battle- 
mented, but otherwise unadorned ; its broad back pierced with 
a score of plain, white-sashed windows and a great door, 
through which none but the dead and their attendants may 
pass—it is only used, I am told, for funerals. 

The side of the castle which is on your right, as you stand 
facing this rear-view, is much finer, though, like the whole 
building, very plain and massive. It stands on a terrace, sloping 
down to a great lawn of level grass; to the right of this a 
private walk leads through a shrubbery, all of evergreens ; to 
the left are taller trees. Near the terrace lies a pond, grey 
under the grey sky. There is higher ground further away, 
beyond the wide extent of park ; and the view is bounded by 
dark woods. 

In the middle of this front of the building is a great 
pillared doorway, with, to right and left, a wide expanse of 
windows, flanked at each end by high outstanding wings. This 
side ranks next to the chief front ; for the fourth side, back-to- 
back with this, would be as plain almost as that which we first 
saw, but for a sort of arcade, or row of high cloistral arches, 
which breaks the line of itsground floor. Before this fourth side, 
again, is a beautiful space of grass, with noble trees to right 
and left: a lawn that would have been an avenue, if it were 
not immensely too wide. 

The main front of the castle is very different: it stands 
out large and bold, altogether striking and rememberable. 
Vanbrugh, its architect, promised that it should make “a very 
noble and masculine show”; and he in some sort kept his 
word. 

The principal entrance to the park, by which this front is 
properly approached, is on the road to St. Neots: a pair of 
fine gates, flanked with doorways in the massive wall. They 
are but a few minutes from the castle, by a winding walk 
among some fine trees—cedars, especially, and pines and other 

evergreens. Wherefore I know not, but Kimbolton Park is 
full of evergreens; and here, on the greensward before the 
castle, they stand in long lines of almost military precision. 

There is something military, too, about the earthworks, or 
grassy mounds, which rise from the lawn towards the building 
that stands high above it. Wide flights of shallow steps lead 
to the great entrance, standing out. between its two wings: 
and here huge pillars of a pale buff yise right and left of ‘the 
doorway almost to the full height of the building. These 
great columns are, indeed, the striking feature of Kimbolton. 
Thinking of the castle, one always pictures oneself standing 
back upon the lawn, looking right up at tb~ e colossal pillars, 
which wellnigh fill the centre block of the main front. 
Altogether, it is too stalwart, too imposing to be “ugly.” Its 

architect’s description was the truer: if not very beautiful, it 
is yet masculine and noble. 

Vanbrugh did not build the house ; indeed, he only partly 
rebuilt it. There has been a castle on this spot it is not 
known how long; at all events, since very ancient days. 
Leland said of it, in the middle of the sixteenth century, 
“The castle is double-diked, and the building of it metely 
strong: it longed to the Mandevilles, Erles of Essex. Sir 

tichard Wingfield built new fair lodgyns and galleries upon 
the old foundation of the castle. There is a plotte now clene 
desolated, not a mile by west from Kimbolton, called Castle 
Hill, where appear ditches and tokens of old buildings.” 

It was when “all the world was running -mad after build- 
ing” during the slow growth of Marlborough’s palace of 
Blenheim, that its architect was commissioned to rebuild the 
garden-front of the old castle at Kimbolton, part of which 
had fallen down. It was the Countess of Manchester who 
gave the order to Sir John Vanbrugh, constructor of comedies 
and of houses: her husband was then in Venice, and a long 


and amusing correspondence is preserved at Kimbolton between 
the Earl and his archi.ect. 
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Sir John had his own opinions as to wl.at should Le Cone, 
and stood to them sturdily, against a good deal of oppesition ; 
and, moreover, in the end had his own way. He was very 
strong upon “ a room of parade,” which he wished to introduce 
upon the ground-floor, between the drawing-room and bed- 
room ; this would “give something of the castle air,” and 
utilise the old stone. He pointed out that “to have built a 
front with pilasters and what the orders require would never 
have been done with the rest of the castle ” ; and added, in the 
words already quoted, “I am sure that this will make a very 
noble and masculine show.” , 

But Vanbrugh was not only interested in building, nor the 
Earl in being built for. The great architect was a manysidcd 
man—a delightful dramatist, a venturesome speculator ; in 
many of his letters he treats, with a fitting earnestness and 
solemnity, of engagements to be made by the Earl in Italy, of 
singers for the Italian opera, then first introduced by Vanbrugh 
into England. Famous or promising sopranos were to Le 
treated with, salaries according to their deserts—or demands— 
to be paid them. The celebrated Nicolini and Santini were to 
be secured, if possible, at the price of a thousand pounds 
between them—‘“if your Lordship could engage for pistoles 
or louis d’ors instead of pounds sterling it would be so much 
saved to twoof your humble servants.” And when the re- 
engagement of Nicolini and Santini (“ or Regiana, if she would 
do as well”) came to be treated of, Sir John frugally offered, 
if the celebrities could not be secured, half terms “if a young 
improving woman might be found that had a good person and 
action, and that might be esteemed as good a singer as 
Margarita.” But, alas! in the end Vanbrugh lost money by 
the venture, as many have lost money since. nae 

There are some quaint little illustrations of our fathers’ 
ways in this correspondence. Thus, Sir John records the death 
of “one of the old gentlemen who stood in your way at the 
Carlton House. ... The other,” he adds, “I am acquainted 
with—he lives just by Blenheim, is hearty, but drunk every 
day at least once.” : 

And so, with discussions, chat, and the usual delays of 
architect and workmen, the new—or new-fronted—Kimbolton 
got itself built. The great feature of its interior then became, 
as it still is, the fine sequence of state-rooms, running right 
round one corner of the building : the White Hall, the Red 
Drawing-Room and the Green, the Saloon, and the historic 
rooms of Queen Katharine. All these open into each other ; 
all are fine rooms, with pictures on their walls full of interest, 
historical or artistic—and sometimes even both. On occasions 
of ceremony, the reception-rooms of Kimbolton must make a 
brave show. 

First among them comes the White Hall: very bright, 
very handsome, very full. There are many pictures, many 
fine tables, bits of good old furniture, high screens, and 
great beasts of prey, standing erect as they were shot by the 
present Duke. A lion—a very fine fellow—a leopard, and a 
bear, stare at us with their glass eyes, terrible even when 


stuffed. At one end of the room are hung great stars of 
swords, which are wielded—when need is—by the Hunts 
Militia. 


Many of the modern portraits at Kimbolton are by Desanges 
Here, in the White Hall, is one of the present Duchess of 
Manchester in a fancy dress ; and in the following rooms you 
may see the Duke and others of the family. Kneller’s Queen 
Anne and William III. are here too; the Chief Justice 
Montague ; that Unjust Judge Popham—of whom more, 
much more, hereafter; and (among many others) a picture 
with a curious little history—it was owned by a clergyman, 
and held to be a thing of small note, but was bought by the 
present Duke, and proved to be a valuable portrait by Ht dson. 

In the Red Drawing-Room, which comes next, is another 
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picture with a history : a very fine Charles I. by Vandyke, 
which was till lately unknown, neglected and dirty. It now 
holds its place in a room of masterpieces—for here are 
Vandyke’s portrait of the famous Earl of Manchester, the 
Parliamentary General (a handsome, clever, perhaps rather 
sly face); a great “ Prometheus,’ by Rubens and Snyders, 
brimfull of dash, and tumble, and strength; a 
beautiful Tintoretto, the “Supper at Emmaus”; and 
a “ Marriage at Cana in Galilee,’ on a smaller scale 
than that immense canvas in the Louvre. 

Perhaps the most interesting pictures of all are 
those in the Green Drawing-Room, which comes next, 
and takes us round the corner of the house. Here 
Holbein is the great master. By the door, as you 
enter, are two of his most interesting portraits : the 
queer puffy face of Henry VIII.—* a most formidable 
likeness” —and a poor little schoolboy Edward VI., 
holding his glove in his hand in a very proper and 
gentlemanly way. ‘Then there is a set of little 
Holbeins, which were in Queen Katharine’s room, and 
are for the most part portraits of her contemporaries. 
One indeed, which has been called herself, is pretty 
well proved to be so by the fact that it is very like a 
portrait of her at Hardwicke Hall. 

A strong face is that of Thomas Cromwell, by 
Holbein ; and other famous heads by famous painters 
are Dean Colet’s—a curiously young, close-shaven 
face—by Mabuse, and a beautiful Titian, of the 
resolved brow and deep-set luminous eyes of Ignatius Loyola 

This Green Drawing-Room is altogether one of the most 
notable of the great rooms of Kimbolton. It is handsome and 
spacious in itself. From its windows one has a beautiful open 
view of the spreading park. There are the pictures, of course ; 
and many other things valuable and curious. Let me note 
only a cabinet in mosaic of extraordinary workmanship, 
whereon are landscapes with little men fishing, and heavy 
thunderous “ Old Master ” clouds, all most lively and natural. 

So to the fourth room—the Saloon—veasm stately with its 
dark crimson velvet against the white pill: at at top. Itis 
hung with seven large pictures, family purtraits : the first 
Duke—the rebuilder of Kimbolton—and his pretty Duchess, by 
Lely ; Viscountess Mandeville, in her wedding-dress; and 
others. 

Next comes the most famous room in Kimbolton, which is, 
in one respect, the most famous private room in the world. 
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MARBLE BUST OF QUEEN 
This was Queen Katharine’s own especial chamber, where the 
closing scenes of her tragedy were played—afterwards turned 
into the sweetest and most touching verse in Shakspeare’s 
“ History” of Henry VIII. How rare a privilege it is to 
stand here, Mr. Hepworth Dixon points out in his sketch of 
the castle and its history. “ Kimbolton is, perhaps,” he says, 
“the only house now left in England, in which you still live 
and move, distinguished as the scene of an act in one of 
Shakspeare’s plays. Where is now the Royal palace of North- 
ampton—where the baronial halls of Warkworth? Time has 
trodden underfoot the pride of Langley and Ely House. The 
‘Tower has become a barrack, Bridewell a jail. Ivy has eaten 
into the stone of Pomfret. Flint has fallen into the Dee. 
Westminster Abbey, indeed, remains much as when Shak- 
speare opened the great contention of York and Lancaster with 
the dead hero of Agincourt lying there in State; and the 
‘Temple Gardens have much the same shape as when he made 
Plantagenet pluck the white rose, Somerset the red. But for 
a genuine Shakspearean house, in which men still live and 
love, still dress and dine—to which men come and go, in 
which children frisk and sport—where shall we look beyond 
the walls of Kimbolton Castle?” 

When Henry VIII. got rid of the first of his series of wives 
he sent her into a confinement hardly to be distinguished from 
imprisonment. It is a curious fact that at one time, when she 
asked to be removed from Buckden (near Kimboltem) to some 
more healthy place, Henry wished her to go to ~ otheringay ; 
the deathplace, not so long after, of another Quéen of his race. 

Fotheringay, however, was “ already noted for its malaria, 
arising from the miasma of its marshes.” Katharine refused 
to go there, and said that she would like to live at one of her 
dower-houses ; and, in the end, she was sent to Kimbolton— 
perhaps as the dampest and least healthy. 

Here she spent her last year, surrounded by her little court, 
from whom, and from all who approached her, she exacted the 
fullest respect due to a Queen of England. It may seem to 
the English mind, intolerant of mere form and ceremony, that 
it was a foolish thing thus to insist on an outward show of 
reverence for a rank lost past recall; but Katharine felt that 
to permit a lessened respect, even in trifles, would be to admit, 
in some sort, the lawfulness of her deposition. 

She ordered her little hoxsehold with an exquisite care and 
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kindness, and it is Z , 
on record that she i as 
paid her washing-bill 
with allregularity. Yet she was straitened for money by the 
avarice of the King, who was by no means prompt in the pay- 
ment of the income of £5000 a year due to her as Prince 
Arthur's widow. Her confessor and some of her servants 
were taken from her; and commissioners—who did their 
work none too gently—were sent to Kimbolton to search for 
letters that she might have secretly received from her old 
servants. 

Nearly a year after she had taken up her abode here, she 
felt that death was nigh, and sent to the King to beg him to 
allow her to see her daughter Mary, and to give her a last 
blessing. He refused : and she wrote him that last letter which 
is paraphrased by Shakspeare—or by Fletcher, if it was he who 
wrote the “Queen Katharine scenes ” in “ Henry VIII.”—in 
verse hardly so touching as the noble plainness of the original. 
Here is her letter; I know of nothing more ;erfectly tender 
and unselfish. 

“My Lorb AND DEAR HusBAND,—I commend me to you. 
The hour of my death draweth fast cn, and, my case being 
such, the tender love I owe you forceth me with a few words 
to put you in remembrance of the health and safeguard of 
your soul; which you ought to prefer before all worldly 
matters, and before the care and tendering of your own body, 
for the which you have cast me into many miseries, and your- 
self into many cares. For my part, I do pardon you all, 
yea, I do wish and devoutly pray God that He will also pardon 
you. 
“For the rest, [commend unto you Mary our daughter ; 
beseeching you to be a good father unto her as I have hereto- 
fore desired. I entreat you also on behalf of my maids, to 
give them marriage portions; which is not much, they being 
but three. For all my other servants I solicit a year’s pay 
more than their due, lest they should be unprovided for 

“Lastly, do I vow that mine eyes desire you above all 
things.” 

It is said that the tears rose to Henry’s eyes as he read this 
letter ; and he sent a last kind message to the dying woman. 

But, more quickly than his messenger, a friend sped to her 
bedside at the news of her dangerous illness. The Lady 
Willoughby was her countrywoman, aud had a sort of informal 
permission from the King to pay Katharine a few visits. At 
once, on a January day, she mounted her horse, and rode 
through the falling snow to Huntingdonshire ; the roads were 
bad, and a little way from Kimbolton she had a fall; but she 
persevered, and reached the castle in the dark—it was after 
six o’clock—muddy and tired. After a little rest, she insisted 
on seeing the Queen, permission or no permission; and Sir 
Edmund Bedingfield, the Governor of the castle, had not 
courage to refuse her. 

The two women talked long together in their native 
Spanish ; and Lady Willoughby stayed by her friend's bedside 
all through that week, the first of the New Year. the last of 
the Queen's life. Another Spaniard—Capucius, the Ambass- 
ador—came also to the deathbed of Katharine of Arragon ; 
and, on the morning of Jan. 7 she passed away in the 
presence of these two friends. 

And here we are in the room where she died; where, 
Shakspeare tells us, in her last moments she beheld that 
beatific vision— 

Saw you not, even now, a blessed troop 

Invite me to a banquet ?—whose bright faces 

Cast thousand beams upon me like the sun. 

They promised me eternal happiness, 

And brought me garlands, Griffith, which I feel 

I am not worthy yet to wear; I shall 

Assuredly. 
The room is old-fashioned, and (or is it our fancy?) something 
sad, with its faded tapestry of green and gold. It is full of 
portraits—one of the most interesting is the curious peevish 
face of James I., with mad eyes and a pinched-up nose. The 
windows overlook the broad, pleasant park, where you can hear 
the birds loud in song. Nextdoor is the pretty, tiny boudoir 
of the Queen. 

That there was a legend that Katharine of Arragon 
“walked” at Kimbolton after her death is probable enough. 
Mr. Hepworth Dixon gives the tradition in some detail :— 
“They say the ghost glides about after dark, robed in her long 
white dress, and with the Royal crown upon her head, through 
the great hall, and along the corridor to the private chapel, or 
up the grand staircase, past the Pellegrini cartoons.” Perhaps 
her ghostly Majesty chooses this route because her travelling- 
chest (in which she kept her clothes and jewels) still stands at 
the foot of the staircase. 

The plain old chapel has for its chief adornment a fresco 
of the Transfiguration, and four great Evangelists on the 
walls. Ancient books are ranged on shelves at the back of 
the chapel gallery—where Katharine no doubt sat—and there 
are elsewhere corridors filled with books, very many of them old 
and rare. Francis St. John, it is said, collected the library ; 
its chief treasures, of books and ancient MSS., are mentioned 
by Dibdin, the antiquary, in his “ Library Companion” and 
other works. Peeping here and there, somewhat at random, 
one comes upon a very beautiful illuminated missal ; a book 
with Elizabeth’s Royal signature; a copy of Prynne’s 
“Records”; and much else of interest, from about the 
fifteenth century downwards. 

Going up the grand staircase—past Katharine’s chest, and 
the marble busts of Elizabeth and Leicester—you see the 
bright and spirited cartoons of Antoine Pellegrini, an Italian 
artist, most of whose work was done in England. He lived at 
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Kimbolton for some time, and painted much here. In the 
chief cartoon a negro is a prominent figure; wherefore the 
painting was described to visitors by an enthusiastic serving- 
maid as “ The Triumph of Julius Cwsar and the Black Prince.” 

Not far away is a corridor called King William's Gallery, 
which leads to the bed-room in which slept William III., on 
his visit to Kimbolton—a room hung with old red 
velvet tapestry. In the gallery are many interesting 
portraits. Mistress Hannah More's buxom, beaming 
face looks down upon us; and the countenance of 
Edward Montagu, the founder of the Sandwich 
family ; and—the terror of the place—the stern Judge 
Popham, he “ who did the deed of shame” and has 
still to expiate it. 

If Queen Katharine’s is more a ghost that ought 
to haunt the place than one that notoriously does, in 
the Judge we have the real, acknowledged, and quite 
uncalled-for apparition. Grant that Chief Justice 
Popham ought to “walk,” if anybody should—or, 
rather, if any spirit should—for he was known as the 
Bad Judge, and took the estate of Littlecote in Wilt- 
shire as a bribe from Wild Darell to acquit him of the 
horrible charge which made his name infamous. 
Admit this, however untrue it may be: and we yet fail 
to see why Popham's ghost should haunt Kimbolton, 
and why, in particular, it should choose such an 
uncomfortable mode of haunting as sitting astride 
the park wall or on a stile near the old priory. 
However, we have only to state facts, and not to explain 
them ; and here they be. Now let us escape from Popham’'s 
Gallery as quickly as we may. 

We come downstairs again, and pass along the corridor, 
which overlooks the inner quadrangle of the building. I 
always like an old quadrangle, and old cloisters, and a great 
old oak staircase ; and of these three good things the first is 
perhaps the rarest, because your quadrangle demands a very 
large house to hold it. Here there is space enough ; and the 
“quad” of Kimbolton, though quite plain, is stately and 
pleasant to look upon. It is of red brick—part very pale, part 
(and that, I think, the older) of a brighter and deeper colour. 
The windows are white. A great staircase leads down, froma 
door in the main front, to the middle of the court; and 
opposite this is a high arch. Again we can use Sir John 
Vanbrugh’s words—it is “a masculine show,” and worthy of 
the ancient castle. 

Of which, and its contents, little more perhaps remains to 
be said—except, indeed, as to the great dining-room, which is 
not to be passed over. A large, square, stately chamber it is; 
dark, with dark pictures and hangings of old Venetian leather, 
black and yellow. All is rich and sombre; even the great 
looking-glasses on the walls, and the stern figure of Cromwell— 
as he hangs, in a fine picture over the great fireplace, moody 
and deep in thought, in rough attire, but every inch a King. 

On a side table stands another memorial of the Lord Pro- 
tector—his great Black Jack, a leathern flagon bound with 
silver, perhaps a foot and a half high ; a capacious vessel, that 
would hold a strong man’s quantum of Huntingdon ale. 

There are other pictures besides the Cromwell—two Titians, 
and a Snyders with a magnificent red lobster—here in the 
dining-room ; and, adjoining, there is a pretty contrast to its 
gloom and state. This is the little billiard-room, all bright 
and modern, sweet with the scent of the wood of which it is 
built—for it is, as it were, deep-set in cedar, of a warm light 
brown, which was growing, but a few years ago, among the 
many evergreens of Kimbolton. The designs of the walls are 
taken from bits of the Alhambra; nowhere can there be a 
daintier billiard-room ! 

From the scent of the cedar we pass into the fresh country 
odours of the park, on our way to the remains of the 
Augustinian Priory on the top of a hill hard by, within sight 
of the castle. The road to St. Neots cuts through the park, 
and the little river Kym waters its green meadows. Crossing 
these, and passing through a landscape of upland and coppice, 
which changes with every three minutes of our walk—leaving 
to our left the fish-pond of the ancient monks, still haunted 
by rare birds—we reach the circle of high ground, belted by a 
moat and trees, where stood the Priory : where now stands 
the remnant of it used by the shepherd as his house. 

Here we areactually on a hill. This must be, I should think, 
almost the highest ground in flat Huntingdonshire, and the 
prettiest. You look down towards the castle, hardly to be 
made out for trees of varying green ; you can see the sheep and 
cattle dotting the slopes of grass—Kimbolton is famous for its 
herd of shorthorns ; to the right is the little town, clustering 
in the hollow; and overhead come the homefaring crows, 
perhaps on their way to the Warren Spinney, close at hand— 
at whose corner is the stile said to be Judge Popham’s 
favourite seat at ghostly hours of the night. 

This Priory, where seven Black Canons dwelt, was founded 
by the Bigrames—a field near it is still called Bigrames or 
Beggarams. It stood within the great manor of Kimbolton, 
which belonged to Earl Harold—Harold, the last of the 
Saxons ; but the first name which Camden connects with it 
is unmistakeably Norman. 
“* The east side of this county 
[Huntingdon] is adorned,’ 
he éells us, “ with the Castle 
of Kinnibantum, now Kim- 
bolton, anciently the seat 
of the Magnavilles ; after- 
wards of the Bohuns and 
Staffords; and now of the 
Wingfelds.” 

Sir Henry Montagu, after- 
wards first Earl of Man- 
chester, bought the estate of 
Sir James Wingfield ; and in 
his family it has remained 
ever since. 

The grandfather of the 
first Earl was Sir 
Edward Montagu, a 
great lawyer of the " 
days of Henry VIIL, ~ 
“of such authority 
and account, credit and 
countenance, in the House 
of Commons, of which he 
was Speaker, that a Bill for 
subsidies not passing he was sent for to his Majesty, who said 
to him, ‘ Ho. will they not let my Bill pass?’ and laying his 
hand on the head of Montagu (kneeling before him) said ‘ Get 
my Bill to pass by such a time to-morrow, or else by such a 
time this head of yours shall be off.’” (‘This way of passing 

sills has lost its vogue, but in this instance it was effective.) 

The Montagus were indeed, as Clarendon says. “a family 
at that time very fortunate.” Sir Edward’s success—and he 
was Lord Chief Justice of the King’s Pench, six years later 
Lord Chief Justice of the Common Pleas, and one of the 
executors of the King’s will—was eclipsed by that of his 
grandson Henry. Clarendon has much to tell us of the first 
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Henry the first he says that “ he made a 
progress through all theeminent degrees 
vy and in the Stat He was 

tecord f London ; King’s Serjeant-at- 
nber for the City, and a great 

i rator, ‘ ¢ Jnstice of 

Bene Lord High Treasurer 

i ss than a year aiter 

t empty t of Dresident 

icil, and, “ to allay the sense of 

the dishonour.” created Viscount Mande- 
ville. Moreover, he seems to have borne 


his deprivation so well that he was made, in requital, Lord 
Privy Seal and Earl of Manchester 

* He was,” says Clarendon, summing up, “a man of great 
industry and sagacity in business, which he delighted in 
exceedingly ; and preserved so great a vigour of mind even to 
his death, when he was very near eighty years of age, that 
some who had known him in his younger years did believe 
him to have much quicker parts in his age than before.” 

He was the most literary of the Montagus, though he is 
known only by one book ; but of that at least fifteen editions 


were published within sixty years—one of which kad the 
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singular honour of being the first work published after the 
Great Fire of London. 

It was a book on death, and was long a favourite present to 
attendants at funerals ; it was called “ Manchester Al Mondo : 
Contemplatio Mortis et Immortalitatis.” In style it is plainly 
founded on St. Augustine. Its matter is a long series of 
reflections on death, its advantages, and the need of making 
ready for it, in a stately English, intermixed with scraps of 
Latin, somewhat as “Sartor Resartus " is varied with German. 
For instance :—“ Procrastination is the great enemy to prepara- 
tion. This rex Corrina that always cries Cras! cras/ cozens 
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many a man, making him perdere hodiernum, trusting upon 
to-morrow. 

“ Death is the known’st and unknown’st thing in the 
world,” he says; and tells a pretty story to illustrate this. 
“Tt was a sweet speech, and might well have become an elder 
body, which a young innocent child of my own used in ex- 
tremity of sickness. ‘Mother, what shall I do? I shall die 
before I know what Death is. I beseech you, tell me what 
is Death, and how I should die?’” . 

The most famous Earl of Manchester was, of course, the 
second, the distinguished Parliamentary General : “a perscn 
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of great civility and very well-bred.” He was called to the 
House of Peers (as Lord Kimbolton) in the lifetime of his 
father, “ which was a very extraordinary favour.” 

He married (as his second wife) the daughter of the Earl 
of Warwick—who, though a very licentious personage, was a 
great protector of the Puritans; and he became totally 
estranged from the Court, associating chiefly with “a kind of 
fraternity ” among whom he was greatly popular—partly, no 
doubt, on account his lavish hospitality. His father disliked 
both his opinions and his expenses; and he ran into debts 
which “long lay heavy upon him.” 

The history of Manchester's later life is a part of the 
history of England ; nor is there any need here to relate how 
he led the Parliamentary forces for a while, won Marston 
Moor (with Cromwell), and was removed from command “ for 
no other reason but because he was noti wicked enough,” says 
Clarendon —very naturally, from his point of view ; and adds 
that he was heartily glad of the Restoration, was received 
into favour by Charles II., and never forfeited it. 

Indeed, he aided to restore the son, and had refused to take 
part in the execution of the father ; he was throughout on the 
moderate side, to which, in the main, his successors have ever 
since inclined. The Manchesters have never ranked among 
the extreme partisans of either side. As factions have gone up 
and down, they have stood firm, little altered by success or 
failure—trne to their motto, by which the first Earl held in 
his temporary disgrace : Disponendo me, non mutando me. 
EDWARD ROSE. 





NEW BOOKS. 


Speeches and Addresses of HRI, the Prince of Wales, 
1363 to 1888, Edited by Dr. James Macaulay, M.D. (Murray).— 
In the whole history of the English Monarchy, which is the 
most ancient now existing among the nations of Europe, there 
has been no heir apparent to the Crown whose performance 
of his civil and social duties could be compared with the 
public conduct of Albert Edward, Prince of Wales. We con- 
sider that these functions, which his Royal Highness has 
always kept strictly apart from political party contentions, 
are more appropriate to his position, in the England of the 
nineteenth century, than the most brilliant military exploits 
in active warfare, following the examples of Prince Edward, 
the ablest commander and statesman of the Plantagenet 
reigns, afterwards King Edward I., and of Edward the Black 
Prince. Royalty in our days, and in our own country, 
partakes less of the character of ruling command than of 
constitutional presidency in the person of the Sovereign ; and 
its dignity is best consulted, while its future occupants are 
perhaps best secured from unfair influences, by not engaging 
personally in those services which frequently incur an instant 
and urgent application of needful criticism, when a British 
army is in the field. If the Prince of Wales had as much pro- 
fessional skill and knowledge as Lord Wolseley, it would bea 
very impolitic act for him to undertake the conduct of a 
campaign. The work he has to do is of great social import- 
ance, and has a political importance, moreover, without refer- 
ence to any disputable questions of policy, which is evident to 
all thoughtful observers of the working of our machinery of 
State. By recommending the Monarchy to popular esteem 
and confidence, by winning the sympathy of all classes of 
society, this example renders great support to public order, 
and to the title of Sovereignty which is stamped on the 
enactment and administration of the laws. His Royal High- 
ness has discharged such duties, ever since the death of his 
father, the admirable I’rince Consort, in a manner not sur- 
passed by any Royal personage in the history of Europe; not 
even by the beloved and lamented Frederick of Germany, as 
Crown Prince, before his accession to the throne. 

The Prince of Wales, with regard to his private life and 
opportunities of usefulness, may also be compared with other 
great English noblemen, some of whom enjoy far greater 
wealth, and within their limited sphere have equal meang of 
benefiting their neighbours and of promoting salutary objects. 
There are Dukesand Marquises who would not once, for a single 
day, take the trouble which his Royal Highness takes almost 
every week. Let his personal diligence, in this respect, be 
compared with the most eminent philanthropists, among 
them the well-known Earl of Shaftesbury, for instance: we 
believe it will be found that his Royal Highness, during the 
years of their contemporary activity, was not behind that 
renowned example of benevolence in sacrificing his own ease 
and «pleasure to the good of other people. Exeter Hall 
religious meetings, visits to Ragged Schools, and the patron- 
age of evangelical missions of piety and charity, are highly 
c mmendable in their way ; but there are other ways of doing 
good in the world. And ifa man of the highest birth, rank, 
and: position, a man who relishes sports and _ pleasures 
that were never attractive -to Lord Shaftesbury, beginning in 
his youthful manhood, devotes a great deal of his time, frankly 
and cheerfully, to serve mankind in these various ways, 
travelling all over the country, enduring wearisome cere- 
monies, giving up many chances of amusement, encountering 
tedious “bores” and nauseous compliments with patient 
courtesy and good-humour, his merit seems as great, supposing 
his motive to be as good, as if he were connected with the 
churches that deny the merit of “works.” The Prince of 
Wales avoids theological not less than political discussion ; 
but his speeches on behalf of diverse forms of charity have 
been as frequent as Lord Shaftesbury’s were; he is not less 
z-alous as a social reformer, though some of the worst abuses 
and grievances were removed before his time; and he has 
diligently assisted in the management of valuable institutions. 
Sesides all this public activity in town and country, all over 
the United Kingdom, and his visits to Canada and India, there 
is a private influence for good, which may be exercised by a 
person of high social position among those of his acquaint- 
ance, in restraining animosities, adjusting differences, or bring- 
ing about reconciliations ; and the Prince’s sagacity and tact 
have often been successful upon these occasions. 

The volume of his “Speeches,” edited by Dr. Macaulay, 
contains nothing that had not been printed before ; and we do 
not suppose that a recapitulation of the subjects and dates and 
places of these discourses is here required. Every reader of 
this Journal has seen numerous [Illustrations of the appear- 
ances of his Royal Highness at meetings, exhibitions, cere- 
monies, festivities, laying .foundation-stones, opening new 

istitutions, or witnessing distributions of prizes ; at museums, 
free libraries, art-galleries, colleges and schools, orphanages, 
hospitals, infirmaries,and asylums, relief funds or subscriptions, 
agricultural shows, the Royal College of Music, and the Inter- 
national Exhibitions. Hundreds of good institutions, in the 
metropolis, in the different counties, cities, and towns of 
England, Scotland, and Ireland, in British North America, and 
in several parts of India, have received his patronage, and he 
has spoken, ably and judiciously, on their behalf to the largest 
andiences who could be admitted. There are few better 
speakers, for such purposes, than the Prince of Wales ; he is 
eminently a sensible man, who says just what ought to be said 
and nothing more. Indeed, these speeches are quite models of 
their kind. There is a good portrait of his Royal Highness in 
this volume. 
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Prince, Princess, and People. By Henry C. Burdett 
(Longmans).—An account of the social progress and improve- 
ment of our own times, as illustrated by the public life and 
work of the Prince and Princess of Wales, is a book that may 
fitly be preserved in company with any of those compiled by 
different authors in commemoration of the Jubilee of Queen 
Victoria’s reign. The kindly and gracious behaviour of their 
Royal Highnesses, during the widowhood and the temporary 
partial retirement of her Majesty, for some years. from many 
public appearances in which her presence would have delighted 
vast numbers of her people, while her cordial interest in 
every scheme for their benefit was never for a moment 
abated, has entitled the Prince and ~ cincess to a degree of 
gratitude which will not be exhausted in their own lives, or in 
those of their children. Mr. H. C. Burdett’s record of this 
series of benevolent acts of Royalty, and his commentary 
upon them, are inspired by no intention of flattery ; he writes 
of them with good taste and judgment, and gives much precise 
information, in a connected historical form, concerning the 
events from which they arose. The narrative, in an agreeable 
style, occupies about two-thirds of his volume ; the remainder 
consists of various appendices, besides genealogical notes and 
pedigrees of ancestry, descriptions of the orders and decor- 
ations worn by his Royal Highness, and matters of a similar 
character. There are minute statistical particulars of all the 
institutions, the exhibitions of art and industries, the asylums 
and refuges, the relief funds and charitable societies, the 
hospitals, dispensaries, and infirmaries, and the convalescent 
homes, the special institutions for the blind, the deaf and 
dumb, the schools, colleges, training establishments and 
orphanages, the museums, libraries, galleries of art, recreation 
grounds, parks and gardens, music-halls, associations for 
healthy sport, volunteer corps, rifle clubs, agricultural and 
horticultural shows, memorial statues and _ halls, public 
edifices and local improvements, to which the Royal couple, 
or either of them, have contributed ; with the dates of their 
visits, and the amounts of their donations and subscriptions. 

Such a reeord, we can affirm with positive certainty, could 
not be shown by acollection of all the benevolent actions of this 
kind that any other Prince and Princess in Europe, King and 
Queen, or Emperor and Empress, have performed in modern 
times ; having regard not to the total amount of pecuniary 
gifts—for their Royal Highnesses are by no means the richest 
persons of high rank, even in this country—but to the multi- 
plied and varied expressions of their sympathy with every 
charitable. useful, or cheerful undertaking. The energetic 
personal industry of the Prince of Wales, methodically 
arranged and punctually carried into effect, at great cost of 
time, and often foregoing the indulgence of his private 
inclinations, to make long journeys, to witness spectacles 
resembling those he has seen before, to receive and reply to 
formal addresses, exactly like those of former occasions, and 
to shake hands and lunch or dine with many worthy gentle- 
men of provincial or municipal note, whom he will scarcely 
meet again, but whom he seldom forgets, is really wonderful 
to those who know him. It is not an easy life that he leads, 
not a life of freedom ; not such as a selfish man would choose, 
as the condition of enjoying exalted rank and moderate 
wealth ; not the ordinary life of the aristocracy in England, 
or of Royalty on the Continent of Europe. But the Prince of 
Wales is an Englishman, a Prince of Englishmen ; and well does 
he know that “ England expects every man todo his duty.” How 
well he has done it, these twenty-six years past, aided not a 
little by that gracious Royal lady, the partner of his life, whose 
mere presence in this country, with the pure lustre of her 
faultless example as wife and mother, has silently helped to 
sweeten the tone of English society, is already known to the 
present generation. Mr. Burdett’s volume, adorned with fine 
portraits of their Royal Highnesses, and with photographs of 
Sandringham, is the most complete work on the subject. 
Along with Dr. Macaulay's edition of the “ Speeches of the 
Prince of Wales,” it should have a place of honour in the 
Englishman's library, from which the less worthy Lives of 
“the Four Georges ” could perhaps be spared. 

Great Men at Play. By T. F. Thiselton Dyer. Two vols. 
(Remington and Co.).—The contents of this book should be 
doubly entertaining, as they consist of anecdotes of the 
personal habits and tastes of a vast number of eminent men, 
and as they refer to a great variety of amusements, games, 
sports, and “hobbies ” in which those individuals occasionally 
delighted. Most of them belong to the eighteenth and nine- 
teenth centuries, and to the English nation, including, if we 
may now venture to say so, the Scotchmen and Irishmen ; 
they are statesmen, lawyers, divines, philosophers, scholars, 
doctors, authors, artists, and other distinguished public or 
professional characters. Among several hundred there are 
some who may be called “ great.” It is pleasant to learn how 
they sought diversion and recreation after their strenuous 
mental efforts ; though, in the case of some famous politicians, 
whose “play” was often gambling, betting on the turf, or 
hard drinking, the contests of ambition seem to have en- 
gendered a lust of excitement which only changed its method 
of indulgence. Some of the very greatest men of affairs, on 
the contrary, have preferred intellectual repose, with only so 
much bodily exercise as was needful for health : a quiet ride 
or walk in the country ; a little superintendence of farming, 
gardening, or planting ; a little shooting or fishing, perhaps, 
or the agreeable motion of rowing or sailing. The excitement 
of winning or losing in games of chance, or in wagers, should 
rather be avoided by a man whose duty it is to preserve a 
cool head for important business; it is only suitable for idle 
persons. 

Then, for indoor games, we can understand how chess, de- 
pending entirely on skill, science, and foresight, has often 
consoled the conscious possessor of superior brains for a day 
of unsuccessful attempts to bring diplomatic conferences to a 
conclusive issue. After wasting hours of the morning in talk 
with a shifty practiser of dilatory excuses and evasions there 
must be great satisfaction in having your antagonist seated at 
the board where he cannot escape “ checkmate.” This is equally 
a compensation for the disgust experienced by an earnest con- 
troversialist of severely logical mind who cannot get people 
to keep to the point in argumentative discussion. Whist is 
a social game, the best that was ever invented for those who 
suffer by living too much alone; it calls forth at once both 
the sympathetic affection of partnership and the combative 
instinct with the purpose of striving to gain the victory over 
others, which are inherent in human nature. ‘Two against 
two are likely to feel these pleasurable emotions more 
vividly than where larger numbers are engaged. And whist 
has this further advantage: mingling the initial chances of a 
good or bad hand of cards with the faculty of prudently and 
skilfully using them for the turn of the trick, it represents 
better than any other game the actual mixture of cleverness with 
fortunate circumstances in the successes of the world. These 
evening pastimes are of invaluable efficacy to cure the limp 
depression of moral sentiment and the intellectual languor 
caused either by a solitary and indolent life, or by the feeble- 
ness, vagueness, and dulness of restrained conversation. At 
the same time, it is conceivable that a person who reads, or 


observes, who thinks, talks, and perhaps writes, freely and 
abundantly, and whose individuality is strong enough to 
draw out the minds of his companions in free and sincere 
talk, may find life tolerable without either whist or chess. 
We should be tolerant of these differences of mental constitu- 
tion and habit, allowing to every man and woman entire 
liberty to seek what harmless recreation they please. 

Such being, in our view, the wise and wholesome principles 
of “ play” for men who can also work, Mr. Thiselton Dyer’s 
immense collection of biographical instances may serve to 
illustrate the wide range of choice, and to throw some light 
on individual characteristics. He refrains from men- 
tioning the great men still living; Mr. Gladstone's feats 
with the woodman’s axe, and Lord Salisbury’s chemical 
laboratory, find no place in these volumes. Either diversion 
is preferable to that of losing £500 an hour at hazard, by 
which Charles James Fox quickly ruined his private fortune, 
and which for some time had its fascination for Pitt. Many 
of our great statesmen have taken a lively interest in horse- 
racing ; the late Earl of Derby and Lord Palmerston, for 
example ; Lord George Bentinck would bet too heavily. Fox- 
hunting naturally came in the way of those born among thie 
rural gentry or nobility who have figured in either House of 
Parliament; but successful lawyers, when off the bench or 
the woolsack,. have contented themselves with partridge 
or pheasant shooting, like the late Lord Westbury. Any 
man in ordinary health, and with ordinary nerve, can 
ride some kind of horse, in some fashion, if he chooses 
to mount; but jogging or pacing over a common road 
soon ceases to be amusing. Long walks by devious paths in 
the country will prove a more continuing source of refresh- 
ment, if not overdone, while they afford sufficient change of 
scene and means of studying Nature. In youth, a solitary 
ramble from morn to eve has strong charms fora contemplative 
disposition ; it is apt, however, in some youths, to be conducive 
to exhausting meditation. Walking with one or two com- 
panions, on the other hand, may be provocative, in young 
men, of serious controversial talk, which absorbs their 
attention so that they see nothing on the road. These 
errors in the taking of pedestrian exercise should be avoided : 
much thinking, or much talking, ought not to be allowed 
simultaneously with much walking. The neccssary care of a 
horse, or of a bicycle, is a salutary preservative against in- 
jurious mental abstraction. 

Angling, no doubt, is one of the best pastimes of over- 
worked and worried men, in middle life or the “elderly ” age. 
It need never be practised so as to overtax the strength ; 
and its varying demands on the attention, and _ its 
frequent calls for new devices of ingenuity, with the altered 
conditions of the stream, the daylight, the weather, the natural 
flies, and the fish, occupy the mind quite enough. The list of 
eminent persons who have loved this diversion includes John 
sright, Henry Fawcett, Matthew Arnold, and Kingsley, in 
our own time; Dr. Paley, Sir Humphry Davy, J. M. W. 
Turner, Sir F. Chantrey, John Wilson, and others distinguished 
in literature, science, or art: It is not to be questioned, how- 
ever, that the mere pleasure of looking on clear flowing water, 
and watching all the living creatures in it. fishes and insects, 
besides examining the aquatic plants, is sufficient entertain- 
ment for a contemplative man, who has no ambition to catch 
a trout. The writers on angling seem to believe that they are 
the only admirers and lovers of riverside scenery. 

The chapter on gardening and agriculture shows how, to 
some men, who like staying at home, as one of the wisest and 
wealthiest of English noblemen always does, there is no 
pleasure more congenial than the direction of substantial 
improvements or ornamental works in their own domains. A 
grand old mansion, with its “pleasaunces,” gardens, and 
terraces, with its stables, kennels, aviary, and fishponds, with 
its “ home farm,” where one can afford to spend hundreds and 
thousands of pounds on unremunerative experiments, 
and with the plantations and copses around the park, affords 
costly pastime for the richest Peer or squire, without 
going beyond the limits of his own estate. The poorest 
annuitant, dwelling in a cottage with a garden, may 
gratify similar tastes, on a miniature scale, with the labour of 
his own hands and the expenditure of a few pounds in the 
year. If he cannot breed prime stock, or purchase prize 
bulls for the herd of cattle which is famous at agricultural 
shows, he may at least keep a hive of bees; he may cultivate 
fruits and flowers, make a smooth. lawn, and put up a little 
greenhouse. It is all the same thing; the arts of rearing 
and growing vegetables, or breeding domestic animals, great or 
small, produce their own reward to the mind which can enjoy 
that purest of pleasures, watching and tending the processes 
of organic life. ‘These pursuits, it is said, ran into “ hobbies” ; 
but they are surely most innocent, unless too much money be 
spent upon them, and more of a “gentle craft” than that of 
Izaac Walton, whose aim is to kill a happy living creature. 
Without disparagement of anglers or any other sportsmen, 
who may lawfully prove their skill on beasts. birds, or fishes, 
we hold that the gardener, the pigeon-fancier, the poultry- 
keeper, or the keeper of bees, is not an effeminate dawdler. 
but is likely to be a wise, kindly, virtuous man, sound of 
health, bodily and mentally, and deserving of a serene old age. 
It is he who merits the poet's blessing— 

Never to blend his pleasure or his pride 

With sorrow of the meanest thing that lives. 
“Great Men at Play” is a book that shows little of their 
greatness, but much of their kindred feeling with us little 
men, who can sometimes play as well as any of our superiors. 
It is curious to observe how many of them, great authors and 
students, were utterly deaf to the exquisite delights of music, 
or indifferent to those of the fire arts, or to the beauties of 
a picturesque landscape. Mental powers, developed to intense 
energy in one direction, are apt to dull the senses, and to 
derange the harmonious enjoyment of life. 


delegates, sent by 140,000 Christians of Cyprus, to present a 
petition to the Queen praying that taxation in Cyprus may be 
reduced. 

The Lord Mayor entertained the council of the Royal 
Agricultural Society of England at a banquet at the Mansion 
House on June 21. Many distinguished persons attended. 
The Duke of Richmond and Gordon responded to the toast of 
“The Agricultural Society.” Sir Harry Verney proposed 
“ Success to the Show at Windsor,” and Prince Christian pro- 
posed “ The Health of the Lord Mayor.” 

From Adelaide, Australia, the Secretary of the Sea-Shell 
Mission, 27, Benedict-road, S.W., has received a beautiful col- 
lection of shells, gathered by the members of “ The Ministering 
Children’s League,” the first branch of which in Adelaide was 
established by Mrs. W. Storrie, of that place, who is now in 
London, and brought the shells with her from Australia for 
the Mission. Our readers may be glad to be reminded ‘that 
the Countess of Meath, 83, Lancaster-gate, W., is the President 
of “The Ministering Children’s League.” Princess Victoria 
Mary of Teck has just become President of the “ Sea-Shell 
Mission.” 
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The editor of Bell's Weekly Messenger, Mr. Henry F. Moore, 
has compiled, expressly for the occasion of the meeting of the 
Royal Agricultural Society at Windsor, a sixpenny handbook, 
published at the office of that journal, 145, Queen Victoria- 
street, which should be purchased by every visitor, and should 
be widely read by agriculturists in every part of the United 
Kingdom. It contains a history of the Royal Agricultural 
Society, a guide to the Windsor Show, and a description of the 
Royal Farms, written by special permission of the Queen, 
from which last the following particulars are borrowed to 
accompany our Illustrations :— 

rhe Royal Farms at Windsor in the occupation of her 








THE ROYAL DAIRY. 


Majesty are two, extending altogether over about 1120 acres, 
of which 360 acres are arable and 760 pasture. ‘The 
first is the Shaw Farm (which includes the Home Farm 
and Park), the nearest to the castle, and the other is 
the Flemish Farm—more outlying, and with heavier land. 
Until a few years ago they included also the Norfolk Farm 
and the Bagshot and Rapley Farms. These have been given 
up by her Majesty, though one of them—the Bagshot—is in 
the occupation of the Duke of Connaught, and so may still be 
classed among Royal farms. The two farms which her 
Majesty retains are those on which the improving hand of the 
Prince Consort left its mark, and they exist to-day in almost 
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the same form and with almost the same cultivation as in the 
days of his Royal Highness. 

The Shaw Farm is the one wiiich stands first, its 
magnificent model buildings—a well-planned combinat:on 
of stabling, cattle-boxes, stalls, and yards, poultry-house, 
and piggeries—as well as the fact that it is the Home 
Farm of the historic home of the Sovereigns of England, 
marking it out for this position. It also includes the mag- 
nificent Royal Dairy, with which we shall subsequently deal. 
This farm is the latest acquired of all the Windsor estates 
belonging to the Crown, having been purchased some 
200 years ago from the former owner, a Frenchman, Monsieur 
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De Shawe, and it is his name that still attaches to the land. 
Till 1849, when the Prince Consort took them in hand, the 
Ilome Farm included merely the park and grounds of the 
castle, and the Shaw Farm had been an appanage of Frogmore, 
formerly in the occupation of Princess Augusta. On the 
death of her Royal Highness in 1840, Mr. Watkins, who 
had long had the management of it, took the farm for 
a few years, and he was succeeded by Mr. Cantrell. The 
Prince Consort became the tenant of it and of the 
ilome Grounds in 1849, and since 1863 her Majesty the Queen 
has been the tenant. The landlords are the Commissioners of 
Woods and Forests, so that at Windsor the Queen is a tenant- 
farmer, and not, as so many suppose, a landlord-farmer. 

On the farm coming into the occupation of the Prince 
Consort the whole of the holding was made a continuous 
estate, including in it the Royal Gardens and the Frog- 
more Grounds. It was at first, along with the Norfolk 
and Flemish Farms, under the immediate direction of 
the late General Wemyss. After the death of General 
Wemyss, in 1854, the Royal farms were managed by Mr. 
Wilson until 1858, in which year Mr. Tait, of Dunrobin, was 
appointed. This gentleman died in 1882, and was succeeded 
by his son. Mr. W. Tait, the present manager. During the 
time of the Prince Consort the rent and taxes paid for the 
holdings amounted to over £1000 a year, this being the rent for 
the land in a very wild state. Besides providing the necessary 
capital for the cultivation and equipment, his Royal Highness 
also invested upwards of £6000 in providing new farm 
buildings—two sets, those for the Shaw Farm proper and 
those for the Dairy or Home Farm. 

Under particular instructions from the Prince Consort, the 
buildings were erected in 1853, from the design of Mr. G. A. 
Dean, architect, and the homesteads very fairly carry out the 
Prince’s intention. The buildings stand upon a square of 
ground—the sides running north and south, east and west 
respectively. ‘The stables, the cattle-boxes and sheds, the 
piggeries, and the poultry-houses are all placed in separate 
localities, accessible with the straw-cart, the dung-cart. or 
the turnip-cart by roads which intersect the whole area. The 
row upon the eastern side includes cart-shed at either end, two- 
storeyed lodging-house in the middle, and farm stables ; the 
western side includes a carpenters’ yard and shed, threshing 
yard and granaries, steam-engine and boiler-house, floor for 
mixing chaff and meal with pulped roots, and piggeries around 
three sides of a small square, in the midst of which is the 
food-house for their supply. Between these two are three rows 
of buildings, with roadways between them. These include 
foreman’s house, poultry-houses, blacksmiths’ and carpenters’ 
shops, a series of boxes and small yards, facing 
south, a large root-house with a fixed turnip- 
cutter for supplying food. and a wide shed in 
which cattle are fed—in fact, a covered yard. 
This was originally built as a sheep-shed ; but 
was not found to answer for that purpose. 

The house occupied by Mr. Tait, the manager 
of the Windsor farms, which is detached from 
the homestead, contains a suite of apartments 
for her Majesty’s use ; and from these the Queen 
can, duringher visits to Windsor, walk in com- 
parative privacy through the range of buildings, 
inspecting the cattle which are being prepared 
for exhibition, and otherwise showing her 
interest in the work of the farm. 

The Shaw Farm includes the management 
of some 720 acres, of which 120 are arable ; 600 
acres being occupied by the Home or Dairy 
Farm and the Home Park. It embraces several 
kinds of soil, ranging from a stiff adhesive 
medium upon the clay formation, on its 
southern portion, through good alluvial grazing 
ground on the meadows adjoining the Thames, 
to the chalk formation of the pastures under the 
walls of the castle. On the arable land the 
cropping is generally as follows :—mangolds and 
siwedes, followed by wheat; then oats and 
barley. followed by beans; then wheat. Roots 
then follow in the regular rotation. For this 
enltivation five pairs of horses are kept. 

The whole object of the farm is the breeding 
of animals and the manufacture of meat and 
dairy produce. At the present time there are 208 head of 
cattle of different sorts on the farm, many of them Jerseys 
and non-pedigree shorthorns, kept for dairy purposes. There 
is also a flock of 370 half-bred ewes, which are crossed with 
Oxford or Hampshire Down rams. Besides these there is a 
herd of abont eighty Berkshire and small white pigs. 

Some of the animals which are prepared for the fat stock 
shows are kept in the boxes, as are also the pigs, which have 
won many prizes in the showyard 

The Royal Dairy at Frogmore is “ the handsomest and most 
advanced private dairy in the world.” It was constructed by 
Mr. J. R. Turnbull, of Windsor Castle, under the directions of 
the Prince Consort. beginning in the summer of 1858 ; the old 
dairy buildings of George III.’s time being quite unfit for 
modern requirements. The exterior is designed in the Renais- 
since style; the windows are formed of Bath stone, and 
the whole building is surmounted by a frieze and cornice 
with perforated parapet of lacelike pattern, the arms of her 
Majesty being introduced at one end of the building and those 
of the Prince Consort at the other. The roof is covered with 
alternate rows of red and blue tiles, surmounted by a hand- 
some octagonal turret ventilator, terminating in the crown 
and orb. The sides of this turret are filled with elabor- 
ate perforated panels, bearing Royal arms. The old house 
had its exterior brought into unison with the new part, 
and is now used as a churning-room, scullery, and the dairy- 
woman's cottage. This forms on the south the required 
protection ; to the west shelter is provided by an elegantly- 
designed arcade. 

The interior of the Royal Dairy is highly ornamental ; the 
floor is laid with tiles, of a pretty incised pattern, with a rich 
majolica border, as decorative as a Turkey carpet: the walls 
are covered with tiles. bearing a manve-coloured star on a 
white ground, and with a green-and-white border. They 
present also fine majolica bas-reliefs, symbolical of the Four 
Seasons and of Agriculture, with beautiful frieze and cornice, 
medallion portraits of the Royal family, shields inscribed with 
monograms, figures of sea-horses and dolphins, foliage and 
fruit. The sloping parts of the ceiling are decorated in colours 
with an elegant pattern, and are perforated for ventilation ; 
the roof is supported by six pillars with twisted shafts. The 
windows are double, with stained glass representing daisies 
and primroses. At each end of the room, and on the south 
side, is a graceful fountain ; one being in the form of a marble 
water-nymph, pouring from a jar. The tablesare of white 
marble, on suprorts of different coloured marbles, 

The general plans and arrangements for the dairy were 
prepared and carried out by Mr. Turnbull, the internal 
decorations being designed by the late Mr. John Thomas; but 

every detail, both of colour and form, was considered and 
revised by the Prince Consort himself. All the decorations 
were entirely original, and were manufactured by Messrs. 
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Minton. The dairy includes an apartment 36 ft. long by 20 ft. 
broad, with a height of about 20 ft., marble shelving running all 
round it and marble tables in the middle, on which white milk- 
dishes stand. About 240 gallons of milk can be dealt with at 
one time and in the best manner. Nearly all the utensils em- 
ployed are of the simplest character. During the winter 
the milk is set in shallow pans, but the summer practice 
is slightly different, the Laval separator being used. The 
simplest forms of churns are employed, and the butter is made 
up on an ordinary table butter-worker. All the new machinery 
was furnished by the Dairy Supply Company. 

There is in connection with the dairy a very good home- 
stead with a very handsome cow-house. Here a good herd of 
unpedigreed shorthorns are kept for their milk, and, ever 
since the dairy was started, complete records have been kept 
of the milk yields of each cow, together with the fullest 
details of the total produce of butter. As a dairy-homestead, 
it has been for a quarter of a century a model from which the 
most advanced dairy-farmer might gain many useful practical 
hints. 

The second of the Queen's farms at Windsor is the Flemish 
Farm, a name which it received when King George IV. 
established two farms at Windsor for the purpose of demon- 
strating in practice the two systems of farming—the Norfolk 
and the Flemish—then in vogue. It consists of 240 acres of 
arable and 160 acres of pasture land. she land is very heavy 
in places ; but has been much improved by a wise outlay of 
capital. As soon as it came into the hands of the Prince Consort, 
the whole farm was re-modelled. Roads were made, gorse and 
fern removed, the fields were re-arranged, and the old buildings 
gave place to a new and commodious homestead. In addition 
to this the whoie of the land was drained under the superin- 
tendence of the late Mr. Fox to a depth of four feet, at a cost 
of £3 per acre, exclusive of pipes and cartage. These im- 
provements occupy a distinguished placein the history of agri- 
cultural progress, inasmuch as it was here that the great im- 
provement in grassland by draining, chalking, and manuring 
was first demonstrated by actual experiment. 

The great feature of the farm is the homestead, which was 
erected at a cost of £6000—of which over five-sixths were paid 
by the tenant—and which was at the time regarded as the 
most complete set of farm-buildings ever erected. Many of 
the famous homesteads of England have. been modelled after 
it. It was designed for the Prince Consort by Mr. J. R. Turn- 
bull, architect, Office of Works, Windsor Castle. The simple 
style of roof, with Beedon’s patent tiles, is worthy of 
adoption in all agricultural buildings. Among the many 
accommodations are houses for dairy and breeding cows, 
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with open yards and sheds attached, covered yards for 
fattening beasts, good stable, and piggeries. The granaries 
extend over the mill, boiler and engine rooms, and lead directly 
from the threshing and winnowing machines ; the chaff and 
litter cutters are placed on @ floor over the chaff-room anda 
portion of the straw barn, so that the cnt falls ready for use in 
the covered yards and stables. Great attention has been paid 
to the ventilation of these yards by raising the roof on each 
side to givea free current of air. The thickness of the Bridge- 
water tile secures a cool temperature in summer and warmth 
in winter. 

Messrs. Clayton and Shuttleworth put’ up the whole of the 
machinery, consisting of one of their 8-horse power fixed 
steam-engines, which works a thrashing and winnowing 
machine manufactured by them ; a chaff-cutter made by Messrs. 
Corbett, an oat-and-bean-crusher by Messrs. Turner, a cake- 
breaker by Messrs. Garrett. a litter-cutter by Messrs. Ashby, 
a root-cutter by Messrs. Gardner, and a pulping-machine by 
Messrs. Bentall. 

A steam plough and engine of 12-horse power, made by 
Messrs. Fowler, have also been introduced ; and in the autumn 
as much steam-ploughing as. possible is done by it. The 
cropping is carried on in the four-course rotation. Roots are 
followed by wheat or barley—the former generally ; then 
beans, followed by oats. Besides the steam tackle, about four 
pairs of horses are employed. 

At this farm are the pure-bred herds of Herefords and 
Devons, the total amount of stock kept altogether being 
eighty-five head of cattle and forty Berkshire pigs. The whole 
farm is a good example of what a naturally bad soil can 
be made to do by improvement and skilful management. 
Walking over some of its fields in which the plongh is at 
work, one sees a yellow, plastic clay turned up to the surface— 
as unkindly a soil as it is possible to imagine, yet by drainage 
and good tillage it is made to yield thirty-six to forty bushels 
of wheat per acre, sixty to eighty bushels of oats, and large 
crops of mangels, clover, and beans. Visitors to the Windsor 
Show will find it well worth inspection as an example of how 
good cultivation can triumph over natural disadvantages. 


Is the Church of England keeping pace with the growth 
of the population? The Archbishop of Canterbury, presiding 
at Sion College, at the Additional Curates Society (for Home 
Missions), remarked that the enemies of the Church answered 
this question in the negative. He pointed, however, to the 
fact that in 1878 the number of confirmations in England 
was only 150,000, whereas last year it amounted to 217.500, 
which showed that the Church was vastly stronger to-day than 
it was ten years ago. His Grace was supported at the meeting 
by the Bishops of Marlborough and Wakefield, Canons Body 
and Ingram, Lord Cranbrook, Lord Addington, Colonel Howard 
Vincent, M.P., and others. 
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ART EXHIBITIONS. 


Of the seven or eight thousand works which, according to 
popular rumour, were crowded out or rejected from the exhi- 
bition at Burlington House, less than five hundred are now to 
be seen at Olympia. Whether the novelty of the display will 
in any way make up for its meagreness, is a question which 
we will not pretend to answer. One thing is pretty certain— 
that is that the present exhibition is, so far as it goes, an 
ample vindication of the discretion of the Council of the Royal 
Academy. On the other hand, we may be, perhaps, allowed to 
hope and to believe that amongst the many artists who failed 
to secure a place at Burlington House there are very many 
who have no ambition to ticket themselves as having been 
* rejected,” or even “ crowded out.” Moreover, without in the 
least degree wishing to impugn the good faith of the com- 
mittee, it is difficult to know how far the distinction between 
the two classes has been maintained ; for nothing is said as to 
the tests applied to the various works. It is expecting too 
much of human nature—even among artists—not to suppose 
that each exhibitor would prefer to think that his work had 
failed to finda place rather from want of space than from 
want of merit. 

Bearing these points in mind, it must be admitted that the 
exhibition at Olympia is an interesting one—not so much from 
an artistic as from a mental point of view: one is forced to 
search for the wishes and hopes of the artists in exhibiting 
their productions under such conditions. The three divisions 
under which their works are classified are in themselves 
amusing. Section I., composed of the “ R.A. Doubtful,” con- 
tains less than a hundred pictures, amongst which the most 
striking are Mr. A.G. Adam's study of * Herrings” (645), a 
really clever bit of still-life painting ; Mr. Ernest Appleby's 
* Expanse of Waters” (578), and a landscape (632) by Mr. 
Albert Stevens. 

Section IL, the “R.A. Rejected,” is more numerously 
filled and comprising nearly four hundred works, displaying 
various phases of misapplied zeal. Even here, however, 
several happy thonghts and plensant touches may be found, 
as, for instancé,in Mr. F. A. Hopkins’s “ Ferry in the Ardennes” 
(10), Mr. C. Patterson's * Return of the Flounder-Boats ” (24), 
Miss Gorst’s “Chrysanthemums” (147), Miss Jay's “ High- 
street, Hythe” (169), althongh it wants atmosphere; and 
Miss Denny Curtois’ * Reflection” (183). Among the water- 
colours, as might be expected, the level is much higher, and 
few exhibitions would suffer from the presence of such works 
as Mr. A. Stevens's “ Derwentwater ” (225), Mr. C. H. Hinch- 
cliff’s * Breton Village Street ” (222), Miss M. 8. Grose’s “ Notre 
Dame” (249) by moonlight, Miss Stewart's “ Old 
Favourites ” (248).and Mr. H. Fuller's “ View of 
St. Heliers, Jersey ” (230). 

Section ITI. consists of pictures “ which may 
or may not have been exhibited elsewhere,” a 
somewhat all-embracing title, and consequently 
bringing before the public many works with 
which it has already made acquaintance. 
Amongst these are a number of works by 
Chevalier Henry Campotosto, of which the 
Belgian country sketches are more interesting 
than the figure studies and compositions. Mdlle. 
Campotosto also contributes an exceedingly 
clever drawing entitled “ Sleep " (338n), which 
must be regarded as one of the best things in 
thegallery. Mr. Lance Calkin’s “ Two Invalids ” 
(335), a child and dog both apparently suffering 
from mumps; Mr. W. Hughes's fruit piece (350), 
Miss Harriette Seymour's collection of pastels 
applied to landscapes, and Mr. Clarence Heaney’s 
“ West Middlesex Waterway” (531), are among 
the most worthy of notice in this section. 

Should the experiment now attempted be 
repeatei, we hope that some means will be taken 
to place an exhibition of this kind under the 
more direct control of those whose position 
would give that certificate which the present 
exhibition requires to make it thoroughly 
representative. 





The Summer Exhibition of the Dudley 
Gallery Art Society (Egyptian Hall) is re- 
stricted to water colours; and, by reason of this limitation, 
not only is the level of work more uniform, but it is, at the 
same time, higher. A large proportion of the drawings, it is 
true, do not rise much above the rank of good amateur work ; 
but, as a make-weight, amateurs are often bolder than mere pro- 
fessionals. The result is a really useful collection of hints as to 
where to pass a summer holiday. We have here, practically, an 
illustrated guide to England, Wales, Scotland, and the Channel 
Islands, and everyone in doubt of what will suit him in the way 
of scenery and surroundings may findin this exhibition not only 
“aids to reflection ” but the “germs of inspiration.” The presi- 
dent, Mr. Walter Severn, confines himself almost exclusively 
to the Riviera in the neighbourhood of Mentone—hardly suit- 
able for a summer retreat; but Mr. Hubert Medlycott's 
careful sketches of the streets of Caen and of the Thames 
from various points of view, Mr. N. E. Green’s reminiscences 
of Neufchatel, Mr. Rupert Steve: s’s sunny pictures of the South 
Downs, and Mr. B. J. Donne’s still lighter skies of the 
Dolomite district, will suggest places at home and abroad 
where happy days may be spent. Of the more striking 
pictures, above the level of the rest of the exhibition, 
we may mention, in addition to the foregoing, Mr. F. C. 
Fairman’s “See What I Can Do” (33) and “Le Premier 
Déjefiner” (59) — both capital studies of cat - and - dog 
life; Miss Helen Druce’s “Kew” (48) and “Richmond” 
(56); Mr. L. Bloch’s “Fruit” (49); Mr. W. P. Nichol’s 
* Wiltshire Lane” (45); Mr. J. Vervolet’s “Street at Suna” 
(55); Mr. Rupert Stevens's “ Floods at Pulborough” (68) ; 
Miss Maud Peel's “ Springtime” (80); Mr. Reginald Barber's 
“ Brunette" (111); Mr. L. R. O'Brien's “ Westminster ” (116): 
Mr. Albert Stevens's “Autumn Morning” (103); Mr. Harry 
Goodwin's “Cathedral Stairs, Siena” (153); Mrs. J. Buchan’‘s 
“Plums” (167 and 178); Miss Celia Culverwell’s “ Port 
Aberglaslyn ” (313) ; and Miss Rose Barton’s “ Old Well ” (283), 
a very excellent study of colour and shadow. 


Mr. James Beal, of the London County Council, has been 
presented with a marble clock and a cheque for nearly £500 
by a number of his friends. 

The Committee of the Royal Humane Society have an- 
nounced the award of twenty medals for saving life from 
drowning. Two of these are silver medals—one being given 
to William Meyer for rescuing two coolies ut Singapore, and 
the other to Ishar Das for saving the life of a boy at Lahore. 

Lord Brassey made the annual inspection on June 22 of 
the boys on board the training-ship Exmouth, moored off 
Grays. The lads went through a series of manceuvres and 
exercises, including rifle, cutlass, and gun practice, swimming 
feats, and a realistic representation of the art of saving life 
in case of shipwreck, in all of which they acquitted themselves 
to the admiration of the visitors. 
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THE ‘SOUTH MAIL. 


High here among the upland moors of Lanark the evening air 
blows a peculiar freshness to the brow after the blazing heat 
of the day. The sunshine, flooding the landscape yet with its 
level light, dashes the whole with broad brushwork of the 
richest colour. Miles of alluvial grass-land glow with a 
yellow splendour unknown at noon ; while the distant woods 
and the sides of Tintock, cairn-crowned against the western 
sky, are plunged in dark shadow of purple. Trout in hundreds, 
for it is their feeding-time, are making silver circles in the 
shining surface of the river; and the banks underfoot are 
sprinkled lavishly with patines of buttercup gold. Aftera 
long day's study among dust-stained books it is the hour for a 
restful ramble by the windings of the stream, letting the cool, 
bracing air of the uplands blow from the brain the cobwebs of 
perplexed thought, and from the heart the weariness of un- 
satisfied desire. Where every breath comes balm-laden from the 
myrtle moors, while the step springs firm upon an ancient turf, 

and the landscape glows unfaded to the gaze under miles of 
saffron-clouded sky, one seems at every inspiration to drink, 

god-like, from the very Hebe-cup of health. 

No sound breaks the stillness by these fountains of Clyde, 
but the querulous “pipe-pipe” of snipe disturbed by the 
wanderer’s footstep, the shrill cry of erratic-winged plovers, 
and the soft susurrent whisper, once and again, of the evening 
breeze among the longer grasses. Nothing is here to disturb 
the pleasures of contemplative enjoyment. So one might 
think. But listen! 

Far off, repeated by the hills—that long whistle was no 
cry of snipe or curlew. It is the mail-train making its way 
south, due at 7°55, and approaching at the rate of forty-five 
miles an hour. With a low rumble growing rapidly louder 
and nearer, it comes on, sweeping round the curves of its 
lonely highway with unbated speed until, with the roar of 
wheels and the whirr of plunging pistons, it crashes past— 
the iron incarnation of modern force. Seven long carriages 
bearing her Majesty’s mails, each with the rope-net strapped 
to its side for catching the post-bags at roadside stations as it 
rushes past, the train, headed by its heavy engine, thunders 
by in a moment, followed by a whirlwind of dust; and 
presently only its white pennon of steam can be seen winding 
away among the mountains, as it hastens towards the 
south. A little longer and it will cross the watershed at 
Beattock summit, steam will be turned off, and the train will 
go crashing away towards the Border, with all the increasing 
impetus of its own momentum, amid the shadows of the 
gathering night. 

A strange sight this when one thinks of it, to be seen by 
the lonely uplands of Cairntable, stronghold of the once- 
redoubted Douglas. These border lords, who prided themselves 
upon the remote inaccessibility of their mountain fastness, 
would be strangely surprised, could they wake from their 
tombs in Melrose yonder, to behold the modern express thus 
thundering its way down past Douglasdale ; and the vaunt of 
the old Baron who replied to the threat of the English King 
with the grimly smiling assurance that “ His Majesty little 
knew the fastnesses of Cairntable” would hardly hold good in 
the face of this new invasion. The mountain home of the 
Douglas race echoes now regularly to the whistle of the flying 
mail; and every night these solitudes reverberate the iron 
thunder of wheels as there is borne southward past them the 
crowded business of a nation’s day. The ghost of the grim 
Lord Archibald, too, could it gallop again abroad in the early 


dawn, might behold another mail racing northward with a 
still weightier budget. 

A contrast striking enough even exists between the sight 
here to-day and that of fifty years ago. Then, down through 
the twilight upon the hard white highroad, it was the ring of 
galloping hoofs which was heard, and the blast of a coaching- 
horn as the Royal Mail went south. And gallant enough the 
sight was, with the gleam of scarlet uniforms and the foam 
flying from bit and flank, as the noble animals stretched out and 
the coach went dashing away among the lonely hills. But 
another thing happens now. In place of the few post-bags 
which used to be carried in a single “boot,” there are 
seven carriages full of mails and men—each a travelling post- 
office complete, busy as a hive with sorters and stampers, 
glowing with gaslight, and astir with earnest toil. For the 
vans whirled past here every night are no mere freight-cars 
carrying a dead-weight of letters to the south. While the 
writers of the correspondence sleep in their far-off homes, the 
public servants are intensely awake, and eagerly busy in the 
flying train ; and, when in the grey of morning the express 
steams slowly into London, every letter of the huge heaps 
handled will be duly arranged, and ready for immediate 
delivery by the district carriers. 

Little do the human occupants of the train see of moor or 
meadow, of moonlight on the Solway, or of sunrise on the 
Derby hills. Momentous issues hang upon the doing of their 
work, and not a second can be spared for thoughts of less 
urgent interests. Lettersare here ~pon whose safe and prompt 
arrival depends fortune or ruin, whose pages will be read with 
radiant smiles or with bitter tears. Here is the blue business- 
envelope, whose contents will send a great ship plunging across 
a thousand miles of sea; here the lawyer's communication, 
which will make a great family tremble and wither in its 
palace ; and here, along with the black-edged letter bearing 
south the tidings of a sorrowful farewell, speeds the cream- 
tinted note which will be eagerly read and kissed by the eyes 
and lips of love. Pregnant with countless thrilling dramas of 
real life, and laden with seeds whose fruit will ripen in many 
a curious and unlooked-for way, are the letter- heaps thus 
indiscriminately thrown together. Type, however, of relent- 
less fate and of the unheeding onrush of the world itself, the 
mail bears all these on, and hurries them with unfailing 
certainty towards the bourne of their intent. 

But not alone within the train are to be found the materials 
of romance. Outside, on the engine, a steady hand and a cool 
head are needed to control the fortunes of the mail. It is no 
small thing for a man to stand on that oscillating platform, 
brake-valve in hand, as the express rocks and plunges round 
curves and down gradients with the strain of metal and the 
roar of steam, keeping one eye on the gleaming lines of the 
road in front, and another on the signal-posts which con- 
stantly fly past. An exhilarating task it may seem, with 
just enough of danger about it to quicken the pulse and 
exalt life to a conscious pride of power; but even on such 
a calm summer night the post remains an anxious one. At 
any moment an emergency may occur which calls for decision 
and action on the instant. Often enough the penalty of a 
second’s indecision is death ; and at all times the.driver of 
the express carries his own life, as well as that of his com- 
panions, literally in his hand. The night, too, is not always 
calm and clear as this. Sometimes, under a heaven of inky 
blackness, while the uproar of the elements overhead is 
added to the grinding thunder of the wheels, the sight is 
blurred, and confusion worse confounded by the flash of 
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lightning and by the driving sheets of rain. Nevertheless, 
the express must hold steadily on its way, and, despite the 
dangers of the road and the elements, must deliver its 
imperious freight at the appointed time. 

Of the dramatic heroism of the rail many a story might 
be recalled, besides that told so thrillingly in verse by 
Alexander Anderson, the surface-man. Every day, as he 
passed his own home, the engine-driver of the poem was 
accustomed to be cheered by the sight of wife or child waving 
a welcoming kerchief. One afternoon, as the express flashed 
along the level towards the spot the driver’s quick glance 
caught sight of some object far ahead lying across the track. 
Off steam and on with the brakes was the word. Fire flashed 
from the shrieking wheels, and as the sharp, warning whistle 
took to the air, the spray from the steam valve showered down 
on the men. Another moment and the keen sight of the 
driver had made out the rapidly-nearing object—* It’s some- 
one asleep on the rail!” 

A few seconds more and the spot would be reached—the 
helpless slumberer cut to pieces by the wheels ; for the train 
could not be stopped. A glance ahead, and the driver's resolution 
was taken. He sprang to the side of the cab, made his way to 
the narrow platform in front of the engine, and passed his leg 
down before the buffer. On flew the train with lightning 
speed ; the obstacle was reached and passed—a touch of the 
foot had sent it safely ont of harm's way. But when the 
driver returned to his mate his face was white as death ; he 
could only say “Thank God!” The unconscious sleeper was 
his own child. G. E.-T. 

The Al Fresco Fayre and Floral Féte, the successful society 
show of the London season, is to be reproduced at Margate. in 
August, on behalf of the Victoria Hospital for Children. The 
Mayor has lent his grounds for the purpose, and there are 
already several Royal patronesses. 

At a Court of Assistants of the Sons of the Clergy held at 
the Corporation House, Bloomsbury-place, on June 22, grants 
amounting to’ £1120 were made from the Clergy Distress 
Fund, the sum given in May having been £1808. The relief 
given to poor clergymen from the ordinary funds of the 
corporation, amounting to £1925, brought up the total dis- 
tribution on Saturday to £3045. 

‘The second summer flower-show of the Royal Botanic 
Society was recently held in the gardens at Regent’s Park. 
Favoured by fine weather, there was a numerous attendance. 
The display of flowers, though not quite so extensive as on 
former occasions, was remarkable for its quality, the orchids 
being especially fine. The first prize for twelve in the 
amateur class was awarded to Mrs. Whitbourne, of Great 
Gearies, and the second to the Duke of Marlborough. Silver 
medals “— awarded to Mr. G. T. White, Mr. G. Elliotr, 
Mr. F. G. Tantz, and Messrs. Hugh Low and Co., and a silver- 
gilt medal to Mr. B. S. Williams for groups of orchids 
Pelargoniums were in great perfection, Mr. Charles ‘Turner 
easily maintaining the high reputation he has achieved 
in this beautiful class. An exceptionally fine display of 
double begonias by Mr. Henry Cannell was quitea revelation to 
many who have not watched the rapid progress that has been 
made in the development of this favourite flower. The group 
well deserved the silver medal awarded, and certificates were 
granted to four new varieties. There was a fair show of cut 
roses, and hardy herbaceous flowers. lilies, irises, and peonies 
were fully represented. 
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it, Butter, and Cheese Stand. Two Compart- 
ond glass lining to Butter. Rest Electro, £2 10s, 
it h Century Knives, 5a. the two extra. 





x 
Another Design, all Electro, including Knives, £1 10s. 





Very richly chased Vegetable Dish, with hot-water compartment, 
and ivory handie, £10 10a, 





Four Chased Solid Silver Salts and Spoons, in rich morocco 
ase, lined silk, rustic design, £3 15s. 
Six in case, £5 15s. 





“Scuttle” Sugar Basket. 
Electro-Silver, gilt inside, £1 5a. 
Solid Silver, £5. 


1 pair Meat Carvers, 1 pair Game Cary ers, and Steel, as illustrated 
1 pair Meat Carvers only and Steel 


WMAPPIN & 
POULTRY, CITY, E.C.; 18, OXFORD-STREET, WEST-END (158), LONDON, “**™***”’ 





Mappin and Webl’s New Asparagus Dish and Drainer. 
Best Electro-Silver, £2 5a, 
Pair Servers to match, richly engraved, ivory handles, £1 1s. 





Escallop Butter Shell and Knife, with 
glass lining, 12s. 6d, 
Solid Silver, £2 2a. 





Presentation Carvers in Morocco Case. 8t 
Handles. 
a 7 : 


Illustrated Price-Lists 
POST-F REE. 

For the convenience of 
Customers residing in the 
Country goods are 
forwarded to all parts of the 
United Kingdom on 
approval. 
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Full-size Oval Entree Dish. with Fluted Cover and Shell Gadroon 
Mounts, Best Electro, £4 108, 
Warmer, with Top Plate to match, £4 10s, 





Full-size Entrée Dish and Cover, Gadroon Mounts, 
£3 10a, 
Warmer to match, £3 3s, 








Registered Lemon Squeezer. The best and 
cheapest ever produced, £1 10a. Soda-Water 
Tumbler, 28. extra. 


Mieginae Tusk 

Handles. 
4400 
£215 0 


ROYAL PLATE and CUTLERY WORES, 
SHEFFIELD. 
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“My a thorough knowledge of the natural laws which govern the operations of digestion 
1 | and nutrition, and by a careful application of the fine properties of well-selected Cocoa, 
Mr. Epps has provided our breakfast tables with a delicately-flavoured beverage which may save 
us many heavy doctors’ bills. It is by the judicious use of such articles of diet that 


4 GRATEFUL, 
COMFORTING 
a constitution may be gradually built up until strong enough to resist every tendency to disease, 


Hundreds of subtle malgdies are floating around us ready to attack wherever there is a weak 
point. We may escape many a fatal shaft by keeping ourselves well fortified with pure blood 





ans 





| and a properly nourished frame,.’—Civil Service Gazette. 
























BENSON'S BOND-STREET NOVELTIES. | “xc 

































oearauninreeens In order to supply the demand of a very extensive 2 ay * : 
4 —— yeh Oriental Clientéle Mr. Benson purchases large parcels - Se, 4 Mognificet 
) SELECTION OF of the Finest Brilliants, which enables him to produce Selection 
DIAMOND ) Court Jewellery of the Newest Designs at a specially of 
JEWELRY low price. 
ON VIEW. Stars, 
Crescents, 
Aigrettes, 
fr 
& z 7 
: > = on view. 
Fine Oriental a | Suds, from £3 3s. In Brilliants, £90. In Brilliante, £50. 





Pin and Stud, 
Oriental Pearl Dumb- Fine Oriental ee 4 < 99 . 
O—O—S eam Tos Nor [we BLENOBE” JEWELRY, (2025) 


Brilliant Centre Safety Scarf Pin, £5. F her sizes. — — 
‘een ; A Constant Production of Novelties for Wedding, Birthday, and other Gifts. 
j Rec? N° aye 


ie 














Original Designs made 
to Clients’ own ideas, 








The Choicest Stock of Watch Bracelets 


i With Entourage of Diamonds, £25. 
y 
in London, from £6 6s. to £75. 


) 














£10 10s, 





Lucky Moonstone and Brilliant 
Bracelet, £5. 


A Fine £12. 
Selection of the 





Recisterco 


Lucky 


Moonstones, 





























£15. T < £15 set with 
: Screw Watch Bracelet, Gold salen Watch. Brilliants, on Brilliant Half-hoop 
£15 complete, Watch can he worn separately. : Engagement Ring, 
To be had only of J. W. BENSON. Clients’ own Watches fitted. view. £18, Moonstone and Diamonds, £13 13s. 
i Kindly mention Reference 
' when requesting Selection of Queen s Jeweller 
| ) 25, OLD BOND-STREE 
Goods for Approval. A e (By ROYAL WARRANT), ] j ry 
' 
SALT REGAL is a high-class Antiseptic Salt, possessing Hygienic properties hitherto unknown to Science. A grateful, cooling cup, developing 
Ozone (the principle of life). Will cleanse the mouth, clear the throat, sweeten the breath, and maintain a natural condition of the system. 
, j Corrects all impurities arising from the errors of diet—eating or drinking. Salt Regal has the Special property of purifying the water in 
which it is mixed. Patent Rights protected throughout the world, 
f All who value their 
eee” mr : Heaith and Comfort wiil 
FOR INFANTS AND INVALIDS, do well te give this New 
Discovery a trial. 
F 0 () D, Supplies a Refreshing, Appetising, Effervescent Drink. 


Untversrry or ABERDEEN. 
“T find it a very carefully prepared Saline. Its special feature is that it contains a small proportion” 
‘of a very useful antiseptic, the value of which in such a preparation must be very great. Its use in” 
** warm climates will be found to be most valuable, both on account of its gentle aperient qualities, ”’ 


F L Oo fe | L | N E ee Henry Tuomas Jones, F.1.C., Asst. Professcr of Chemistry. 





“* As the result of careful analysis of ‘Salt Regal’ I certify that it is in every respect a well-made”’ 





; e 2 .. ‘ ” 
preparation. It forms a pleasantly palatable effervescent drink, possessing the useful refrigerant 
FOR THE TEETH AND BREATH. - = mild laxative properties appertaining to the alkaline salts of vegetable acids, — the ozonic”’ 
- . . — *‘ character of the salt and the development of a delicate rose culour while dissolving, are novel”’ 
Is be BEST LIQUID DENTIFRICE in the “features of this preparation, which give an agreeable freshness and attractive appearance.” 
World. ; “The general character of ‘ Salt Regal’ renders it admirably adapted for domestic use, and especially ” 
j - Prevents the decay of the TEETH. “so in tropical climates.” 

Renders the Teeth PEARLY WHITE. B. H. Pavt, F.1.C., F.C.S.; Analyst, 20, Victoria Street, London, 8.W. 

' Removes all traces of Tobacco smoke. AARARABRABRAARAAAAA SE 
| - Se celia a EAA tae = beg SALT REGAL is sold in Bottles (hermetically sealed), price 2/9. It cannot be imitated 
i ohial s- a plants. Ee and stands alone. Be careful to observe Salt Regal is a delicate while powder, but it turns 
the water to a beautiful Rose Pink; unless it does this it is not genuine, and its sale should 


OF ALL CHEMISTS AND PERFUMERS THROUGHOUT THE WORLD. be at once reported to the Secretary cf the Salt Regal Co. All London and Provincial 
| 2s. 6d, per Bottle. Wholesale Houses regularly stock it. Z 
SALT REGAL WORKS, LONDON & LIVERPOOL. 


FLORILINE TOOTH POWDER, only put in glass 
jars, Price 1s, 4% If Salt Regal is not procurable from the nearest Chemist, a P.O, for 2/9 addressed to the Manacen, Salt Regal Works Liverpool, will bring a Bottle by feturn of Post. 








For Ladies’ Column, see page 834; Wills and Bequests, page 836 ; Silent Member, page 838, 
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THE LADIES’ COLUMN. 


Happy skies gave the creations of the great London and Paris 
modistes a chance to show themselves at Ascot, and the display 
of frocks was indeed a brilliant one. There was the greatest 
variety in materials and styles. Everybody may now wear 
what suits herself. The young married woman with a 
slender, graceful figure may appear in foulard or in one of the 
soft-draping silks that are so popular, while the stately 
matrons may don heavy silken attire mixed with the still 
more stately sheen of velvet, and the young girl in the glory 
of her first season is suited with mousseline-de-laine, or the airy 
silk muslin, while a printed cambric or an embroidered linen 
is not too insignificant. Gowns of all these fabrics, and of the 
many soft woollens also, were seen side by side in the inclosure. 

Foulard was notably in the ascendant. It drapes so 
prettily, and there is so much variety in the colouring and the 
patterns, that its popularity is easily accounted for. A pretty 
gown worn by the young sister of a Peeress was of dark blue 
foulard with a tiny floral pattern in white, made with a plain 
tight bodice closed at the throat and again at the waist, but 
opening in the middle to show a Directoire kilted pleating of 
white mousseline-de-chiffon—that gauzy, cloud-like fabric 
which seems hardly more solid than a spider’s web, but makes 
such beautiful drapings. At the left side of the skirt, three 
narrow panels of the same kilting appeared, divided by folds of 
the material. The hat worn with this was one of the new ones 
of plaited rose-stems, with a cluster of the flowers at the front. 
Another dress was a biscuit-coloured foulard with small pink 
strawberries patterned over it. This was made with a toreador 
vest of pink velvet, edged round with handsome beaded passe- 
menterie, and a full vest of the fonlard. A little stringless 
bonnet, entirely of pink roses, was worn with this gown. 

More stately was a grey peau-de-soie—that charming silk 
which has the close surface and dull gloss of Russia leather— 
trimmed with Irish point laid over pink. The sleeves were 
full, of the grey silk, and set into a deep tight cuff of the 
lace-covered pink; the top of the bodice was a yoke of an 
immense number of tiny pleats of grey, set into a band or 
trimming of lace which covered the bust, and beneath which 
the grey was fitted to the figure plainly andtightly. Thefront 
of the skirt was of similar minute grey pleatings, edged with 
‘ace over pink on either side. 

The revival of accordeon pleating is a feature of the 
fashion of the moment. It is certainly pretty, and a charming 
effect was produced in one gown by the accordeon pleats being 
made in a narrow striped material. The colours were helio- 
trope, or rather pale mauve, and white; the stuff, a soft silk. 
As the wearer stood still, only the mauve was visible ; but with 
every movement the white stripes showed in the folds with 
striking effect. The bodice was close-fitting, showing the 
character of the material plainly; but epaulettes of fine 
accordeon pleating, and a narrow loose vest of the same, 
caught under at the waist, gave it originality. 

A striking gown was of a big black and white check 
armure. Folds of canary yellow crépe-de-Chine formed a 
waistcoat and cuffs, and the big black lace hat was trimmed 
with white ribbon and a long spray of laburnum blossom. A 
grey frisé velvet mixed with silk of the same shade, and made 


in that Empire fashion which hitherto has been little seen in 
the open, preferring the comparative seclusion of privace 
parties, looked rather too heavy for the girlish wearer. A 
black striped moiré and brocaded silk, with revers and big tops 
to the sleeves of green velvet and a white full mousseline-de- 
soie vest, was worn with a large white hat of the open-work 
straw which is called “crochet” straw, through which the 
hair is seen. It was flat to the head in the middle, raised at 
back and front to show a small wreath of pink roses in each 
situation, resting becomingly against the red-gold hair of the 
distinguished young wearer. 

As usual, the Princess of Wales was easily first in grace 
and distinction. When I see her, I am constantly reminded of 
a visit which I paid to a photograph-shop with a young 
man who was going to live far away from cultivated 
women's society, in an African station. He wanted some 
pretty faces to remind him in his exile of what he had left; 
and he turned over a large box of portraits of all the charm- 
ing young women who let their pictured presentment be sold 
to the stranger, from duchesses to opera-bouffe prima donnas. 
But he kept returning to the portraits of the heiress to the 
throne—* Now, is not this the prettiest of them all?” he 
would say—and ultimately he bonght three photographs of the 
Princess of Wales for his ideal of womanly beauty and grace. 
As the Princess appeared at Ascot, in white poplin trimmed 
with a beautiful gold passementerie, and a little white bonnet 
of lace trimmed with osprey and diamonds, few people would 
have ventured to challenge her queendom of elegance. ¥ 

A conference of women has been held from the 25th to the 
29th of June in Paris, at which Dr. Kate Mitchell, Miss 
Balgarnie, and other English ladies have read papers. It is 
to be followed by another, more important than the earlier 
one in so far as that it is held under the direct auspiccs of 
the French Government. This begins on July 12, and is to 
be devoted specially to the consideration of works of 
philanthropy and social reform that are or may be carried 
on by women. The Government insists on two subjects 
being excluded from consideration—the political rights of 
women and their status in the family. It appears to most of 
us here that these subjects being tabooed, little remains 
to afford scope for original thought or reforming initiative 
in connection with the congress. We shall see. 

Mercy is the province of women, and, in mercy both to 
human beings and animals, women should oppose the attempt 
now being made to initiate a Pasteur Institute in London, or 
to make a large English subscription for the one in Paris. 
Mercy to animals requires the effort, because M. Pasteur’s 
practices involve killing great numbers of animals in torture 
to get from the diseased tissues the poisonous matter with 
which to inoculate dog-bitten mankind. Mercy to men 
needs it, because the “hydrophobia boom” got up to 
glorify Pasteur by his fellow-vivisectors causes the terror of 
death to fall on hundreds of people bitten by dogs, when it is 
really exceedingly rare for hydrophobia to follow a bite even 
from a truly rabid dog; and also because, according to the 
editor of the Paris Journal de Médecin, Pasteur has given 
hydrophobia to men who otherwise would not have had it, the 
dogs which bit them not being mad, while the men died after 
being Pasteurised. 


There is an attempt to deceive the public as to the value of 
the treatment by a juggle with figures. It is said, as though 
it were scientifically proved, that sixteen per cent of those 
bitten by mad dogs die if they are not Pasteurised, while only 
one per cent die if they are treated in this method. The 
falsity of the assertion, as Professor Peter, of Paris, points out, 
is as demonstrable as a problem of Euclid :—If sixteen per 
cent of the persons who have been treated at the Pasteur 
Institute would have died without the treatment, then the 
death rate of France from hydrophobia before Pasteur invented 
his plan would have been about 250 per annum. But asa fact 
the death rate from that disease for the twelve years before he 
began was only twenty-five per annum ; and since he began 
(the terror caused by his “ boom” probably helping the disease 
in nervous persons to develop) the death rate from hydro- 
phobia in France has not fallen but risen. Pasteur's 
treatment, therefore, is demonstrated not to have saved the 
lives his advocates claim. There is no escaping this “ Q.E.D.,” 
except the wild supposition is set up that just when he began 
work there was a sudden and immense increase in the 
virulence of the disease, so that, though only twenty-five 
persons died of it in 1880, over 200 would have died in 
ISS! without him—* which is absurd,” as Euclid would say. 

Precisely the same is true of England. Nearly 200 English 
patients have been treated, I believe, at the Pasteur Institute 
in Paris; but the death-rate from hydrophobia in England has 
not diminished accordingly. On the calculation of M. Pasteur, 
he has saved something like thirty English persons who 
would without him have died; but the rescue of that thirty 
does not appear in our Registrar-General’s statistices—the 
death-rate from hydrophobia in England is not reduced by 
Pasteurism. What, then, does the Lord Mayor ask us to give 
thanks to the French chemist for? One hundred and sixty 
Pasteurised persons are known to have died of hydrophobia! 

It would be wrong to call this Pasteur craze a “ medical ” 
delusion, for M. Pasteur is not a medical man, and some of the 
leading physicians in France, England, and America have 
stanchly withstood his pretensions. jut it is one of those 
delusions about medicine of which history is full, and which 
future generations, in face of the facts that I have mentioned 
above about the death rate, will marvel at this one for its 
foolishness in temporarily accepting. It would not matter if 
it did not involve terrible anxiety to mankind and torture to 
poor brutes, but that it does do this mischief makes it needful 
to oppose the propaganda which is being pressed forward by 
some persons because this professed cure is claimed as a 
vivisectionists’ triumph. FLORENCE FENWICK-MILLER. 








Sir J. B. Lawes, Bart.. having endowed the Rothamstead 
Agricultural Experimental Station with the sum of £100,000, 
for the purpose of carrying on the investigations after his 
death, has now appointed the trustees, who met at Rotham- 
stead and elected the following officers:—Dr. John Evans 
(Treasurer to the Royal Society), chairman; Sir Jobn 
Thorold, deputy-chairman; Dr. Hugo Mueller, treasurer ; 
and Mr. Herbert Cox, secretary. ‘The trustees were shown 
the experiments by Sir J. B. Lawes and Mr. C. B. Lawes, 
and afterwards discussed the steps to be taken for working 
the trust. 








THE AUTHOR OF “ HARVEST.” 








{E author of “ Bootles’ Baby,” who writes under the pseudonym of “John 
Strange Winter,” continues to witch the world with wondrous workmanship 
in tale-writing. The popularity of Mrs. Stannard—for such is the name and 

styl> of the writer—is, perhaps, increasing more rapidly since she stands revealed 
as a woman, than during the time she assumed a masculine name, and was unknown 
to critics by any other. She obtained fame as a writer of short novels long before 
her identity was discovered; and she continues to hold it by the force and 
sustained power of her genius. Notwithstanding, and in spite of her sex, her male 
are as true to life as her female characters. Moreover her male characters are those 
of a class whose private life and manners are, as a rule, the least known to women. 
The army offic*r at home and abroad, in barracks and in secluded retirement, in 
love and in deith, are depicted with equal familiarity in the bright pages of her 
numerous works. Mr. John Ruskin, the celebrated art critic, is no mean judge, as 
we all know, of literary merit and powers of observation—of a graphic pen as well 
as of an accomplished pencil, a skilful graver, or a brilliant brush. He declares 
Mrs. Stannard to be “the anthor to whom we owe the most finished and faithful 
rendering ever vet given of the character of the British suldier.” This is high but 


by no means exatgerated praise with regard to “John Strange Winter "—«although 
Mr. Ruskin is somewhat prone to overestimate as well as to underestimate those whom 
he vouchsafes to criticise. But, undoubtedly, he knows a good thing when he sees 


it, in whatever art form it is presented, whether a novel, an essay, a line engraving, 
or a painting. He has, at least, made no mixtak> this time, according to the 
concordant opinion of competent reviewers of fiction of all kinds, in whose eyes 
Mrs. Stannard continues to grow in favour. 

“Harvest,” the latest production of the gifted author of “ Bootles’ Baby,” i 
characterise! by all the salient merits of the works which have alrealy made her 
popular, without repeating their slight defects. It is her most perfect work. She 
once more introduces us to military men, but of a type distinct from any to be met 
with in her earlier writings—thus showing the comprehensiveness of her knowledge 
of the British soldier in his various moods and types. It must not be understood, 





power of description is at all times adequate, so that the scencs she depicts are 
etched deeply in the reader's mind, She never abuses this talont, however, by 
frequent display, or by writing long ambitious passages of word-painting, as is the 
manner of some. She prefers dramatic situation, and dramatic expression on the 


part of her characters, to mere scenic effect. But the stage is not crowded with too 
many figures ; there is no noise, rush,and hurry in the business. Her plots are simple 
and straightforward. There is no trick, no mystery about them. Her characters 
speak for themselves in humour and pathos, in love and hate, Explanatory detail is 


unnecessary ; no long prologue or epilogue is required. The creations of her mind 
become transparent as they gradually reveal themselves by word and deed. We are 
not burdened with moral observations. What is taught is tanght unobtrusively in 


the action of the story, not by sidecomments and sermonising. A moral there always 
is, as there must be in all written tales or dramas— cl aracters to be liked or disliked 
—to be admired with an aspiration to follow, or to be condemned with a desire to 
shun their ways. The moral of Mrs. Stannard’s tales is always a healthy one. She 
does not gild over frailties and tempt one to say,“ Evil, be thou my good.” The 
effect of all her works is to teach us to worship integrity and nobility of conduct. 
“Harvest” is indeed a delightful story, and the Hansom Cab Publishing 
Company, Ludgate Hill, E.C., did well to secure a tale by “ John Strange Winter,” 
as a variation from the highly sensational melodramatic fiction which first signalled 
the advent in England of the now well-known Australian publishers. Not that 
there is anything to cavil at. much less to deplore, in fiction of a sensational 
character, so long as it is not impure and wilfully wicked in tone. Mrs. Stann: rd, 
however, has chosen the better part. “Harvest” is an absolutely refreshing story, 
so far as its moral effect on the mind is concerned. Many, indeed, will think in 
these days, when love, marriage, polygamy, divorce, and the general relationship of 
the sexes are discussed with such freedom and license—when free-love and free 
thinking are boldly advocated—that the writer has created a heroine of unnatural 
purity, as times go. They will at least think that Rachel Power might, in the end, 
have forgiven Valentine Harrington, whom she undoubtedly loved, and pardoned 
him for his one offensive proposal on a fateful day in the past. But no! she is 
obdurate. Her moral sentiment, once deeply offended by a suggestion ona matter 
«f supreme moment to the purity which she holds inviolate, no restitution by 





however, that the manners and customs of officers and gentlemen are the only 
subjects she treats with fidelity and with a deep insight into the secret workings 
of human nature. Childlife, girlhood, womanhood, and wifehood, are subjects 
which she portrays with equal skill cnl c)xarm. Indeed, the central figure in 
“ Harvest” is a woman, around whom the interest of the tale gathers with intense attractive force os page after 
page is read of this last of her popular One-Shilling Novels. And Rachel Power is a grand gitl—tanhfal in love 
without being weak, and proud and independent as a woman should be who would command respect. She does 
not dally with life, but meets its disappointments and stern realities with unbroken spirit, prepared to do or die 
in the thick of the battle. The orphan of an army surgeon in India, she comes to England, is disappointed in | plot. 
love—the consequence of her scrupulous high-minded morality, and not apparently from lack of fidelity from a | any given time or place. 
lover—and is ignored by the relative who should be her protection. In face of all, though her heart-strings are 
now and again torn with emotion, and all the future seems gloomy, she does not sit down to idly weep. She is firm 
in her resolve to be independent, and to work nobly on in the path of virtue, and of thorough devotion to art soas | and family. 


to win herself an everlasting name. 


From what has been said it will be needless to further assure the reader of this notice that Mrs. Stannard 
possesses. toa remarkable extent, an instinctive faculty of keen observation of the varied manners and moods of 
human life in all periods of its existence. She is also quiet and appreciative of objects external to mankind, and her 





marriage can ever be rendered possible. And all this is brought out in the tale 
with the greatest delicacy of tonch and freedom from sensational romance. 
There is not a single prurient remark or carnal suggestiveness anywhere, Readers 
who took for anything of the kind in “ Harvest” will be woefully disappointed, ; 

Persons in search of a bright, admirably-told tale, full of attractive interest from the first to the last page, will 
find what they want in good measure in the little one-shilling volume, “Harvest.” It is understandable to all, for 
Mrs, Stannard’s language is simple yet forcible, and simplicity and force are also the distinguishing features of the 
No page or paragraph has to be re-read to catch its sense or to identify the character speaking or acting at 
It is the most lucid and readable of stories. No better volume of fiction we know of eer 
be selected at a bookstall to render a railway journey agreeable to the weary traveller than “Harvest.” or one 
which a man of business or pleasure can with greater delight or safety take home for the entertainment of himse If 
i This is a common experience with Mrs. Stannard’s books; with none more so than with her latest, 


“ Harvest,” which has already met with an enormons sale, It is destined to become increasingly popular, and the 


on 


sale thereof to exceed that of any of her former productions, “ Bootles’ Baby” not excepted. We cannot have too 
much of good things of this kind, and we look forward with deep longings for the time when we again hope to 
welcome a new tale from the pen of “ John Strange Winter.” 





Messrs. HUNT & ROSKELL, 


MANUFACTURING SILVERSMITHS AND JEWELLERS TO HER MAJESTY, 


156, NEW BOND-STREET, W., 


Beg to announce that owing to the death of Mr. | 
ROSKELL, Senior, and a re-arrangement of Paviner- 
ship Interests, the whole of the Stock will be offered for | 
SALE at Greatly Reduced Prices until JUNE 30 neat. | 





ALL ORDEKS ATTENDED TO AS USUAL DURING 
THE SALE. | 


DETAILS OF SALE. 
0!d Diamond Ornaments from Private Sources—of Intrinsic Value, 
Diamond Necklets from £50 to £5000. 


Rows of Fine Pearls. 


Bracelets, Brooches, Pendants, Earrings, Pins, Studs, and Rings, with 


all Combinations of Gems. 


Specimen Precious Stones of all kinds. Watches and Clocks. 
Collections of Old Snuff-Boxes, Objets d’Art and Virtu. 


Old Watches. 


Massive Silver and Gold Plate both for Presentation and Wedding 


Presents. 








SS 


RE SE TE REI R= Ro 


Sr 











A ee ae eee 


ee ee ee ee 











THE 


JUNE 29, 1889 


ILLUSTRATED 


LONDON NEWS 835 





LSS po a 











Good Complexion! 
AND LVice Hands! 


OTHING adds so much to personal attractions as a bright, clea 
complexion, and a soft ‘skin. Without them the handsomest and 
most regular features are but coldly impressive, whilst with them the 

plainest become attractive; and yet there is no advantage so easily secured. 
The regular use of a properly prepared Soap is one of the chief means; but 
the Public have not the requisite knowledge of the manufacture of Soap to 
guide them to a proper selection, so a pretty box, a pretty colour, or an 
agreeable perfume too frequently outweighs the more important consideration, 
viz.: the Composition of the Soap itself, and thus many a good complexion 
is spoiled which would be enhanced by proper care. 





A most Eminent Authority on the Skin, 


Professor Sir Erasmus Wilson, R.RS., 


Writes in the JouURNAL OF CUTANEOUS MEDICINE :— 


“epue use of a good Soap is certainly calculated to preserve the Skin in 

“health, to maintain its complexion and tone, and prevent its falling 
“into wrinkles. PEARS is a name engraven on the memory of the 
“ oldest inhabitant; and PEARS’ Transparent SOAP is an article of the 
“nicest and most careful manufacture, and one of the most refreshing 
“and agreeable of balms for the Skin.” 














(T° persons whose skin is delicate or sensitive to changes in the weathcr, 
winter or summer, PEARS’ TRANSPARENT SOAP is invaluable, 
as, on account of its emollient, non-irritant character, Redness, Roughness 

and Chapping are prevented, and a clear appearance and soft velvety condition 

maintained, and a good, healthful and attractive complexion ensured. Its agree- 
able and lasting perfume, beautiful appearance, and soothing properties, 
commend it as the greatest luxury and most elegant adjunct to the toilet. 





TLestimonial from 


Madame Adelina Patti. 


a HAVE found PEARS’ SOAP matchless for the Hands and Complexion.” 
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(SE aR eal 
PEARS’ TABLETS & BALLS: 
Transparent Is. each. Larger Sizes, ls. 6d. and 2s. 6d. 


Si) AP (The 2s. 6d. Tablet is perfumed with Otto of Roses.) 
® A smaller Tabiet (unscented) is sold at 6d. 
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Transparent 


SOAP. 














WILD ROSE POT-POURRI. 


Th & preparation is made from the petals of Wild 
Roses which grow luxuriantly in Maine, U.S.A , during 
the m mth of June, These, combined with a choice 
mixture of OF rental Pe “rfumes imported expressly for 
this purpose, produce a Pot-Pourri which will remain 
fragrant for yeara 

May he obtained 1 of I the leading Glass and Chins 
Dealers i nthe | Unite a Kingde m, oF ize eeneny oe 
Liverpool, 2s, 6d. jor Box, carriage fre 


“THE STUART ” 
POT- POURRI JAR, 


ccally Manufa a aT hy STONIER & €0., 
y 


WORCESTER ROYAL ‘PORCELAIN co. 
Richly anit told Bh mat ‘a peyiy 
t 





Height. silt, So pray y \ F lowers, None genuine without bearing 
PER AAL, No.l hm £990 £600 £600 £815 0 Signature 
— ,2 Ww £7 oo £40 £412 6 £3 30 Gut, In JO 
T-Ib ” » 3 #415 0 43 764 £310 0 £22320 ace 
TIE SLUART. 4. } £3 6 £250 £219 0 £10 0 _ 


Carriaje Paid to any part of the United Kingdom on receipt of Remitta.ce. 


STONIER “dl CO., Glass and China Dealers, 78, LORD- STREET, LIVERPOOL. 








gt AMMERERS and STUTTERERS should pay LOR'S CIMOLITE is the only 





read a book by a gentleman wh oO cure “dd himself after thoroughly harmless SKIN POWDER. Prepared by ap 
suffering ne rly forty years. Post-free for 13 stamps frov experi enced Che iets aan constantly prescribed by the most 
Mr. B. BE. ABI KY, Sherwo l, Willes ade niane, Brondes suury, eminent Skin De Post-free. Sent for 14 or 36 penny 
udon ; or stam ‘e MOST INVAI LUABLE, 
Green Bank House Hall G reen (near Birmingham). TAYLOR, Chemist, 13, Baker-street, London, W. 
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MAPPIN & ——— Fo | 


ILLUSTRATED BAG CATALOGUE (No. - ) FREE. 


OXFORD-STREET, W.; POULTRY (‘*s2itsts:™ 








DuLLDCNeS. 


BBEY, WILLIS, and CO., Wine Merchants. | MERICAN EXHIBITION of 


- Spanish Claret, “ Val de penne. A full-bodied, agree- ve DECORATIVE ART (Tapestries, Ewmbroideries, 
able dinner-wine, five years old, with perfect soundness; | Ceramics, &c.), and collection of E tchings by members of the 
strongly recommended ; high mex rica! testime “ay guaran- | Society of American Etchers, Now es at Messrs, JOHN- 
teed pure ; 10s, 6d. per Dozen. Cat alogues, &c., at 32, Great STONE, NORMAN, and Co.'s GALLERIES, 67, New Bond-strect, 
Tower. street, B.C. | wto6. Admission Is., including catale gue. 
‘ OLDEN HAIR = Robare’s “AUREOLINE 
° H 8 Z 4 - m = 

G produces the beautiful golden colour so much admired. KE A TING'S Ss POW DE R. Kills bugs, moths, 
Warranted perfectly harmless. Price 5s. 6d. and 10s, 6d., of all fleas, and all insects (perfectly unrivalled). Harmless 
principal. Perfumers and Chemists throughout the world, to eve rything but insects. Tins, 6d.and 1s, Ask for “ Keating's 


Agents, R. HOVEN DEN and SONS, 31 and 32, Berners-st., W. Powder” and insist upon hav ing it. 


WHERE TO BUY 
LOVELY 


SUMMER DRESSES 


AT FIRST COST. 


In the Highest Goes of English peess Materials of the most Exquisite Description, 
Manufactured by H PEASE and CO.’S SUCCESSORS, at their ainte. Darlington, and sold 
direct to the sabite absolutely AT vIRsT HAND and at FIRST COST 


Tennis Cloths, Zephyrs, 
Summer Flannels, Summer Serges, 


TOGETHER WITH THE CELEBRATED 


Gold-Medal Merinos, Cashmeres, 








etc., 
and 


Darlington Cross-Warp Serges. 


Double Yarns, Woven both ways of cloth, absolutely Indestructible ; 
Rain Proof, Salt-Water Proof, Dust Proof. 

The INDIGO SERGES 
Heavy Yarns to suit all seasons and all climates, 
for Ladies’, 
Unrivalled for Beauty, 


Wind and Storm Proof, 


Fast Dye, Light or 
Refined Dress 
Tourist. 


are guaranteed absvlutely 
the Perfection of 
Children’s, and Gentlemen’s Wear—Yachting, Travelling, 
Durability. and thorough Money Value. 


G2 PATTERNS ARE SENT FREE TO 
ANY ADDRESS ON APPROVAL. Any 
length is cut, and if not approved will 
be exchanged within Seven Days. ALL 
PARCELS ARE DELIVERED CARRIAGE 
- REE to any Railway Station in Great 
Britain, and to Dublin, Belfast, Cork, 
Waterford, and Limerick. 


AY. PEASE & CO'S Successors, 
Spinners and Manufacturers, 


THE MILLS, DARLINGTON, ENGLAND. 


GOODS PACKED FOR EXPORT. 
New IUlustrated Catalogue of Sixty Pages, 
Post Free. 


Fabrics, 
and the Seaside. 


“Tyeyeys 





The MILLS. DARLINGTON. 

















“It is especially adapted to those whose digestive organs 
Cha 
are weak.” —Sir ries 
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WILLS AND BEQUESTS. 


The will (dated April 12, 1884) of Mrs. Ellen Walker, late of 
Blyth Hall, Nottingham, widow, who died on Jan. 30, was 
proved on May 31 at the Nottingham District Registry by 
Lieutenant-Colonel Thomas Weldon and Mrs. Helena Rachel 
Louisa Weldon, the executors, the value of the personal estate 
exceeding £224,000. The testatrix gives her curious enamelled 
watch and chain to the Dowager Lady Galway ; £2000 each to 
Miss Huntsman, Miss Chambers, and Mrs. Fletcher; £1000 
each to Madeline Williams, Bertha Williams, and Miss Sharpe ; 
the plate, jewels, old lace, articles of virtu, and furniture to 
Mrs. Weldon. The residue of her real and personal estate she 
leaves, upon trust, for Mrs. Weldon, for life, then to her 
husband, Lieutenant-Colonel Thomas Weldon, for his life, and 
on the death of the survivor of them to their children: 

The will (dated Aug. 27, 1878), with a codicil (dated April 6, 
1882), of Mr. Whitaker Leighton Nutter, formerly. of Spring- 
field, Upper Clapton, and late of Brookwood, Hollington, 
St. Leonards, who died on March 31, was proved on May 2 by 
Mrs. Laura Harding Nutter, the widow, John Frederick 
Nutter, the nephew, and Charles James Thomas, the executors, 
the value of the personal estate amounting to upwards of 
£176,000. The testator gives £10,000 each to his nephews and 
nieces ; and £1000, his furniture and effects, and the use, for 
life, of Brookwood, to his wife ; she is also to have the income of 
£40,000 so long as she shall remain his widow, but should she 
marry again this sum is reduceable to £30,000. At her death a 
power of appointment is given to her over £20,000, part 
thereof. The residue of his real and personal estate he leaves 
between his nephew and nieces—viz., to Mrs. Mary Matilda 
Thomas, John Frederick Nutter, Mary Nutter, Anne Nutter, 
Gertrude Nutter, and Emily Nutter, as tenants in common. 

The will (dated March 5, 1889) of Colonel Samuel William 
Welfitt, J.P., D.L., late of Langwith Lodge, Mansfield, Notts, 
who died on April 25, was proved on May 25 at the Notting- 
ham District Registry by Mrs. Letitia Mary Welfitt, the 
widow, Sir Thomas Woollaston White, Bart., and John Wigram, 
the executors, the value of the personal estate amounting to 
upwards of £95,000. The testator gives £5000, any money at 
his bankers’, the silver épergne and address presented to him 
by the Sherwood Rangers Yeomanry, and all his furniture, 
plate, pictures, crops and live and dead stock to his wife; 
#100 each to Sir Thomas Whit and John Wigram; and 
legacies to his indoor and outdoor servants. The residue of 
his real and personal estate he leaves, upon trust, for his wife, 
for life. On her decease he bequeaths £1000 and annuities of 
£400 each, to his brother Walter Need, and to his sisters, Mrs. 
Lucy Hodder and Mrs. Fanny 8S. Gill; £1000 to his brother 
Thomas Need ; legacies to his nieces; and the ultimate residue, 


upon trust, for his brother Thomas Need, for life, then to his 
brother Walter Need, for his life, and then for his sisters, Mrs. 
Hodder and Mrs. Gill, in succession for their respective lives. 
Subject thereto one third thereot is to go to each of his 
nephews, William Henry J. M. Hodder, John S. Gill, and John 
Walter Need. 

The will (dated Nov. 20, 1885), with a codicil (dated 
Oct. 22, 1886), of Mr. Robert George Underdown, J.P., late of 
Northleigh, Seymour-grove, Whalley Range. Manchester, who 
died, on March 5, at Bournemouth, was proved in the Man- 
chester District Registry on May 2 by Mrs. Lydia Underdown, 
the widow, and Herbert William Underdown, the son, the 
executors, the value of the personal estate exceeding £62,000. 
Subject to a gift of £1000 and his household furniture and 
effects to his wife, the testator leaves all his property, upon 
trust, for her, for life ; on her death, £3000 is to be held, upon 
trust, for his son Robert John Underdown, and the residue 
thereof he leaves to his son Herbert William and to his 
daughters, Florence and Emily, in equal shares. 

The will (dated April 14, 1883) of the Rev. Sir Frederick 
Arthur Gore Ouseley, Bart., late of St. Michael’s College, 
Tenbury, Worcester, who died on April 6, was proved in the 
Worcester District Registry on May 13 by the Rev. Marmaduke 
Charles Frederick Morris, the Rev. John Rich, and the Rev. 
Thomas Ayscough Smith, the executors, the value of the 
personal estate exceeding £54,000. The testator bequeaths 
£8000 to the Rev. John Hampton ; £2000 to his former tutor, 
Walter Watson; £200 to Sir Walter R. Farquhar, Bart. ; 
£2000, upon trust, for Mrs. Julia Frances Jackson, for life, 
and then for her children; £2000 to Miss Eliza Onseley 
Kennedy ; his musical library to St. Michael’s College ; and 
£1000 to each executor. The residue of his real and personal 
estate he leaves to the Rev. Marmaduke Charles Frederick 
Morris, the Rev. John Rich, and the Rev. Thomas Ayscough 
Smith, absolutely, in equal shares. 

The will (dated May 26, 1883), with three codicils (dated 
Feb. 16, 1885 ; Feb. 28 and March 1, 1889), of the Rev. George 
Lambe, late of Highlands, Ivy Bridge, Devon, who died on 
March 8, was proved on May 31 by Richard Mallock and 
Thomas Nicholson Graham, the executors, the value of the 
personal estate exceeding £51,000. The testator bequeaths 
£500 and an annuity of £600 to his wife, Mrs. Clementina 
Augusta Lambe, during her widowhood ; 100 guineas to each 
executor ; and portions of £5000, upon trust, for each of his 
daughters. The residue of his property he leaves between 
such of his sons as, being younger sons, shall zot succeed, 
under the will of testator’s father, to the settled estates in 
Devon. 

The will (dated April 2, 1889) of Mr. Francis Thornley, 


J.P., late of Landore, Birkenhead, who died on April 23, at 
Algiers, was proved on May 31 by Mrs. Louisa Elizabeth 
Thornley, the widow, and Thomas Heath Thornley and 
Reginald Matthew Thornley, the sons, the value of the per- 
sonal estate exceeding £47,000. The testator gives £200, and 
the use, during widuwhood, of Landore, with the gardens and 
certain freehold land adjoining, to his wife ; £7000 to each of 
his sons, Thomas and Reginald ; and £4000 to the trustees of 
the marriage settlement of his daughter, Mrs. Margaret 
Spalding, upon the trusts contained therein. The residue of 
his property he leaves, upon trust, for his wife, for life, or till 
she shall marry again, and, subject thereto, between his 
children in equal shares. 

The will (dated April 13, 1885), with three codicils (dated 
April 13, 1885 ; July 2, 1887 ; and April 2, 1889), of the Rev. 
Benjamin Hall Kennedy, D.D., LL.D., Canon of Ely, and 
Regius Professor of Greek at Cambridge University, formerly 
Head-Master of Shrewsbury, late of The Elms, Cambridge, 
who died, at Torquay, on April 6, was proved on May 31 by 
Miss Marian Grace Kennedy, the daughter, John Lane-Kitson, 
and Anne Jemima Clough, the Principal of Newnham College, 
the executors, the value of the personal estate exceeding 
£28,000. The testator gives and devises his lands in the 
counties of Montgomery and Salop to his daughter-in-law, 
Mrs. Agnes Goodrich Kennedy, and his premises at Adcock’s 
Green, Worcester, his shares in the University Life Assurance 
Society, and Vaughan’s Mansions, Shrewsbury, and all his 
furniture and effects to his daughter Marian Grace Kennedy. 
His copyrights, manuscripts, and the contracts he may have 
with any firm of publishers, upon certain trusts, firstly, for 
his daughters Marian and Julia, and then for his daughters 
Mrs. Bunbury and Mrs. Kitson. The residue of his property 
he leaves between his four daughters. 


The Marquis of Salisbury has made his agricultural tenants 
a reduction of 15 per cent on their half-year’s rent, being the 
same amount allowed on several previous occasions. Earl 
Cowper has allowed his tenants a reduction of 10 per cent. 

The Commercial Travellers’ Schools, pleasantly situated at 
Pinner, were the scene of an agreeable gathering on June 22, 
when the annual prize distribution took place, under the 
presidency of Sir Albert Rollit, M.P. The scholars, of whom 
there are 370 in the institution, were put through a searching 
oral examination, in which they acquitted themselves ex- 
ceptionally well, particularly in the matter of French and 
German. It was stated, too, that ninety-two candidates had 
been presented for the South Kensington science and art 
examination in May, and that all but three had passed, many 
of them in advanced subjects. 
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AEMBROCATIONS® 


FOR SPRAINS, CURES, AND SPLINTS WHEN FORMING, 
FOR OVER-REACHES, CHAPPED HEELS, WIND GALLS, 
POR RHEUMATISM IN HORSES. 

FoR SORE THROATS AND INFLUENZA. 

FOR BROKEN KNEES, BRUISES, CAPPED HOCKS. 

FOR SORE SHOULDERS, SORE BACKS. 

FOR SPRAINS, CUTS, BRUISES IN DOGS, 




















“ Exceedingly good for sprains and cuts in horses, and 
also for cuts in hounds’ feet.” 
J. M. BROWNE (Major), 
Master of South Staffordshire Hounds, 


ELLIMAN’S ROYAL EMBROCATION. 


Sold by Chemists and Saddlers. Price 2s., 2s. 6d., 3s. 6d. 
Prepared only by ELLIMAN, SONS, & CO., Slough, Eng. 








VAN HOUTEN’S 


GOES FARTHEST. 


EASILY DIGESTED.-_MADE INSTANTLY. 


LANCET.—« Delicate aroma.”—"“ PURE and unmixed.” 


BRITISH MEDICAL JOURNAL.—“ tt is admirable.” — 


BEST 4 





“Flavour is perfect” and “so PURE.” 


HEALTH.—‘ purity is beyond question.” 
“ONCE USED, ALWAYS USED.” 


©. J. VAN HOUTEN & ZOON, WEESP, HOLLAND. 





PURE |“MAR 
Soluble Gear? 


G. LUXARDO, 
OCOA” <* 
Of all Wine and Spirit Merchants. 















SWEET SCENT 

LOXOTIS OPOPONAX 
FRANGIPANNI PSIDIUM | 
\ 2 May be obtained & 
Go” “Perfumers 5G 


ond gtree® 



















ELLIMANS UNIVERSAL EMBROCATION. 


RHEUMATISM. 
LUMBACO, 
SPRAINS. 











formation of 


A nutriment | am 


auis Food shouid be tried wherever other nourishment has not proved entirely satisfactory. 
It is already Cooked—Requires neither boiling nor straining—Is made in a minute. 


eAllen &8 Hanburys’ 


Infants Food 


liarly adapted to the digestive organs of Young Children, supplying all that is required for the 
fiesh and bone, Surprisingly beneficial results have attended the use of this Food, which needa 
only to be tried to be permanently adopted. 

Medical Testimony and fall! directions accompany each Tin. Price 6d., 1s., 28., 58., and 10s, everywhere. 








BRUISES, ! 
CHEST COLDS, 
SORE THROAT from COLD, VB 

STIFFNESS 2 




















Prepared only by ELLIMAN, SONS#C® Slough Eng! 


USE 
rem Y'S 
PURE CONCENTRATED 


COCOA 


To secure this Article, please ask for 
“Fry’s Pure Concentrated Cocoa.” 











A. Cameron, M.D. 





Wala 


84s., 105s. 


KINS 





¥55.0 BAG. 


: MOROCCO SILK LINED 


CATALOCUE OF BAGS POST FREE 
A CHOICE OF 300 


OXFORD ST.W 


TRAVELLING 
BAGS 


OF EVERY DESCRIPTION. 
FOR LADIES, 
very roomy, in Morocco, | NEGRETTI & ZAMBRA 
fitted complete, 42s., 63s. ; ’ 
lined Silk, and with Silver 
Fittings, 84s. ; with Silver r ’ 4h a 
and Ivory Fittings, 105s,| HOLBORN VIADUCT, E.C. 
as illustration. The best 
value ever offered. 
ba a FOR GENTLEMEN, 
BRUSHES’ E} PPO ABE) in Morocco, 
& = : Leather,Gladstone pattern, | ments, 1200 Engravings, price 5s, 6d. 
fitted complete, 42s., 63s., 


A large selection of fitted 
Bags, for Ladies and Gentle- 


THE RACES. — 
NEGRETTI & ZAM BRA’S 











eT 


CELEBRATED BINOCULARS, 


In Sling Cases. Unrivalled for Power and Definition. 
New Illustrated Price-List Free by Post. 





OPTICIANS AND SCIENTIFIC INSTRUMENT MAKERS 
TO THE QUEEN, 


Branches: 45, Cornhill; 122, Regent-street; 
Photographic Studio, Crystal Palace, Sydenham. 


‘ : Negretti and Zambra’s ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE of 
or in Hide | Meteorological, Optical, Nautical, and Surveying Instru- 


Telephone No. 6583. 
Telegraphic Address: “ Negretti, London.” 


YRICKETERS, NOTE THIS !—S. GOFF 


and CO.—Cricket Requisites 30 per Cent Under Price. 


AN 8) 8) | OSs men, from 2 to 20 guineas. Dark’s solid cane handle match-bat, usually 128, 6d., our price 
a . - 8a. 6d.; treble seam match cricket balls, 48.; solid brass top 

r GLADSTONE BAGS, HAND ash —_ stumps, specialty, 48. 6d. ; batting gloves, 

. rubber backs, 4s. ; pair gauntiets, 3a. Od.; leg guards, 

BAGS, WAIST BAGS, &e. 5s.; steam tarred cricket net, complete, with poles aud guy 


ropes, 12s, 


PA R K | l\ S GOFF, 17, King-street, Covent-garden, 
N OTICE—When furnishing send for 


ALFRED B. PEARCE’S CHINA and GLASS CATA- 





LOGUE. It is full of useful information—clear, concise, and 
AND practical—and includes nine estimates. Post-free. 
‘ 39, Ludgate-hill, (Established 1760.) 
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NEW MUSIC. 
ETZLER and CO.’§ 
NEW SONGS, 2s. net, post-free, 
JUST PUBLISHED, 
HOURS. J. L. Molloy. 
HOURS J. L. Molloy. 
New Song by this I Composer. 
Words by G. Clifton Bingham. 


I WOULD THAT THE BOATS WERE 


LIST. 


ME. 
I WOULD THAT mene BOATS WERE 
New Song t a J ute LLOY. 


Words by G. Clifton J ote od 


[PoeueLas GORDON. Lawrence Kellie. 
Words by F. E, Weatherly. 
Sung with Enormous Success by Madame Relle 
Cole, Madame Osborne Williams, Madame Schiiiter, 
Miss Je ssie Griffin, Miss Marie Curran, Miss Dorothy 
Hanbury, Madame Madeline Hardy, Miss Marguerite 
Hall, and by the composer. 


[PovGeLas GORDON. Lawrence Kellie. 


In Four Keys, D, E flat, F (Compass D to F), and G, 


I OcOcO. Mrs. Brunning Maddison. 
Sung with great success by Mr. Lawrence Kellie, 
In Three Keys, E, F (compass C to F), and G. 


“ ” “ . 
I OCOCO Truth” says: © Mrs. Brunning 
Maddison’s setting of Swinburne’s song ‘ Rococo’ 
isa Yd being original, musicianly effective, 
and tender. 


Fun CHARMANTE MARGUERITE. 
Sung with great success by Miss Liza Lehmann 
at the Monday Popular Concerts. In Two Keys, 
D (compass A to F sharp) and E, 


THE WALTZ OF THE SEASON. 
N EMORIES. Caroline Lowthian. 


Played with great success hy Mr, Liddell at all his 
engawenents, 


METZLER and CO., 


Sole Importers of the Celebrated 


Asn and HAMLIN ORGANS. 
a 
MASoN and HAMLIN ORGANS. 


MASoN and HAMLIN ORGANS, 
4 Supplied t 


Her Mose Gr ac ton Majesty 
JEEN 


Her pods al Ma aje aty 
THE EMVRESS EUGENIE, 
and Co churches, cliapels, and schools throughout the 
United Kingdom, &e. 


MASON and HAMLIN ORGANS. 
4 
MAS°N and HAMLIN ORGANS. 
a 
MASON and HAMLIN ORGANS. 
a 


Prices from £8 to £400, 
May be had on the Three Years’ Hire-Purchase System. 
Liberal Discount for Cash. 
New Illustrated List post-free, 


MAsoN and HAMLIN PIANOS, 
i THE NEW UPRIGHT MODEL, 

THE NEW BOUDOIR GRAND MODEL. 
Improved method of stringing. 


NV ETZLER and CO.’S BRASS, REED, AND 
: ry! hata INSTRUMENTS of Every Description. 
ist post-free. 


\ ETZLER and CO., 


42, GREAT MARLBOROUGH-STREET, LONDON, W, 


{MALLWOOD’S PIANOFORTE TUTOR. 
Smaliwood's Tutor Is the Best of all. 
Smaliwood's Tutor Is the Best of ali. 
Smallwood's Tutor Is the Best of all. 

2s, 6d. net.—FrRancis and Day, 19, Oxford-street, W. 


BARDS PIANOS.—Messrs ERARD, of 
18. Great Marlborougl-street, London, and 13, Ruede Mail, 
Paris, Makers to her Majesty and the Prince and Princess of 
Wales, CAUTION the Public that Pianofortes are being Sold 
bearing the name of “ Erard” which are not of their manu- 
facture. For information as to authenticity apply at 18, Great 
Marlborough-st., where new Pianos can be obtained from 50 ge. 


BARDS PIANOS. — COTTAGES, 
OBLIQU Strom 65 guiness, 
GRANDS, ‘from 125 guineas. 








from 





FOHLN | Y BROADW OoOoD and SONS, 
at Pulteney-street, London, 
GOLD Mebal INVENTIONS ix BI TION, 1885, 
.D MEDAL SOCIETY OF ARTS, 1445. 
PIANOFORTES for SALE at ime iy 20 guineas, 
P [ANOFORTES | for HIRT 





EST, “ORGANS. Over 210,000 Sold. 
Unrivalled in Tone. Best in Quality. 
Beautiful in Model and Finish. 
To be had of all the principal Musical Instrument Dealers, 


ySTEY ORGAN COMPANY 
(HODGE and ESSEX), 
abkbons- place, Oxford-street, W. 
The Largest yb ee of American Organs in the World. 


ySTEY ORGAN TUTOR. By KING HALL, 


Price 2s. &d. net. ; post-free, 2s. 10}d. 





Founded, 1438; Rebuilt, 1887. 


1 OORE and MOORE.—Pianos from 16} gs. 
4 to 108 gs. Organs from 7 gs. to 80 gs. ; Three-Years’ 
Bystem, ve 10s, 6d. per Month, or Cash. Lists ‘free. 

Ob and 105, Bishopsgate- within, London, E.C 


PLEYEL, WOLFF, and CO.’8 PIANOS. 
EVERY DESCRIPTION FOR SALE CR HIRE, 
Illustrated Lists Free. 
Sole Agenc y, 170, New Bond-street, W. 


Nl HOMAS OETZMANN and CO. 

desire it to be most distinctly naderstood that they are 

Pianoforte Manufacturers only,and that their only address is 
__. | en street, Portman- requare, London, w. 


£15. 





Good second-hand full- -compass © OTTAGE 
PIANOS, returned from hire, may now be 
obtained, acked free, and forwarded, “es 
lo MAS ORTZMANN and CC 
, Baker-street, w. 
2 On receipt of £20,a Thoroughly “sound and Dura- 
£20 ble Walnut COTTAGE PIANO, fullest compass 
© | of 7octaves, will be packed free, and sent tuany 
| Part, from 
TRONS AS OETZM ANN and CO., 
, Baker-street, W. 


2 The New  Iron-frame " COTTAGE PIANO, 
£28 7 octaves, with every improvement. One of 
adc | the best panos ever made. Drawings free, 

Thos) AS OETZMANN and CO., 
, Baker-street, W 





Trichord PIANO drawing-room model, repeti- 

tion action, grand, rich, full tone; in handsome 

Italian walnut wood cise, elaborately carved 

and fretwork front and cabriole truss legs. 

Drawings post-free. Packed free, and forwarded. 
THOMAS OETZMANN and CO, 

27, Baker- street, Portman- -equare, Li London, w. 


7 7 
D ALMAINE and co. PIANOS - AND 
ORGANS.—Absolute Sale. New Partnership. Ten 
years’ warranty. Easy terms, Cottage Pianos, & guineas, 
10 guineas, 12 guineas, &e. 
Class 0, 14 guineas, | Class 3, 23 guineas. | Class 6,35 guineas, 
Class 1,17 guineas, lage 4, 26 guineas. | Class 7, 40 guineas, 
Class 2, 20 guineas, | Class 5. 30 quinens. | Class 8, 45 guineas. 
a Organs, hy all the best Makers, from ‘a guineas 
wards, Full price paid will be allowed for any instrument 


£35. 














w thin three years if one of # higher class he taken, and will 

be exchanged free if not approved of within one month, 

IL ustrations and L 
(Established | 


rticulars post-free.—T. D’A AINE, and 
Years), 91, Finsbury-pavement, London, 





NEW MUSIC, 


PDoB!s. 
New Comedy Opera. 


By B. C, STEPHENSON and ALFRED CELLIER, 
Authors of “ Dorv' 
Now bethe Fer ed at the Ly ric Theatre 
h Great Success. 


Voeal Score ee . +. 58, Od, 
Pianoforte Solo ee ee oe +» 33, Od. 
Lyrics os ° ee «+ Os, 6d, 


1O FARE THEE ‘WELL. 
“I've Sought the Brake aud Bracken.” 
Sung by Mr, Ben Davies. | 
Twice Encored. 


HAT HAS BECOME OF THE DOOR? 


Sung by Mr. Arthur Williams, 
Encored nightly. 


(THE JUG OF BEER. 


Sung by Mr. Furneaux Cook. 
Thrice redemanded, 


HoONour BIDS ME SPEED AWAY. 
Sung by Mr. Hayden Coffin 
With Immense Success, 
*rice 2s, each net. 





[Ports WALTZ. By P. Bucalossi. 
pers LANCERS. 


Pozis QUADRILLE, By P. Bucalossi. 


By P. Bucalossi. 


[pokis POLKA. By P. Bucalossi. 
[Pokis PIANO ARRANGEMENTS, by 


Kuhe, Boyton oy Smal wood. ,and Charles Godfrey. 
*rice 2+, each ne 
CHAPPELL and Co., 50, Ne sw “‘Bond- cerest and 15, Poultry, E.C, 


TOSTI'S LAST NEW SONGS, 
V ENETIAN SONG. TOSTI. 


Sung by Miss Kate Flynn, Messrs. Courtice 
Pounds, Signor Mhanes, Isidore De Lara, 
Reginald Groome, Hirwen Jones, and Fred, 
King. 


Words by B. C. Stephenson, 
In B flat, D flat, E flat and F. 


YER YOURS SINCERELY. TOSTI. 
4 Words by Agnes Glave, 
in E flat, FandG. 


((AMMEYER AMERICAN BANJOS. 
Cammeyer Banjo unequalled. 
Prices from 5 Guineas. 
Student Banjo, 5Guineas; Ladies Boudovir, 7 Guineas, 


(GZ UITARS by PANORMO and Others. 
Old Spanish Guitars, 
Old French Guitars, 

And New Guitars at all Prices. 


Priest AWARD to CHAPPELL and CO. 
PIANOS, MELBOURNE INTERNATIONAL 
EXHIBITION, } 8x9. 
\HAPPELL and CO’S PIANOFORTES 
/ tor INDIA and the COLONIES. Tron-framed and extra 
screwed, from 38 Guineas. Testimonials and Lists, post-free, 
‘HAPPELL and CO. s IMPROV ED IRON- 
/ FRAMED COTTAGE PIANOFORTES. New Designs, 
Marqueterie panels, &c., from 43 Guinens, 


YHAPPELL and CO.S PIANOFORTES, 
/ HARMONIUMS, and AMERICAN ORGANS for Hire, 
Sale, or on the Three-Years’ System. New or Secondhand, 


({L0v GH and Ww ARRE} S CELEBRATED 

AMERICAN ORGANS, from 6duineds to 250 Guineas, 
Pronounced by the highest judges to be superior to ot others 
in quality of tone, ILLUSTRATE D LISTS, post-fre 


























| CHarrEi. Land Co., 50, New Bond-street ; and 15, Poultry, E.C, 





BRINSMEAD and GONs' 


PATENT SOSTENENTE PIANOS, 
RETU RNED FROM EIAs, 
may be purcha 
GR EATL ‘YY REDUC ED P TRIC ES. 
Iitustrate dand Priced Lists post-free on application, 
2, and 25, Wigmore-street, London, W. 


THE NORFOLK BROADS.—Mr. G. C. 
DAVIES’ HANDBOOK to these charming ak and waters, 
with all information for intending visitors, ls. 6d., with Map; 
or in cloth, with Large Plan of the Broads, 2s, an, A complete 
list of Jarrold’s East Anglian Guide- Books, Maps, &c., post- 
free.—JARROLD and Sons, Paternoster. buildings, London, E.c, | 


(HOCOLAT MENIER. 
Awarded 


the 
HIGHEST HONOURS 
AT ALL EXHIBITIONS, 


({HOCOLAT MENIER in 1b. and } lb. 
PACKETS, 


J OHN 





For 
BREAKFAST, 
LUNCHEON, and SUPPER 

MENTIER. 


Daily Consumption 
exceeds 50 Tons. 
Paris, 
London, 
New York 





CHOCOLAT 


Judai MENIER, 


Sold Ev rery where. 


PATRONISED BY ROYALTY. 
-000 SILK UMBRELLAS, 2s. 6d. each, direct 


from the manufacturer, Ladies’ or Gents’ Plain or Twill 
Silk. PARKER'S hollow-ribbed frames ; beautifully carved 
and mounted sticks. Parcel Post free, 23. 9d.(or 36 stamps), 
15,000 sold in twelve months, List and Testimonials free, 
Re-covering, &c., neatly done—J. B, PARKER, Umbrella 
Works, Broom-close, SheMeld. 





(oCKLE'S 
ANXTIBILIOUS 


Pls. 


(SOCKLE'S ANTIBILIOUS PILLS. 


FOR LIVER, 








((OCKLE'S ANTIBILIOUS — PILLS. 
FOR BILE. 





({OCKLE'S ANTIBILIOUS PILLS. 


FOR INDIGESTION, 





(oCcKLE'S ANTIBILIOUS PILLS. 
FOR HEARTBURN. 





H4* FEVER (SURED BY 
D® DUNBAR’S ALKARAM, or 


Anti-Catarrh Smelling-Bottle. 


ALKARAM ‘ H4*® FEVER. 
ALKARAM. H4*® FEVER. 
ALKARAM. H4* FEVER. 
If inhaled on the first s symptoms, ALKARAM 


will at once arrest them, an re severe cases in half an 
hour. Sold by all Chemists, 2s. 9d. a Bottle. Address, Dr.Dunhar, 
care of Mesers, F, Newbery and ‘Bons, 1, King Edward-st., E,0, 





HAT IS YOUR CREST and MOTTO? 


Send name and county to CULLETON’S Heraldic 
OMce. Painting in heraldic colours, 7s. 6d. PEDIGREES 
TRACED. The correct colours for liveries. Arms of husband 
and wife blended. Crests engraved on seals and dies, Book- 
plates engraved in mediwval and modern styles, Signet rings, 
18-carat, from 428.—25, Cranbourn-street, London, W.C, 


ry TIN Pp 
CULLETON'S GUINEA BOX of CRESTED 

STATIONERY—a Half-ream of BEST QUALITY Paper 
and SQUARE ENVELOPES, all stamped IN COLOUR with 
Crest or Address. No age og forengraving steeldie. Wedding 
and Invitation Cards, card-plate and 50 best Visiting 
Cards, 28, 8d.—T. CULLE TON Seal pene bn 25, Cranbourn- 
street (corner of St. Martin’s-lane), London, W.C, 
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B RIGHTON.—FREQUENT TRAINS. 
From Victoria and London Bridge Termini. 

Also Trains in connection from Kensington (Addison-road), 
Return Ticket-, London to Brighton, available eight days. 
Cheap Weekly, Fortmghtly, and M: nthly Season Tic kets 
Available by all Trains between London and Brighton. 
Cheap First-class Day Tickets to Brighton every Weekday 
From Victoria 10a.m., Fare 12s. 6d., including Pullman Car. 
Cheap Half-Guinea First-class Day Tickets to neeetos 
Every Saturday from Victoria and London Bridg 
Admitting to the Grand Aquarium and Royal Pav nilion. 
Cheap First-class Day Tickets to Brighton eve 5 Sunday 
From Victoria at 10.45 a.m, and 12.15 pan, Fare jos 
Pullman Cars run in trains | etween London and Brighton. 
Through bookings to Brighten from principal Stations 
On the Railways in the Northern and Midland Districts. 








UCERN E.— Hotels Schweizerhof and 
Lucernerhof. An extra floor and two new lifts added 
to the Schweizerhof. The electric light is supplied in the 500 
rooms ; no charge for lighting or service 
HAUSER ‘Furnes, Proprietors. 


MALOIA UPPER ENGADINE, 
SWITZE ‘ee AND. 

The Grand HOTEL KURSAAL, Contains over 350 hed- 
rooms, spacious and inagnificent salons, lawn-tennis courts, 
sun pavilions and shelters, glass-covered galleries, lift, band, 
electric light, Englishsystem of drainage. Boating, picnics, 
level promenades, English resident why sician, Englis 
church, Ag vy for terms and particulars t« 

re AGER, Maloja- Ruresal, Sw itzerland. 





M CBREN, Switentead. —Grand Hotel des 
a Alpes. Altitude, 1650 yards, One of the most beautiful 
spots in Switzerland. This Hotel is just rebuilt in stone, 
and has all modern improvements and comfort; electric 
light in every room. Residence of English Chaplain, Lawn 
tennis. Museum. Telephonic communication with the Hotel 
Steinbach, Lauterbrunnen. 


N EUCHATEL, Switzerland.—Grand 
1 Hotel Belle Vue. First-class. Beautiful position, 
bordering the lake. Pension prices the whole year round, 
Express train from Paris. Comfort and good cuisine, 
Omnibus. ELSKES, Proprietor. 








ASTINGS, ST. LEONARDS, BEXHILL, 
AND EASTBOURNE.—Cheap Fast Trains every week- 
day from Victoria 810 a.m. and 9.50 a.m., London Bridge &5 
a.m. and 9.45 a.m., New-cross &.10 a.m, and 9.50 a.m., East Croy- 
don 10.10 a.m., Kensington (Addison 5 a.m., calling at 
Clapham Junction. Returning by a ‘ 
Special Fast Trains every Sunday from London Bridge 
9.25 a.m., New Cross 9.30 a.m., Victoria 9.25 a.m., Kensington 
(Addison-road) 9.10 a.m., Clapham Junction 9.30 a. *m. and East 
Croydon 9.50 a.m, ° Returning by certain Evening Trains same 
day only. 
Special Day Return Tickets, 15s., 108. 6d., and 6s. 


PARIS.—SHORT T, CHEAPEST ROUTE. 
Vid NEWHAVEN, DIEPPE, and ROUEN, 


PARIS IN NINE AND A HALF HOURS, 















Special Express Day Service Weekdays and Sundays. 
Tendon to Paris (1) & 2 Class), ; Paris to London (1 & 2 Class), 
Vocorta -- dep %a.m-| Paris .. dep. 9am. 
London Briige - 9am. | London Bridge arr. 7pm 

ar arr. aap nm.| Victor . 7 p.m. 





Improved Express Night Service Weekdays and Sundays, 





London to _Paris (1. 2,3C lass). Paris to London (1. 2, 3 Class), 
dep. dep. 

Victoria (West End) 8.50 p.m. Paris (St. Lazare) au p.m, 

London Bridge (City) 9 p.m. 

arr. London Bridge (City) 2 4 

Lazare) &0 ar, _Vietori a (West End) 





Paris (St. 





JONTRESINA Engadine, Switzerland. 
Hotel Steinbock. In the upper part of Pontresina. 
Healthy situation. Moderate charges, Bath-room. Good 
drainage and ventilation. Nearest hotel to the Bernina Pass. 
Morte ratsch Glacier, and Piz Landgu: ard. 


MONTE C A RL QO. 

For a summer stay, Monte Carlo. adjacent to Monaco, is 
one of the most quiet, charming, and interesting of spots on 
the Mediterranean sea-coast. The Principality bas a tropical 
vege tation, yet the summer heat is always tempered by the 
sea-bre The beach is covered with the softest sand ; the 
Hotels are grand and numerous, with warm sea-haths; and 
there are comfortable villas and apartments, replete with 
every comfort, as in some of our own places of summer resort 
in England. 

Monaco is the ony sea-hathing town on the Mediterranean 
coast which offers to its visitors the same amusements as the 
Establishments on the banks of the Rhine—Theatre, Concerts, 
Venetian Fetes . 

There is, perkane, no town in the world that can compare in 
the beauty of its position with Monte Carlo or in its special 
fascinations and attractions—not only by the favoured climate 
and by the inviting scenery, but also by the facilities of every 
kind for relief in ° ases of illness or disease, or for the 
restoration of healt 

As a WINTER Ie ‘SORT, Monaco occupies the first place | 
among the winter stations on the Mediterranean sea-horder, 
onaccount of its climate, its numerous attractions,and the 
clegant pleasures it has to offer to its guests, which make 
it to-day the rendezvous of the aristocratic world, the spot 
most frequented by travellers in Europe; in short, Monaco 
and Monte Carlo enjoy a perpetual spring. Monte Carlo is 
a thirty-two hours from London and forty minutes from 
ice, 








NEW STORY BY JAMES PAYN. 
4 NOTICE.—THE CORNHILL MAGAZINE for JULY 
contains the commencement of a New Sertal Story, entitled 
THE BURNT MILLION, by James Payn, Author of “ By 
Proxy,” “ The Heir of the Ages.” &c. 

London : SmiTH, ELDER, and Co., 15, Waterloo-place. 








Now ready (Sixpence), New Series, No. 73, 

(HE CORNHILL MAGAZINE for JULY. 

Containing THE PURNT MILLION, by Jame Payn, 
Author of “By Proxy,” &c. Chaps. 1L—V.—PILA pa TO 
MECCA.- THE POTATO'S PLACE IN| HISTORY.—WHITE 
’.—T MUSIC-HALL 7 { paid FOOD; poe | THE 
COUNTY, Chaps. XXV.—XXVII 

London: SMITH, ELDER, oma Co., 15, Waterloo-place, 


Four NEW NOVEL S. 
BY THE AUTHOR OF “WEE WIFIE.” &c. 
TNHE SEARCH FOR BASIL LYNDHURST. 

By ROSA N. CAREY, Author of “ Uncle Max,” &c. In 
3 vols., crown 8vo, 
THE SECOND EDITION OF 
RDATH : The Story of a Dead Self.- By 
4% MARIE CORELLI, Author of “A Romance of Two 
Worlds,” &c. In3 vols., crown &vo. 
BY THE AUTHOR OF “THE DUKE’S MARRIAGE.” 
YRINCE RODERICK. By JAMES 
BRINSLEY RICHARDS, Author of “Seven Years at 
Eton,” &c. In3 vols., crown &vo, 
BY THE AUTHOR OF “RECORDS OF A GIRLHOOD.” 








FAR AWAY AND LONG AGO. By 
RICHARD BENTLEY and Son, New Burlingtof-street. 
TEW AND POPULAR NOVELS 
ready at all the Libraries. 
A roe exx TLEMAN. By Mrs. re ww bay NT, Author 
&e 
HIL, ‘ney St Lys By prs. ‘A. PRICE, duthor "of 
stic 
pg ag es Author of “ Bandobast and 
IRIS DACRE. By ALICE MANGOL D DIEHL, 
DEVERIL’S DIAMOND. 7 — INE SE RGEANT, 
Author of “ Paston Care 
and U. ASH WORTH TAYLOR, Authors of “ Allegiance,” 
“ Way far rers,” &c. 


FRANCES ANNE KEMBLE. In 1 vol.,crown &vo, 6s, 
4 PU BLISRED BY HURST AND BLACKETT. 
- s a Lover and His Lass,” “ 
aid 
Ww Th hy ERY THING "AGAINST HER. By Colonel 
Author of “ The Garden of Eden,” &c. 
A soc IAL HERETIC. By t * SHWORTH TAYL OR 
o 
Hurst and BL ACKETT, Limited, 13, Great Mar! borough-st, 





JULY NUMBER JUST OUT. 
ELDON’S LADIES’ JOURNAL. Price 3d. ; 


by post, 44d. Given away, a Paper Pattern of the 
Garibaldi Blouse, a Coloured Plate of Summer Costumes, 
Mantles, &c. Sixty Illustrations of Summer Designs, Fancy 
Work, Cookery, How to fold Dinner-Napkins, Millinery, &e. 


y ELDON’S DRESSMAKER. Price 14. ; 

post-free, 2d. A charming Coloured Plate of Summer 
Fashions givenaway. Fifty Illustrationsof Summer Designs. 
Lessons in Home Dressmaking and Millinery. 


ELDON’S BAZAAR OF CHILDREN’S 

FASHION. Price 1d. ; post-free, 2d. A Paper Pattern 

of a Girl's Seaside Fock given aw: ay ; Seventy Illustrations of 
Summer Styles, &c., for Boys and Girls. 


W ELDON’S SMOCKING. Each Part is 
cumplete. 1300 Engravings. 
Price 61; post- saree; 74d.; or the 14 
B00ks, post- -free, 78. 8d. 
Weldon's Macramé Lace. 
Weldon’s Stocking Knitter. 
Weldon’s Art Needlework. 





Parts 1 to 14 just - 


Weldon’s Netting. 
Weldon’s Knitter (3 Parts). 
Weldon’s Crochet (3 Parts). 
Weldon’s Croc met sasrame. Weldon’s Decorative Work, 
Weldon’s Patchw Weldon's Beadwork. | 
WELDON rand Co., Southam pton- -street, Strand, W.C, 











Large 8vo, pp. . 722, cloth, 8s. ; or half. bound, 10s, 6d, ” post-free. 


HOMEOPATHIC DOMESTIC PHYSICIAN, | 
Revised, with Important Additions. iy Washington Epps, 
L.R.C.P., M.R.C. i— 


The most complete popular work published on homeopathic 
medicine, specially adaeed for emigrauts and others unable 
to obtain any rey, advice | 
A complete Medicine Chest, with copy of work inclosed, | 
J. Epps and Co., 48, Threadneecdle-street ; and 170, Piccadilly. 





Price 2s, 6d., post-free, 


ISEASES OF THE VEINS, more especially 

of Venosity, Varicocele, Hemorrhoids, and Varicose 

Veins, and their Medical Treatment. By J. COMPTON 
BURNETT, M.D. 

JaMEs Eprs and Co., 170, Piccadilly ; and 48, Threadneedle-st. 





Eleventh Edition, 1s. ; post-tree, 12 stamps, 


HE HUMAN HAIR: Why it Falls Off 
Turns Grey. and the amet By Engreanon | 
HARLEY PARKER. Published 1, Claverton. 
st.,8.W, “ Everybody should read this little book.” "Scotsman. | 


Third 18s, Td. 
Return, First 58s, 3d., Second 42s. 3d., Third 33s. 3d. 
Powerful Paddle-Steamers with excellent Cabins, &c 

| Trains run alongside Ste amers at Newhaven and Diep ipe. 


Fares—Single, First 34s, 7d., Second 25s. 


PARIG UNIVERSAL EXHIBITION. 
Cheap Fourteen-Day Excursions from Victoria and London 
Bridge by the above Service every Saturday Evening. 

Keturn Fares: First Class, 3¥s. 3d.; Second Class, 30s. 3d. ; 
Third Class, 3d. 

Tickets at the same fares are also issued every Saturday 
from all other principal Stations on the London, Brighton, and 
South Coast Railway, by all Ordinary Trains to Newhaven, in 
time to connect wi th’ the above Service. 

SOUTH OF F FRANCE, ITALY, SWITZERLAND, &c. 
Tourists’ Tickets are issued enalling the holder to visit 
All the principal places of interest on the Continent. 


ok FULL PARTICULARS see Timebocks 
and Handbills, to be obtained at Victoria, London Bridge, 
on, and at the following Branch Offices, 
also he obtained:—West-End General 

s ceadilly, and &, Grand Hotel- 
; Cook's 











or any other Stati 
where Tickets y 
Re gent. cire 
T 











. wate 
_ (By ‘Ordar> A. SA 


St MMER TOURS IN SCOT LAND. 
GLASGOW AND THE HIGHLANDS. 
(Royal Route vid Crinan and Caledonian Canals.) 

The Royal Mail Steamer COLUMBA or IONA, with Pass- 
evgers only, sails from GLASGOW Daily at 7 a.m. from 
GREENOCK at 8.50 a.m., in connection with Express Trains 
from London and the South, conveying passengers for Oban, 
Fort William, Inverness, Lockawa, Sk) e, Gairloch, Lochmaree, 
Staffa, lona, Glencoe, Isiny, Stornoway, Thurse, &e. Officia 
Guide, 3d.; Ilinstrated, 64; Cloth Gilt, is. Time Bill, wifh 
Map and Fares, free from the owner—DAvVip MACBRAYNE, 
119, Hope- street, Glas SEOW. 


( \REAT EASTE RN v RAILW AY.-~SEASIDE. 
KI TOURIST, FORTNIG ,and FRIDAY or SATUR- 

AY to TUESDAY TICKETS are issued by all Trains to 
y ARMOU TH, LOWESTOFT. CROMER, Clacton-on-Sea, 

Walton-on-Naze, Dovercourt, Harwich, Felixtowe, Aldeburgh, 
Southwold, and ueeeenton, 

CHEAP DAY TRIPS to the SEASIDE.—To CLACTON-ON- 
SEA, WALTON-ON-NAZE, and HARWICH, DAILY, Icaving 
LIVERPOOL-STREET at’ 9.10 a.m., Sundays; &25 ada. on 
Mondays; and 7.8 a.m. on other days, 

For full particulars see bills 

London, June, 1880 WILL 1 AM | BIRT, General Manager. 


OT MINERAL SPRINGS OF BATH. 
Daily yield, 507,600 galls, Natural temp. 117 to 120 Fahr. 
The Baths were founded by the Romans in the First Century, 
Most valuable Hy) cases of Rheumatism, Gout, Skin Affections, 
The Baths have heen recently enlarged and perfected at great 
expense. One of the greatest hygie nic» yy sicians says: “ They 
ve the most complete in Europe.” They include The rmal, 
Vapour, Douche with Massage (by Doucheurs and Doucheuses 
from Continental Spas), Needle Baths, Pulverisation, Spray, 
Dry and Moist Heat, Humage and Inhalation Rooms. All 
forms of Shower and Medicated Baths. Band Daily in the 
Pump-room. Address Manager for every infor: mation, == 


p, AyD 0. MAIL-STEAMERS 
FROM LONDON TO 


BOMBAY, CURR ALZAR, MALTA, BRIN- E > week 
eR 7 =. Every week. 


ADE 
CALCU TTA, CEYLON, ‘COLOMO, CHINA, . 
STRAITS, and JAPAN, AUSTRALIA Every 
NEW LE At AD and Tas ANIA, and 4! alternate week. 
A 


NAPLES, to 


























DIREC T SERV ICES from BRINDISI and 
EGY PT and the EAST. 
Cheap Return Tickets. 
For Pastiqneen cons at the Company's Offices, 193, pa 
BAATON, E.C. ; a D. 5 aad 5, Cockspur-street, London, 8. 


mH YHE HIGHL AN DS_ OF BRAZIL 

SANATORIUM.— Built and conducted hy the Proprietor 
in one of the finest climates in the world for pulmonary 
plaints. For Particulars write to CNHARLES W. JoNE sq., 
29, Drury-buildings, Liverpool; or to ARTHUR E, JONES, Esq., 
The Sanatorium, St. Paulo, Brazil. 


YCEUM.—Sole Lessee and Manager, Mr. 

4 HENRY IRVING.—TO-NIGHT at Eight, MACBETH, 
Machetb, Mr. Henry Irving Lady Macheth, Miss Ellen 
Ter Box-office (Mr. J. Hurst) open Sram Ten to Five. 
Seats can also he booked hy letter or telegrs 

MISS ELLEN TERRY'S ANNUAL BENEFIT and gd 
NIGHT OF THE SEASON, Saturday Evening, JUNE 
LYCEUM. 


! OYAL SOCIETY of PAINTERS in WATER 
COLOURS.—The One Hundredand Eleventh Exhibition 
. s NOW OPEN (5, Pall-matl East) from Ten till Six. Admission 
; + Tustrates ited C ~atalogue , 18.—ALFRED D. FRIPP, R.W.S., Sec, 


THE NEW GALLERY, REGENT STREET. 
THE SUMMER EXHIBITION NOW OPEN, 
wae tA ML id 


ENZINE COLLAS. —Ask for Collas.” 
CLEANS GLOVES. LEANS DRI 8, 
CLEANS GLOVES. 
CLEANS GLOVES. 


E ENZINE COLLAS.—Buy “ Colas.” 
PAINT, GREASE, 

PAINT, GREASE, 

CLOTH, &e. 


BEX ZINE COLLAS. —Try ‘ * Collas.” 
See the word COLLAS on the Label and Cap. 
Extra refined, nearly odouriess, 
On using becoming quite odourless. 


BENZINE COLLAS. — Ask for “ Colas” 
Preparation and take no other. 
Sold everywhere, 6d.. 1s., and 1s. 6d. per Bottle. 
Agents: J. SANGER and SONS, 489, Oxford-street, 


H OOPIN YG-COUGH. 
CROUP. 
ROCHE’S HERBAL EMBROCATION, 
THE celebrated effectual cure without 
internal medicine. Sole Wholesale Agents. W, 
EDWARDS and SON, 157, Queen Victoria-street, London, 


whose names are engraved on the Government Stamp, 
Sold by most Chemists. Price 4s. per Bottle. 
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Ss. 
CLEANS DRESSES. 
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FROM FURNITU RE, 


























Just published, demy &svo., 1 rice 6s., 


Bey caine -HOMCOPATHIC MEDICINE 
Count MATTEL. Authorised translation hy R. M. 
Theoba la, M.A., M.R.C.S., @ representative of the Count in 
London. 
London: mare STOTT, 370, Oxford-street, W.; or pes be had 
f the Translator, 5, Grosv epor-street, 
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THE SILENT MEMBER. 


The sun-rays, darting through the stained-glass windows of 
the House of Lords full on the Ministerial bench, seemed to 
make glad the hearts of the Prime Minister and his colleagues 
on the Twenty-fourth of June. The Marquis of Salisbury 
conversed gaily with the Duke of Rutland; and ever- 
green Lord Cranbrook—evergreen only in the perennial 
sense of the term—fairly beamed as Lord Cross, his 
usual grimness relaxed, and quite festive in his white hat, 
presumably communicated to the Lord President of the Council 
the latest joke from the India Office. The front Opposition 
bench was tenanted only by Lord Herschell and the Earl of 
Derby. Not upon an Opposition leader, however, did it 
devolve to rouse Lord Salisbury from his sunny interval 
of relaxation, and to recall to his mind the troublous and 
alarming condition of Continental politics. The noble Marquis 
was indebted to a Conservative Peer for the performance of 
this duty. 

The well-considered and prudent answer Lord Colchester 
elicited with respect to Crete from Lord Salisbury, may be 
said to have justified the confidence which is, on the whole, 
reposed in his Lordship’s conduct of the affairs of the Foreign 
Office. Lord Salisbury declared the reports of intentions on 
the part of various Powers to annex Crete to be “absolutely 
without foundation.” Moreover, a high compliment was 
paid to her Majesty's representative in- the island. Our 
Consul at Crete, in the opinion of the Premier, performs 
his delicate duties with a judgment and an assiduity 
which has had the effect of throwing oil on troubled waters. 
This reassuring statement delivered in Lord Salisbury’s 
impressive and clear manner, the Head of the Government was 
saved further catechism by the adjournment of the House. 

The Lord Chancellor and Lord Salisbury made praiseworthy 
appearances the next day as land-law reformers. It was 
greatly to the credit of the Prime Minister and of Lord Hals- 
bury, considering the formidable nature of the opposition 
against the Government Land Transfer Bill, that they should 
have strenuously and steadfastly supported a measure which is 
not only likely in itself to be of signal advantage to landlords 
and tenants alike, but is also full of promise of a laudable 
desire on the part of the Administration to deal justly with 
the other branches of the land question, too long neglected 
on this side of St. George's Channel. 

The Duke of Beaufort and the Marquis of Bath led the 
crusade in the Lords against the Land Transfer Bill, the 


rational object of which is to facilitate and cheapen the pro- 
cess. His Grace moved that the Bill be read a third time that day 
three months, and it was plain that the noble Duke represented 
the sentiments of a large number of Peers. But Ministers 
were strengthgned by the support of Lord Selborne and Lord 
Herschell, and were doubtless influenced by pressure from the 
Liberal Unionist chiefs generally. The Marquis of Salisbury 
was, at any rate, induced to lift his voice, and to remind the 
House that “ with great power comes great responsibility. We 
are presenting to you a measure which we believe will conduce 
largely to the happiness of the people of this country, and largely 
also to the prosperity of the owners of land—which we believe 
will remove one of the greatest causes of odium from our present 
landed system, and one that threatens its existence. We 
earnestly ask you not to take from us the power of carrying 
this beneficial reform into law, and not to place on this House 
the ominous responsibility of standing between the people of 
England and this great advantage.’ The response was a 
majority of nine in favour of the third reading—113 against 
104 votes. 

The Commons—that is, the great majority of members— 
remain true to their custom of bestowing the maximum 
amount of attention on the daily questions, two-thirds of 
which are utterly needless, and the minimum on legislation. 
It is a cheap and easy way of getting your name into print, 
this “ heckling" of Ministers; and, this object attained, the 
general body of hon. members troop out of the House to devote 
themselves to private business or private pleasure; leaving 
barely a quorum to aid Mr. Smith and his colleagues on the 
Treasury bench to push through measures or secure money 
votes. 

The First Lord of the Treasury, under these circumstances, 
discharges his duty with punctilious regularity. Take, for 
example, the sitting of the Twenty-fourth of June (when Mr. 
Leonard Courtney, cast by Nature for the réle of Speaker, had 
not only to take the place of Mr. Peel, absent through indis- 
position, one learnt with sincere regret, but.also had to preside 
later on as Chairman of Committee). Compressing his lips, 
and looking the embodiment of official gravity and sound 
common-sense, Mr. Smith excelled in the exemplary art of 
economising words when he replied to the interrogations put 
to him. The right hon. gentleman had, with, regret, to 
announce the abandonment of the hope of bringing in the 
District Councils Bill ; and he tersely replied to the queries of 
Mr. Gladstone respecting the course of public business. 

Mr. Chaplin, possibly as a candidate for the new post 








of Minister of Agriculture, was conspicuous in his corner 
seat on the front bench below the gangway when the House 
subsequently went into Committee on the Board of Agriculture 
Bill. There was, generally speaking, a beggarly array of 
empty benches. To keep Mr. Smith, Mr. Balfour, Mr. Akers- 
Douglas, and a few other Ministers in countenance, there were 
Mr. Heneage, Sir Lyon Playfair, and Mr. H. Fowler on the 
front Opposition bench. A few amendments having been 
fruitlessly moved by Mr. Heneage, Sir E. Lechmere, and Mr. 
H. Fowler, the measure was ordered to be reported, amid 
cheers—a notably appropriate proceeding on the open- 
ing day of the splendid Jubilee Show of the Royal 
Agricultural Society at Windsor. Mr. Balfour tarried to 
successfully conduct the Bann Drainage Bill through its 
second reading, which was secured by the good round majority 
of 146. From these figures it will be seen the Government 
are as strong as ever in Parliament. It should be added that 
Mr. Cunninghame Graham on the 25th of June had a lively 
skirmish with Mr. John Morley, apropos of the Swiss Labour 
Conference, to which the Government will send a delegate 
unfettered by Socialistic fetters. 


Mr. Frederick Adolphus Philbrick, Q.C., of the South- 
Eastern Circuit, Recorder of Colchester, has been appointed a 
Royal Commissioner of Assize at the Summer Assizes. 

The deaths registered in London in the week ending 
June 22 were 1243, being 181 below the average in the corre- 
sponding weeks of the last ten yeurs. 

The committee of the Exhibition of the “ English Humour- 
ists in Art” entertained a large number of guests, on June 25, 
at a conversazione in the galleries of the Royal Institute of 
Painters in Water-Colours. 

Under the title of “ Tuppins and Co..” a new piece, by Mr. 
Malcolm Watson, was brought out at St. George's Hall on 
June 24. It wasquite successful, ripples of laughter following 
the evolution of the well-conceived plot. Mr. Corney Grain’s 
clever sketch, “My Aunt’s in Town,” brought the entertain- 
ment to a pleasant close. 

A dinner was recently held at the Holborn Restaurant 
in aid of the funds of the Pawnbrokers’ Charitable Institution, 
the chair being taken by Mr. R. Percy Attenborough. The 
object of the meeting was to raise £3000 to complete a fund 
of £5000, which the committee require to convert some 
houses on their estate at West Ham into shops. The subscrip- 
tions amounted to £2417. 








PETER ROBINSON, Oxford-st. 
ANNUAL SUMMER SALE. 
({OMMENCING Monday, July 1. 


Circular forwarded on receipt of post-card. 





ANNUAL SUMMER SALE. 


PARIS EXHIBITION SILKS 

CHINA FLORAL SILKS, from ls. 
BROCADED SATINS, 20 Designs, 2s. 6d. 
FANCY BROCADES, 3s. 6d. to 10s. 6d. 

All Lengths under six yarils half-price. 
FLORAL PONGEE SILK COSTUMES, 35s. 


September next, and during the remainder of the season their very 


THE MEXICAN > 


Messrs. RITTENER & SAXBY, ,THE MEXICAN | 


Importers of Modern and Antique Porcelaines, 


Of 41, ALBEMARLE-STREET, PICCADILLY, W.,| six roms « ove.» wiv 


| Prevents the Hair from falling off. 
Restores Grey or White Hair to its ORIGINAL 
COLOUR, 


or even white linen. 
Shoukl be in every house where a HAIR RENEWER 


| Beg respectfully to announce that they will retire from business in is needed. 


OF ALL CHEMISTS & HAIRDRESSERS, price 3s. 6d. 


se NOTICE. 


obtained in New York from the ANGLO-AMERICAN 


Saino BURIESUM, Caled. | valuable stock of Modern and Antique Porcelaine will be sold at an\ rue wexicax MAIR RENEWER may now be 





ANNUAL SUMMER SALE. 


5000 Unmade DRESS ROBES, from 10s. 6d. 

5000 Good Usefui DRESS LENGTHS, from 5s. 
500 Pieces SUMMER TWEEDS, &c., half-price. 
200 Pieces PRINTS, SATEENS, &c., from 24d. 


2000 Muslin, &c.. Embroidered ROBES, half price. ° ‘ * + . ye p 
| from the best Manufacturers, suitable for Wedding Gifts, Birthday 


5000 SKIRT LENGTHS, from Is. the Skirt. 


PETER ROBINSON, Oxford-st. 





ANNUAL SUMMER SALE. 


SERGE, BEIGE, CANVAS, &c., COSTUMES, 21s 
850 CHILDREN’S COSTUMES, 5s. 11d. 
LACE, NET, &c., EVENING DRESSES, half-price. | 
100 PRINT COSTUMES, l4s. 9d. 


417 LACE, SILK, PLUSH, &¢., MANTLES, trom | articles of general utility, including some very fine old specimens of | 


28s. 6d. 
WwW Cok - a ACKETS, 10s. 6d. 72.2 : 
350 Coloured, Tallor-Made JACKETS, 108.6. | Writ, Dresden and French Dessert Services, and Candelabra. 


PETER ROBINSON, Oxford-st. 
ANNUAL SUMMER SALE. 





| 
300 Lyons SCARVES. BODICES, &c., from 10s. 9d. ha ve 
50 SATIN, SILK, &c., TEA-GOWNS, from 49s. 6d. 
Hand-Beaued JERSEYS, rich designs, from 10s. 91. 
New Art PONGEE SUNSHADES, from 10s, 9¢. | 
Paris Suede GLOVES, 6, 8, and 12 Buttons, Is. 03d. 


and Drawing Rooms. 


ENORMOUS REDUCTION FOR CASH ONLY. 


The collection comprises both Modern and Antique Porcelaine 


Presents, and Articles de Luxe for the Decoration of Reception 


been made to meet the requirements of the times. 


Messrs. RITTENER and SAXBY beg to thank their numerous | 


DkrvG Co., 217, FULTON STREET, and all Druggists. 


ADVICE TO MOTHERS 


MRS. WINSLOW’S 
SOOTHING SYRUP 


FOR CHILDREN TEETHING. 


. a 1) . 2 ’ y, io 
A Iso a super b collection of Jeu el Caske fs and Greatly facilitates the process of Teething, by softening 


the gums, reducing all inflammation; will allay ALL 





| Boxes, Dinner, Dessert, Breakfast, and Tea Services, and other | pats and spasmodte action, and is 


SURE TO REGULATE THE BOWELS. 
Depend upon it, Mothers, It _ give rest to yourselves, 
| RELIEF & HEALTH TO YOUR INFANTS. 


The stock has lately been revalued, and considerable reductions | Sold by all Chemists, ct 1s. 14d. per Bottle. 


THe “UIPUT? 


4 





Lieu" EB mmpues . 











y OSE, SILK BS ZELS, 1s. 0) 1. | Y, , e ° ° ’ 
THREAD HOSE, SILK TORSand HEELS, Is-%. | Customers for their patronage in times past, and assure them that | 
| 


PETER ROBINSON, Oxford-st. 


ANNUAL SUMMER SALE. 


250 BOYS’ WASHING SUITS, 2s. 11d. 

380 Pairs Ladies’ DRESS SHOES, from 2s. 11d. 

ART NEEDLEWORK all Greatly Reduced. 

Nottingham LACE CURTAINS, from, per pair, 
5s. 11d. 








Real GUIPURE CURTAINS, from, per pair, 12s. 9d. 


CARPETS and RUGS at lowest prices. 


PETER ROBINSON, Oxford-st. 


WORTH et CIE., 


ARTISTES EN CORSETS. 


Ca 


“ART WHEN 
STEPS NATURE 
IN 





FAILS.” 


CORSETS made from measurement, and specially 
fitte!, from 24 to 10 guineas. 

CORSETS and SUPPORTING STAYS, for De- 
formities, Curvatures, Spinal Complaints, and Defects 
of the Figure, under medical supervision. 

SELECTED FRENCH CORSETS, from 1 guinea, 

Full Descriptive Circulars and Measurement Forms 
on application. 


131, NEW BOND-STREET, LONDON, W. 


COVENTRY MACHINISTS’ ‘ox7""" 


a visit to their Show-Rooms will repay them, as the whole of the 
very large and unique stock will be offered at prices which cannot 


fail to be salisfuctory to the purchasers. 


RITTENER & SAXBY 
4], ALBEMARLE- STREET | 


Five Minutes’ Walk from Piccadilly - circus. 
J J 


PICCADILLY, W. 


Established 1797. 





Messrs. 
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Ty Special Appointment to H.R.H. THE PRINCE OF WALES. 


“CLUB” VY 


\") CYCLES. | 


“aactew'" cis 4 = THE LEADING MACHINES 


£ oat £14 ios. 
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N's war 
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“a gwift” balety, No.1. 
- ¥ He: 3 


INNEFORD'’S FLUID MAGNESIA | 18. . 
Works; COVENTRY. Lonoow: 15 416, HOLBORN VIADUCT. Mancuester: 9, VICTORIA BUILDINGS. 


The best remedy for Acidity of the Stomach, Heartiurn, 
Heatache, Gout, and Indigestion. and safest apericnt for 
delicate constitutions, ladies and children. Uf all Cheinists. 


Catalogues Free. Any Machine supplied on our GRADUAL PAYMENT SYSTEM. 





Price 165 6 ¢.—with soft Leather Case & Cord 
The “LILIPUT” ts a very useful, light, but strong 


vest-pocket Field and Opera Glass. Its particular and 
newly-invented Perfect Achromatic Combination Glasses 
are made in accordance with the directions of the Tech- 
nical Artillery Commission Office of Poitiers (France), 
and render the “ LILIPUT ” equal if not superior to all 
the large and cumbersome glasses generally used in the 
Army, Travelling, Theatres, Races, &¢. 50,000 in use all 
over Europe. Thousands of best testimonials. 


Illustrated Catalogue sent free on demand. 
EB. BRAUVUSS & Co., 
60, HAYMARKET, 8S.W. 
Parnis—4, AVENUE DE LA REPUBLIQUE, 





SOZODONT, the Fragrant Liquil Dentifrice, is a 


hotan'cal preparation of wondrous eMecacy in Preserving 
and Beautifying the Teeth, Rescuing them from Decay, and 
rendering them as White as Alabaster, It is a Toilet Luxury 
of which all should avail themselves. The unpleasant odour 
communicated to the breath by catarrh, bad teeth, &c., is 
entirely obviated by this fragrant and salutary antiseptic, 


Price 28. 6d, Sold every where. 
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SUGAR, 


EFFERVESCING 


COLOURED SYRUPS, | 
STIMULANTS 

















EXPERIENCE shows that "ot Effer- 
vescing Coloured Syrups, Mild Ales, Port 
Wine, Dark Sherries, Sweet Champagne, 
Liqueurs, and Brandy are all very apt to 
disagree; while Light White Wines and Gin 
or Old Whisky, largely diluted with Seltzer | 
Water, will be found the least objectionable. | 


ENO’S “FRUIT SALT” 


Is peculiarly adapted for any CONSTI- 
TUTIONAL WEAKNESS of the LIVER. 
It possesses the power of REPARATION 
when DIGESTION has been DISTURBED 
or LOST, and places the invalid on the 
RIGHT TRACK to HEALTH. 


JEOPARDY OF LIFE, | 
THE GREAT DANGER OF DELAY. 


You can change the trickling stream, but 
not the Raging Torrent. 
WHAT EVERYBODY SBOULD READ. 


How imp nt to have at hand some simple remedy, such 
os EXOS PIRUIT SALT to check di ~ease t the onset | For 
this is the tin th little trouble you can change the 
! nountain stream ; but not the rolling 
rivet - cannot s nm ently impress this important inforn 
na ‘ e is contemplated, see ' 

ENO'S Piet IT SAL f be your companion When you fee 
of sur yet wnable te why, it is areal necessity t« 
ors as imple re nedy ut hand “that will answer the ver e 
end, With &@ positive surance of doing good in ¢ 





1 t n he comme 
well 1s I will wait and see ue haps [ shall be bette 
morrow wh re is » had a suppl UT ENOS FRUIT SALT 
heen at bind, and 1 made of it ‘at th onset, all calamitous 
results might ha ve bee nay vided 


USED my FRUIT SAL T freely in my last 
severe attack of fever.and I hay reason tu say it 
saved my life.—J. C. ENO 


Hew Kandahar was won. 
[DURING the late Afghan War 


\ TE were before Kandi thar and had been 


reconnoitr 


(HE enemy's position with 

( YOLONEL M-—'s splendid cavalry regiment, 
WHEN, to our merriment, 

(poe Colonel produced a bottle of 

Xxos “FRUIT SALT.” 

TA KE, he said, an old soldier's advice. 
So. to please him, we emptied the bottle. 
W E certainly slept soundly, and awoke fresh 


rpwo days afterwards, tho Colonel said at 
you fellows leughed at me 
ABOUT ENO'S ~ FRUIT SALT,” 
,UT it was mainly through that stuff I gave 
you did such splendid deeds that day. 
DERSONALLY, said the Colonel, I never felt 


better, and so du the off of my reziment, 


ANP we were ready to encounter half-a- 
dozen Ayool $ 


AF TER that the Colonel was 
LW ATS ¢ alled | “OLD ENO.”’—From “ Mess | 


Vubl.shed by Simpkin, Marsiall, 


4 Ste ‘ ry teus 
ani Co, 
( ‘AUTION.—Examine each Bottle, and see 
the Capsule is marked “ENO'S FRUIT SALT.” With- 
out it you have heen imposed on by a worthless imitation, 
Sold by all Chemists 
Prepired only at Eno’s” Fruit Salt" Works, London, S.E., by 


O}SORDERED STOMACH a BILIOUS ATTACKS, 


Gentleman writ 2 elve enths 
a one f th Sid “of thi VEGETABLE Moro. \ un. 
hesitatingly recommen their use in preference to any b t 


"W al froegne atly neconjunetion 
with a om cnet Kno's ‘Fruit Salt Yours erate fully, 
Oxe Wito K SOoWs 
A NATURAL MOTO: Eno's “Vegetable Moto” 

(or MOTO PILL) price 1s, 1}1, 


ENO’S “FRUIT SALT” WORKS, LONDON, S.E, 








SUMMER Ph 


= ESS. REDFERN are now prepared with 47 

: their Original Designs for the ame. 47 S 
The Collection contains some very pre-t a 
moiels in Foulard and Thin Fancy 
Materials suitable for smart 
Gowns for THE 


BAVAL REVIEW 


AND 


HENLEY, 


\ a ~ of ' 
sie i ° 
-ATTERNS & SKETCHES F 
pinay FREE 7 rs Y A C Hy < % i N G, 
APPLICATION. 
7 oh. EN N IS, &. 


















Special Cloths and unique ‘colourings | are constantly being 


made for the u use of REDFERN only. 
26 & 27, CONDUIT- STREET, ) 


Communicating with ; LONDON, W. 
27, NEW BOND-STREET, 
Alco Cowes, Paris, Nice, Ncw Yerk, Edinburgh, and 57, Cross-ftreet, Manchester. 





“Don't put off till to-morrow the duties of to-day,” Buy a cake of Sapolio at once, and 
clean your house. Cleans Paint, Marble, Oil-cloths, Metals, Bath-tubs, Kitchen Utensils, 
Lavatories. Useful all over the house for all cleaning except laundry. Sample (full size 
cake) sent post-free on receipt of 34d. in stamps by 

ENOCH MORGAN’S SON’S COMPANY, 47, Farringdon-street, London, E.C. 


ADAMS’ S THE OLDEST AND 
FURNITURE 





“THE QUEEN” 
Feels no hesitation in recommending its use.— 
Dec. 22, 1883. 
Sold by Grocers, Ironmongers, Cabinetmakers, 





O L| S . Ciinet, Se. ‘ Wi ' " ft. HOVENDEN and oe 
| | a a ‘holesale Agents: R. HOVENDEN and SONS, 
# Maxvractony: VALLEY-ROAD, SHEFFIELD. | 9; g go, gerners-street, W.; and 91-95, City-road, E.C. London. 





Rowlands 
Kalydor 


Is most cooling. soothing, and refreshing for the 
face and arms of al! exposed to the hot sun and 
dust. It prevents and 


REMOVES SUNBURN, 


Tan. Freckles, Roughness and Redness of the Skin. 
soothes Insect Stings, Irritation, &., and pro- 
duces a fair and 


DELICATE COMPLEXION, 


Bottles 4s, 6d.; half bottles 2s. 24. 


MACASSAR OIL 


prevents hair falling off or becoming dry in hot 
weather; aleo sold in a Golden Colour. Bottles 
3s. Cd.; 78.; 10s. 6d. 


Whitens the teeth and 
prevents decay. 2s. 9d. 








Ask Chemists for 

Rowland’s. By post 
for 3d. extra to A ROWLAND & Sons, 20, Hatton 
Garden, London. 


UMBRELLAS: 
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GSEVERY UMBRELLA FRAME You BUY 


S.FOX &'COLimiTED 


¢ PATENTEES & SOLE MANUFACTURERS OF ALL 
STERLING IMPROVEMENTS IN me RAMI 


T; . 
RADE ae 











Lain ain anal 


SAMUEL FOX & Co., Limited, have 

added to their celebrated frames 
decided improvements (protected by 
Letters Patent) which give inereased 
Stability and greater Neatness to the 
Umbrella. 


SAMUEL FOX & Co., Limited, manu- 
facture the Steel specially jor all 
their frames and are thus able to 
provide exceptional quality at a 
merely nominal price over inferior 
makes. 





NUDA VERITAS HAIR 


RESTORER. 


What will Restore the HAIR OF YOUTH? 


NupA VERITAS—NAKED TRUTH. 


vor 22 years is has never mi ed 






iriant gro rowth, 1s permane nt, and 
perfectly harmless, 

In Cases, 10s. 6d.; of all Hair- 
dressers and Chemists. Circulars 
m application 
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SAFE GUARDS FOR HEALTH 


washed with it is purified and sweetenec 
t destroys all germs of diseas arbored in dirt, 
ona removes accunulations of e 
The Healthiest, Sweetest, Hawpiest Homes are 
those where HU DSON’S SOAP is in daily use, 


THE LAUNDRY. 

Lawns, Laces, Linen, Shirts, Co‘lars, Sheets, 
Table-Cloths, Towels. &c., keep a good colour if 
regular'y washed with HUDSON'S SOAP. 
Hudson's leaves no Smell. Excellent for washing 
Flannels aud Woo:len Underclothing. 


PURE LINEN. 

Clothes washed with HUDSON'S SOAP are 
beautifully sweet, wholesome, lily-white, and fresh 
as Sea I’reezes. No fraying of the Clothes. 

No Hard Rubbing, Scrubbing, Brushing or 
Straining necessary. 


KITCHEN. 


Everything should be systematically cleansed and 





HUDSON'S SOAP is a protector. Everything | 


sweetened with HUDSON'S SOAP. It removes Grease | 


from Stove Tops, Cooking Ranges. Kitcheners, Hot 
Plates, &c. Copyer and Enamel'ed Pans are not 
likely to burn if scoured with HUDSON'S Soar, 


The Order of the Day in 


Sen ae - S Ay N'S* 


A Pure Dry Soap, in Fine Powder, in 1-'b., 
- LATHERS FREELY, SOFTENS WATER. . a a a 
Upson's SOAP Money & Time S Work & en ver, a Glass ani 
Reward t China Save = inweun Daily ene sewarded With Purity, Health ond Satisfaction. 





“PUBLIC HEALTH. 
DAILY REGULATIONS. 


NURSERY. 

The Nursery Floor should be regularly scoured 
with HU psoy’s SOAP. It will dry quickly and the 
room will be sweetened ond parthel. Also Baths, 
heeding Bo:tles, and all Nursery Utensils. 


t OMESTIC SANITATION. 

The water in which HUDSON'S SOAP has been 
used for Washing, Cleansing, or Scouring should be 
poured dewn Drains, &c. The Dirt adhering 
to the Vans, Pipes, Bends, &c., will be effectually 


| removed, Disease prevented, and who:esome 


Dwellings ensured. 


£ PARKLING GLASS. 

Bright China. HUDSON'S SOAP saves the 
Gradiory of “Washing-up,” Removes Grease 
from Glass, Chins, Dinner-Ware, Knives, Torks 
Spoons, &c., with less liability to breakage, 

Leaves No Smell, 
SCOURING. 

Fase, Speed, Pleasure and Economy with 
HUvson’s SOAP—very little Scrubbing and no 
Drudgery. Stone Steps, Balconies, and Window- 
sills will always look nice if washed down with 
Hv psoN's SOAP, 

Hudson's removes all obstinate Dirt. 

Greasy marks and stains disap; ear like magic, 


every well-governed Home 


3-Ib.. and 3-1b. Packets. 








hail AY Hull ; ‘ 
lil bil i Ha Wins aS 
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By Royal 
Special Appointment. 


* 
ft FOR SUMMER WEAR. 
No Article woven for Ladies’ Dresses equals SPEARMAN’S 
Serges in general utility: they are woven in ROYAL NAVY 
avs 






J Prices, 1s., 18. 3), 1s. 6d, 
23. Lid. the yard. For Children’s wear, either Gi 
they are_mest useful. Very excellent qualities a 
factured forGentlemen’s suits and Boys’ hard wear, price, 54in., 
from 2s. lld. the yard. Pray send for patterns direct to 
SPEARMAN’S, PLYMOUTH, who cut any length and supply 
Ladies and Gentlemen, and Families themselves. 


SPEARMAN % SPEARMAN, PLYMOUTH. 


N.B.—By special arrangements, made to suit the require- 
ments of our large trade, we are enabled to prepay the 
carriage of all parceis in Great Britain and Ireland. Export 


freights at low rates, 
BELTS 


Price 3ls, 6d. 








S WAN BILL 


(Registered). 





“Nothing can be better. The Swanbill Silk Elastic Belt isa 
real comfort.”—Court Journal 

“The Swanbill Belt I recommend to all young mothers, for 
nothing tends toage a woman so muchas the loss of symmetry 
of ficure. By 3 van may almost retain her 
natural maiden form, even t gh the mother of a large 
family.”—Madame Schild’s Journal. 

Send Size o faist, with P.0.O. on 179, Sloane-street, 
Illustrated Belt and Corset Key pust-free. 

ADDLEYWY BOURNE, 
LADIES’ WAREHOUSE, 
174, SLOANE-STREET, BELGRAVIA (late of Piceadilly). 


124-Page Illustrated Catalogue to March 31, 1889, now ready. 
a (THE ( YUN OF THE PERIOD.” 
I TRADE MARK. KEGD. 
HONOURS, PARIS, 1878. 
DIPLOMA & MEDAL SYDNEY, 1879, 
AND CALCUTTA, 18834. 














3 DE 
BME ATENT 

COMBINED WITH 

6. £.45 
TREBLE GRIP (5-E.LEWISe: 


accidental discharge impossible. 


With intercepting Safety Bolt, rendering an 


E. LEWIS'S TREBLE GRIP, combined 
A @ with Ansonand Deeley’s Locking, Cocking —_ Auto- 
er placed in 






A special plain q 
. “The Gun of th 


on honours. W 
f th rice 









il —s 
b] 
Dr. Laville’s 
(perfe etly harmless ), 
FOR CURE OF 
treatment.” 
ROBERTS & CO., 76, New Bond-street, London. 


(; THE UNFAILING 
UT & RHEUMATISM. 
TIME-CHECKING MACHINES 


SPECIFIC 
“A single bottle sufficient for two to three months’ 
as the Pamphlet) of the Agents, 
For ALL PURPOSEs. 








Absolute Accuracy. 
Great Economy. 


CHECKS OVERTIME WORKED. 


Indicating, Counting, and Clock- 
work Mechanism a Specialty. 


EXPERIMENTAL WORK FOR INVENTORS 
CONDUCTED. 








Patent Business transacted by 
W. M. LLEWELLIN, C.E. 
LEWELLAN MACHINE .Co., BRISTOL. 


~ KINAHAN’S 
LL 


WHISKY. 





ALL NEW ART SHADES. 


Iodds 


TINS, from 6d 
rd Enaniel. auperior 


The moet reliable H 


even, brilliant, glossy surface, like polishes hare 
durable, most « I nd ean I 
and the numer yh ject ‘ 


¢ f t 
“ . kine 





: 
2 


Warranted’ net to 
Fer f ecorating by stencil 
and 2*. BATH 


\ ' I 
h Pink, Sca Green, la. and 


White, Azure Blue, F! 
¥ post, 3d. per tin extra 
MANU FACTURERS, 


WILLIAM R. TODD & SON, HULL. 


pi 
EXAMEI 
28. ; or free 


Guaranteed Non-Potsonous. 





Che 





KODAK—On Board Ship 


Kodak 


\ ITH this Camera is presented an entirely 

novel and attractive system of Amateur 
Photography, by which the finest pictures may 
be taken by anyone having no previous knowledge 
of the art, and without the necessity of dark room 
or chemicals. 


The comparative size of the Kodak is shown 
in the accompanying illustrations. 


AS A TOURISTS’ CAMERA 


It is unrivalled. No cumbersome tripod or plate- 


holders are needed. It is carried like an ordinary 
field glass, and with it may be photographed 
objects moving or at rest, landscapes, animals, 


interiors of rooms, or cathedrals. 


ONE HUNDRED EXPOSURES 


may be made consecutively. 


THE KODAK 
Offers Novelty, Beauty, and Usefulness. 








PRINCE HENRI D'ORLEANS has used the Kodak 
“The results are marvellous. 
The enlargements which you sent me are superb.” 


and writes us saying : 


Full Information and Samples of Work done by the 
Instrument will be furnished upon application, er 
a Personal Inspection may be had at the Office of 


THE EASTMAN DRY PLATE & FILM CO., 115, Oxford-street, London, W. 





ANNOUNCEMENT OF 





GREAT 


Will be found in 





PETER ROBINSON'S 


ANNUAL SUMMER SALE 


AT REDUCED PRICES, 


On MONDAY, JULY 1, 


AND FOLLOWING DAYS, 


At the MOURNING WAREHOUSE, 


296 to 262, REGENT-STREET. 


Goods being considerably Reduced for 
this IMPORTANT SALE, 


BARGAINS 


every Department, the 








GOLD MEDALS, 


CONCENTRATED 


Tins is. 6d, 


1884, and 
1886. 2s. 6d. 
wre OBTAINABLE 
ey ee EVERY WHERE. 
<= COCOA <= 
pa FOR INVALIDS. 
MOST DELICATE 
— AND M i [ B CHILDREN 
REQUIRING (Patent). AND ALL OF 
NO DIGESTIVE WEAK 
EFFORT. SAVORY & MOORE. LONDON. DIGESTION. 



















ATT ER MIGHTIER S THAN LTHE SWORD 


ALL POSTED Peg 


The 














THE BALL-POINTED PENS never scratch nor 
spurt; they hold more ink and last longer. 
Six sorts—fine, medium, broad—6d. and 1s. per box. 
“ FEDERATION ” 
prevent the pen from blotting, but give a 
firm grip. 
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PATENT CORSETS 


ARE THE BEST. 


IZOD’ 





Prepared by a New ana Special Scientific Process. 


1ZODS constts Medical opinion recommends them 


for the Health. Public opinion all 
over the world unanimous that 
they are unsurpassed for Comfort, 
Style, and Durability, Sold all 
over Europe, and everywhere in 
India and Colonies, Name and 
Trade-Mark Anchor on every pair 
and box. Ask your Draper or Out- 
fitter for 1ZOD’S make; take no 
other, and see you get them, as bad 
‘| makes are often sold for sake of 
| extra profit. Write for our sheet of 
drawings. 

EB. IZ0D & SON, 

30, Milk-street, London. 
Manufactory : LANDPORT, HANTS. 


| OSBORNE, BAUER, AND CHBESEMAY’S 


“ INCOMPARABLE 
SMELLING SALTS.” 


(Lately styled INEXHAUSTIBLE) 
AS SUPPLIED TO THE QUEEN, 
Invaluable in Hot Assemblies. Always Refreshing. 
Of great value in the k-r . The Best Conipanion at 
he y any heated Assembly 
Bottles 1s., 18, 6d., 28,, 
or sent post free for stamps from the 
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HAVE YOU 
RHEUMATISM, LUMBAGO, BRONCHITIS, 
COLD, COUGH, OR A PAIN ANYWHERE? 


Then get at once an 


ALLCOCK’S 
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PLASTER. 


And when you ask for it ses that you get it. 
Insist on having 


Take no other. 
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ASTHMA, CHRONIC BRONCHITIS 


BRONCHITIC ASTHMA, HAY FEVER, and INFLUENZA. 

The “ Lancet.” — A convenient and valuable remedy.” 

Dr. Thu rowgood, 61, Welbeck.—" Pure spasmodic Asthmaand 
Asthma due to Emphysema of the lungs with co-existent 
bronchitis alike appear to me to be materially relieved by the 
Ozone Paper 

Harrison Weir, Esq. 
Asthmatic affection ; 
permanent relief.” 

2s. Od. and 4s, 6d. per Box, of all Chemists; or from the 
Proprietor for the amount in stamps or P.O.O, to any country 
within the Postal Union. 


R. HUGGINS, Chemist, 199, Strand, LONDON. 





“ Your Ozone Paper has got rid of my 
it is the only remedy which gave me 
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WHO BEST CAN SUFFER, BEST CAN DO.—smiiton. 


The Victorian Reign is unparalleled in the History of Great Empires for its Purity, 
Goodness, and Greatness ! ! ! 


WHAT ALONE ENABLES US TO DRAW A JUST MORAL FROM THE TALE OF LIFE? 


Were I asked what best dignifies the present and consecrates the past; what alone enables us to draw a.just moral from 
the Jale of Life; what sheds the purest light upon our reason; what gives the firmest strength to our religion; what 
is best fitted to soften the heart of man and elevate his soul,—I would answer with Lassus, it is 


HX PERIEN C E..Lord Lytton. 


“J. C. ENO. QveEEn’s Heap Hotret, NEwcastLE-vPon-TyneE, June 4, 1877. 

“ Srr,—Will you to-day allow me to present you with this Testimonial and Poem on your justly celebrated Frurr Sart? Being the writer for several first- 
class London Magazines, and my occupation being a very sedentary one, I came here for a few weeks, in order to see what change of air would do for me, and at the wish of 
some personal fru nds of mine here, I have taken your Fruit Satz, and the good results accruing therefrom have been my reason for addressing you.— 

“T am, Sir, yours truly, A LADY.” 


The Appetite it will enforce, 
And help the system in its course; 
Perhaps you've eaten or drunk too much ? 
It will restore like magic touch. 
Depression with its fearful sway, 
It drives electric-like away ; 
And if the Blood is found impure, 
What effects a perfect cure ?— 

Why, Eno’s Famous Fruit Salt! 


As sunshine on fair Nature's face, v ERE 
Which dearly do we love to trace; 3 
As welcome as the flowers in May, 
That bloom around us on our way; 
As welcome as the wild bird’s song, 
Which greets us as we go along; 
As welcome as the flower’s perfume, 
That scents the air in sweet, sweet June, 
Is Eno’s Famous Fruit Salt! 





Cool and refreshing as the breeze, 

To Headache it gives certain ease; 

Biliousness it does assuage, 

And cures it both in Youth and Age; 

Giddiness it will arrest, 

And give both confidence and rest; 

Thirst it will at once allay, 

And what's the best in every way?— [IVAN AN yA 
Why, Eno’s Famous Fruit Salt! [i7/\ ih iy are’ | 


Free from danger, free from harm, 

It acts like some magician’s charm; 

At any time a dainty draught, 

Which will dispel Disease’s shaft ; 

More priceless than the richest gold 

That ever did its wealth unfold; 

And all throughout our native land 

Should always have at their command 
Eno’s Famous Fruit Salt! 

















through woe that we are taught to reflect, and gather the honey of wisdom not 
from flowers but thorns.”—Lorp Lyrroy. 


AT HOME, MY HOUSEHOLD GOD; ABROAD, MY “VADE MECUM.” 


NOBILITY OF LIFE. 


A GENERAL OFFICER, writing from Ascot on Jan. 2, 1886, says :—‘ Blessings on your 
‘FRUIT SALT’! I trust it is not profane to say so, but in common parlance, I swear by 

it. Here stands the cherished bottle on the chimneypiece of my sanctum, my little idol—at 
home my household god, abroad my ‘vade mecum.’ Think not this the rhapsody of a 
hypochondriac. No; it is only the outpouring of a grateful heart. The fact is, I am, in 
common, I daresay, with numerous old fellows of my age (67), now and then troubled with a 
tiresome liver. No sooner, however, do I use your cheery remedy than exit pain— Richard is 
himself again!’ So highly do I value your composition that, when taking it, I grudge even 
the sediment that will always remain at the bottom of the glass. I give, therefore, the following 
advice to those wise persons who have learned to appreciate its inestimable benefite— 

When Eno’s Salt betimes you take | But drain the dregs, and lick the cup 

No waste of this Elixir make ; Of this, the perfect pick-me-up.” 
WRITING again on Jan. 24, 1888, he adds :—“ Dear Sir,—A year or two ago I addressed you in 


rTaE SECRET 





grateful recognition of the never-failing virtues of your world-famed remedy. The same old 
man in the same strain now salutes you with the following— 


When Time, who steals our years away, Eno’s Fruit Salt will prove our stay, 
Shall steal our pleasures too, And still our health renew.” 


FEVERS, BLOOD POISONS, &c.—“ Eeyrt, Carro.—Since my arrival in Egypt, in 

August last, I have on three occasions been attacked by fever, from which on the first 
occasion I lay in hospital for six weeks. The last attacks have been completely repulsed in a 
short time by the use of your valuable ‘ FRUIT SALT,’ to which I owe my present health at 
the very least, if not my life itself. Heartfelt gratitude for my restoration and preservation 
impels me to add my testimony to the already overwhelming store of the same, and in so doing 
I feel that I am but obeying the dictates of my duty.—Believe me to be, Sir, gratefully yours, 
A CoRPORAL 19TH HussARs.—May 26, 1883.—Mr. J. C. Eno.” 


OF SUCCESS. 


STERLING HONESTY OF PURPOSE, WITHOUT IT LIFE IS A SHAM. 


“ A new invention is brought before the public, and commands success. A score of abominable imitations are immediately introduced 
by the unscrupulous, who, in copying the original closely enough to deceive the public, and yet not so exactly as to infringe upon legal 
rights, exercise an ingenuity that, employed in an original channel, could not fail to secure reputation and profit.””-—Apams. 


CAUTION.—Examine each bottle, and see the Capsule is marked “ ENO’S FRUIT SALT.” 


Without it you have been imposed upon by a worthless imitation. Sold by all Chemists, 


PREPARED ONLY AT ENO’S “FRUIT SALT’ WORKS, LONDON, S.E., BY J. C. ENO’S PATENT. 





0 AID NATURE in CHILDHOOD, MIDDLE AGE. or ADVANCED LIFE, without force or strain, ure BWO’S “VEGBSTABLE MOTO” (a simple Vegetable Extract) 
occasionally a desirable adjunct to BNO’S “FRUIT SALT.” They perform their work “silently as the twilight comes when the day is done” ; and the patient is much astonished 
to find his bilious attack, &c., has completely fled before the simple and natural onslaught of the Moto. You cannot overstate their great value in keeping the Blood pare and preventing disease. 


ENO’sS 


“WEGETABLE MovTo.”” (uz 


IMPORTANT TO ALL LEAVING HOME FOR A CHANGE.-ENO'S “FRUIT SALT” and BNO’S “VEGETABLE MOTO” ought to be kept in every house 
and every travelling trunk, in readiness for any emergency. 


Disordered Stomach, Seaside and Bilious Attacks. 

A GENTLEMAN writes : “ Dec. 27, 1887.—After twelve months’ experience of the value of 
the ‘ Vegetable Moto,’ I unhesitatingly recommend their use in preference to any other medicine, 
more particularly in bilious attacks ; their action is so gentle and yet so effective that nothing 
equals them in my opinion. They have never failed to give the wished-for relief. I take them 
at any hour, and frequently in conjunction with a small glass of Eno’s ‘Fruir SALt.’—Yours 
gratefully, Ong WHo Knows.” 


“PREPARED ONLY AT ENO’S 





A Gentle and Corrective Action. 
“My Dzar Sir,—I have taken many antidotes during my life to cause an action on the 


bowels, but the general effect of your ‘ Vegetable Moto’ is happier in more ways than one; I 
find them gentle and corrective in their action, and in some mysterious way helpful alike to the 
stomach and liver. I like to have them always at hand.—yYours, N. B. C., Strand, W.C., 
| Sept. 13, 1886.” 
Zno’s “Vegetable Moto” of all Chemists, price is. 1\)d.; post-free, is. 3d. 


“FRUIT SALT” 


WORKS, LONDON, S.E. 
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THIS WONDERFUL MEDICINE 


Is the most marvellous Antidute for.Bilious and Nervous Disorders; the premier Specific for 
Sick Headache and Indigestion; and is found efficacious and remedial by female suifvrers. 


BEECHAM’S PILLS; 


So long pre-eminent for their. hes : $ ifo «eivinge. properties 
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- ‘SUNDAY. “MORNING.” 
FROM THE, ORIGINAL PAINTING B¥-SHARP,-IN THE POSSESSION | OF THE PROPRIETORS OF 
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HE play was ‘‘Hamlet,’’ and the great Montgomery Bassett, who was 
nowhere more popular than at the Surrey, held a transpontine audience 
spellbound in the fifth act. ‘The fatal fencing-match with Laertes was 
approaching, and the blackavised monarch drank to Hamlet, but not from 

: the poisoned bowl. The lords and ladies of Denmark looked on at the 
scene with a curious want of interest, like spectators of waxwork. The duel 
began, Mr. Bassett and Laertes crossed rapiers, and the Courtly attendants 

were forgotten by the audience. 

‘* Me darling,’’ whispered one of the ladies of the Court to another, ‘‘I feel as if I 
should drop. Put your arm round me, there’sa dear! I believe I’m dying!” 

‘* Nonsense !’? the woman appealed to whispered swiftly back, but she put her arm 
about her slighter companion all the same, and the two nestled together in attitudes some- 
what more natural than those of their compeers. 

The poisoned sword scratched the fated Prince. Then came the tussle and the 
change of rapiers. Laertes was down, groaning his last confession. The Queen-Mother 
had drunk of the poisoned goblet; and the Prince, mad for vengeance, stormed at the 
King with death in his hand. Nobody had an eye for the two supernumerary ladies; but 
the stronger of the two felt the other’s figure dragging heavily upon her arm, and, looking 
down upon her, saw her face all lax and grey beneath the necessary paint. Hamlet took 
an unconscionable time in dying, and even when the potent poison had quite o’ercrowed 
his spirit, he displayed an unexpected vigour and muscularity. 

‘* The rest is silence!’’ the great man moaned at last. The curtain unrolled itself 
slowly in the breathless, awestruck stillness of the house, and the roller fell with a dull 
thud upon the boards. The dead Prince recovered himself with dignity, and strolled to 
the prompt side, to stand in readiness for his call, brushing the dust from his Court suit 
as he went. The noise of applause filled and shook the house. The little Irish super- 
numerary lady hung limp and unconscious in her supporter’s arms. The supers, under 
cover of the prodigious noise in front, were trooping from the stage, calling to one another 
as they went. One paused in the act of passing the fainting woman. 

** Hillo, Nelly! what’s the matter here? Who is it? Poor little Mrs. Desmond? I 
thought she was looking seedy.”’ 

‘* Help me to carry her up-stairs,’’ said the other. 

‘*She’s no great weight,’’? the man answered. ‘‘Let me get my arms round her. 
There you are. Where do you dress?” 

‘* Tn the ballet-room,’’ the woman answered. 

‘* All right, I’ll bring her along.”” He bore the slight and wasted figure easily up two 
flights of narrow stone stairs, between a bare, whitewashed wall and black iron railing. 
The air was nauseous and heavy with the smell and smoke of burning oil from the lamps 
which hung at intervals along the passages. The woman, leading the way, struck open a 
door at the end of the corridor, and a chorus of female voices shrilled ‘‘ Who is it ?”’ and 
somebody from within, with a half shriek of laughter, slammed the door and pressed 
against it. 

‘*Mrs. Desmond has fainted,”’ said the woman from without. ‘‘ Deecy has carried her 
up-stairs.’’ A 

Half a dozen women, in as many degrees of dishabille, were in the corridor in a 
moment. The man, being relieved of his burden, sped away in search of a glass of 
brandy, and was back in a minute or two. Meantime, one of the dressing-room windows 
had been opened, a keen wind battled with the stifling air, and a smart sprinkling of 
rain-drops, with here and there a snowflake, came in with it. 

** Cover her chest and shoulders,’”’ said one. ‘‘ She ’s consumptive, poor thing! 

**She ’s coming to,’’ said another. ‘‘ She’ll be all right in a minute.”’ 

** She ’ll be all right when she’s buried,”’ said a third ; ‘‘ but never before.’’ 

The speech sounded brutal, though it was spoken in pure pity. The man had knocked 
at the door, and had passed in the glass of brandy. Somebo ly held it to the sufferer’s 
lips, and poured a few drops beyond them. The complexion below the rouge and bismuth 
began to look less ghastly, and by-and-by, with the aid of her stage companion’s arm, 
she gained her feet, and made her feeble way towards a chair. She sipped the remainder 
of the brandy, crying in the meanwhile out of mere feebleness, and then, still assisted 
by her companion, found strength to change the attire of Denmark’s Court for the 


” 


[Al Rights of Dramatisation and Adaptation strictly Ieserved.] 

















dress of common life. She came out then as a decidedly 
Irish little person—pretty in a faded way, and having about 
her, in spite of her meagre shawl and shabby bonnet, an air of 
gentility and refinement. 

“*T don’t know how I'll get home to-night, Mrs. Elsworth,”’ 
she said weakly. 

“I'll take care of you, dear,’’ said Nelly. ‘It isn’t very 
far. A cup of warm. tea and a night’s rest will get you up 
again !”’ 

‘“*T don’t think anything will ever set me up again!” said 
little Mrs. Desmond, crying. ‘‘ Nobody knows, Mrs. Elsworth, 
how ill I feel. I’m not like some of ’em—I ’ve not been accus- 
tomed to hardships.”’ 

‘* Ah, my dear,’’ returned the other, ‘‘ it’s bitter to come 
down in the world. But you have one consolation: it isn’t 
your own fault! ”’ 

She heaved a sigh as she spoke, and then went on with her 
dressing with a manner of subdued resolution which had in it 
something very striking and significant. The two women were 
alike together in their neat and well-ordered poverty; but 
beyond that one point of union the contrast between them was 
strong enough to be even remarkable. Poor Mrs. Desmond’s 
pretty Irish eyes had had all their colour washed out and their 
light quenched by a year or two of easy tears, and her beauty 
had long since gone to mere rags and tatters of itself. The 
other, though her elder by a year or two, was a regal creature 
still. In spite of her subdued and gentle manner, there was 
something of an air of being untamed about her. A certain 
imperiousness of tone, glance, and gesture, broke at times 
through the restraint which poverty or will had put upon her. 
She might have been, perhaps, eight-and-thirty years of age, 
allowing discount for hardship and suffering; but her mag- 
nificent black hair had kept its lustre, and her movements had 
lost but little, if anything, of the elasticity of youth. 

‘*You bear it better than I do,’ Mrs. Desmond moaned 
behind a doubtful handkerchief. ‘It’s clear you’ve been a 
lady, tew, my dear; but ye’re stronger than I am, and I 
doubt if you’ve had as much to put up with.”’ 

‘** Perhaps not, dear,’’ Mrs. Elsworth answered with another 
sigh. ‘* Are you ready? The man’s waiting to put the lamp 
out. 

The other occupants of the room had left some time before. 
The two groped their way along the darkened staircases and 
corridors, where the lights were already extinguished, and, 
skirting the deserted stage, made their way towards the street. 
The rain pattered swiftly on the stones of the flagged court, 
whitened with intermingled snowflakes as it fell, and half 
obscured the yellow glare of light from the public-house 
opposite. 

‘What terrible weather for the end of April!” said 
Mrs. Desmond, shrinking back on her companion’s arm. ‘I 
shall be catching my death in it, I know I shall.”’ 

There was no help for it, and they went out into the storm. 
The wind caught them both with a sudden fierce gust, and 
swept them into the doorway of the public-house facing on the 
street. A cabman, waiting in its shelter, staring mournfully 
across the watery curtain at his horse and cab, planted at the 
kerb, stood out in the rain to make room for them. 

‘This is nice weather for young ducks, aint it, ladies ? 
Three hours I been here waiting for a job. Just as the theater 
closes another chap drives up and takes off the only chance 
I ‘ve seen to-night.’’ 

*‘It isn’t a nice world for poor folks to live in,’’ said 
Mrs. Elsworth. The cabman looked at her and shook his head 
in desponding agreement. He looked as if, under fitting 
provocation, he could have been a jolly fellow; but he was 
blue with cold, and his features were curled into an expression 
of weary scorn. 

‘I sha’n’t be able to get home to-night,’ said Mrs. 
Desmond. ‘I should die before I got half-way.” 

‘Tell you wot,’’ said the cabman: ‘‘I’m pretty sick o’ 
stopping here. I’m as likely to get a fare as I should be in 
the middle o’ Sahairey. I'll give ye a lift, if you like. 
Where d’ ye live ?”’ 

‘*In Angel-lane,’’ responded Mrs. Desmond, eagerly. 

‘* Why, that’s only four or five hundred yards away,”’ said 
thecabman. ‘‘In you get. The ’oss’ll be glad of a chance 
to stir his cirkilation.”’ 

They were in the very act of thanking him, and he was 
bustling towards his seat, when the doorkeeper ran down the 
courtyard, bellowing ‘‘ Cab!” 

‘** Where for ?’’ said the driver, pausing midway across the 
pavement. 

‘** Bloomsbury-square,’’ returned the doorkeeper. 

The two women shrank back into their shelter, and 
Mr. Montgomery Bassett, wealthily lapped in a sealskin great- 
coat, with the assistant-doorkeeper holding an umbrella over 
him, appeared upon the street. The cabman threw up the 
window and opened the doors of his conveyance, and, groping 
in the interior, produced a rug. 

‘*You know these ladies, don’t you, Joe?’ he asked 
addressing the assistant doorkeeper. 

““Yes,’”’ the man answered with a sideway glance, ‘I 
know ’em.”’ 

‘* They ’ll give you that to-morrow night,’’ said the cab- 
man, holding out the rug, ‘‘and I’Jl call round for it. It’s 
better than nothing,’’ he added apologetically, ‘‘and if you’’— 
turning to the doorkeeper—‘‘ was to chuck in your umbrella, 
they ‘d get home pretty dry.”’ 

‘** And I should get home pretty wet,’’ returned the door- 
keeper. ‘‘ Get along, cabby ; Mr. Bassett ’s waiting for you.” 

The great man’s noble tones were indeed heard in re- 
monstrance against delay, rolling out into the night like the 
voice of a prosperous and well-fed lion. The cabman mounted, 
awoke his horse by a touch of the whip, and drove away. Mrs. 
Elsworth wrapped the rug about the figure of her shivering 
companion, and led her out into the bitter weather. 

The promised cup of tea and night’s rest did no more than 
might have been expected from them. The resources of the 
Three Blind Mice Coffee-House in Angel-lane were not rich in 
comfort, and the two women could afford no firing. Mrs. 
Desmond was torn by a racking cough, and in the morning 
was too weak to rise. Her companion waited upon her with a 
constant, tender assiduity. 

‘I don’t know what makes you so good to me, 
Irish lady said over and over again. ‘“‘ Ye’re 
sister than a stranger.”’ 

**You’re in trouble, dear,’’ Mrs. Elsworth would answer 
her. ‘‘ That should be enough to make anybody kind to you.” 

Once, in her naive Irish way, Mrs. Desmond, in the course 
of the morning, said: ‘*‘ Ye didn’t greatly care for me when I 
was well, and ye can’t like me the better for being a trouble 
to you. It’s only your own good heart that makes ye so kind 
to me.”’ ; 

‘Why shouldn’t I like you?’ the other answered. “I 
always liked you, Mrs. Desmond.”’ 

**Call me Norah,” said the sick woman in impetuous Irish 
fashion, ‘‘ and let me call you by your Christian name. I’d 


” 


the little 
more like a 


like to feel as if I had a friend again before I died, and if I 
was long for this world I ’d love ye to the day of my death for 
what ye’ve been to me ever since I went to the theatre. 


” 


Ye ‘ll let me call you Nelly, won't ye, darling ? 
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‘Call me Ella,” Mrs. Elsworth answered. ‘That is my 
name.” 
‘* Ella, dear,’’ said the little Irishwoman, and so took her 
hand and lay smiling for a minute or two; but, looking round 
by-and-by at her companion, saw that her dark eyes were 
brimmed with tears. 

** What’s 
dear.”’ 

‘*Am I?” asked Mrs. Elsworth, brushing the tears away. 
‘*T didn’t know it. It’s fourteen years since anybody called 
me by that name.’ 

‘Ye ’ve been alone in the world for fourteen years?” Mrs. 
Desmond asked her. 

‘*T’ve been alone in the world for nine. It would have 
been better for me if I had been alone for the whole fourteen.”’ 

‘‘Ah! my dear, it’s plain ye’ve seen sorrow,”’ said Mrs. 
Desmond, fondling her hand. ‘‘So have I, and it’s that that 
draws us together. ‘Fell me about it, dear. It’ll ease your 
heart, maybe.”’ 

“You must 
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the matter?’’ she asked. ‘‘Ye’re crying, my 
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never ask me,’’ Mrs. Elsworth answered, 
almost sternly. ‘‘ No, I didn’t mean to be angry; but you 
mustn’t ask me. I behaved wickedly, and like a fool besides, 
and I’ve no mind to talk about it.’’ 

Perhaps in spite of her refusal she might have offered some 
partial and broken confidence ; but, Mrs. Desmond falling just 
then into a terrible fit of coughing, the talk came to a sudden 
close. 

‘There ’s no theatre for me to-night, Ella,’’ the sufferer 
said an hour later. ‘‘I don’t think I’ll ever leave the house 
alive. If it wasn’t such hard, slow work dying, I’d be glad 
to go.”’ 

*“You musn’t talk in that way,’’ Ella answered her. 
‘*When the warm weather comes you'll get stronger and 
better every day.’’ She had no great belief in her own 


prophecy, though she did 
her best to offer it with a 
voice of sincere convic- 
tion. f 

** Ye know better than 
that,’’ said the little 
woman. “T’m going 
home, and there’s no- 
body here will miss me.”’ 

‘“*That you sha’n’t 
say,’’ her companion answered, with a sud- 
den fiery tenderness. ‘‘ I should miss you. 
You ’re the only creature who has given me 
a loving word for yearsand years. I used to 
think I didn’t want it; but I know better 
now. It’s harder to live without love than 
without bread—and I’ve tried both.’’ 

**So have I, be Jove!”’ said the sufferer; ‘‘and both at a 
time! I'll be glad to go, Ella, darling; and I’ll be pleased 
to think ye’ll miss me. You won’t miss me long; but I 
wouldn’t like to think everybody went dry-eyed when I was 
gone.”’ 

The two had many such talks as this, and drew to a closer 
and tenderer friendship daily. Mrs. Desmond’s forecast proved 
accurate, and the end came near so fast that, almost hour by 
hour, Ella’s eyes could read the change. The management 
paid the sick woman one week’s salary, and then, having filled 
her place, naturally paid no more. She was known only to the 
very poorer sort amongst her brother and sister artistes. Their 
salaries varied from six to nine shillings a week; but the 
tender-hearted Bohemians gave out of their poverty the very 
little they could spare. There had been one or two cases of 
serious accident among the work-people of tie theatre, and 
the carpenters and scene-shifters were already heavily burdened 
with their own proper cases of distress. But even they con- 
tributed to the sick woman's aid, if it were only by a few sticks 
of firewood or a couple of ounces of tea. 

Ella pinched herself sorely, and went hungry many a time 
to supply her friend with comforts, meagre and comfortless 
enough when all was done. The old woman who kept the 
coffee-house had a kindness for her two respectable and decent 
lodgers, and saw as well as she could to the invalid’s wants 
during Ella’s enforced absences at the theatre. It came, at 
length, to be a settled conviction in Ella’s mind, whenever she 





left the house, that she had bidden her friend a last good- 
bye; and even though the patient lingered for a week cr two, 
no night pussed without a renewal of that fear. 

The end came on a Sunday in mid-May. The crazy 
window of the room was open to admit the sunshine and the - 
warm air, which, even in Angel-lane, was charged with one of 
those mysterious hints of perfumed country places which 
invade the dingiest purlieus of the town at times, coming no 
man knows whence. The bells were ringing for morning 
church, and when their clangour was over it seemed to leave a 
sense of peace behind it. The dying woman lay in Ella’s arms, 
as if she had been a child. She was free from . and the 
tormenting cough had mercifully left her. er voice had 
sunk to a ghostly whisper, but she could still make herself 
heard. 

‘* Ella darling,’’ she said, with her lips close to her friend’s 
ear, ‘‘I shall know all about it in a little while, but I’d rather 
you tell me.”’ 

‘**'Tell you what, dear?’ Ella asked her gently. 

** Your trouble, darling. It doesn’t matter now. TI shall 
keep the secret, whatever it is. Folks don’t tell tales in the 
grave.”’ 

‘*T can only tell you this, dear,’’ Ella answered. ‘‘ What- 
ever I have suffered has been brought about by my own 
wicked fault. I might have been happy, and I would not.” 

‘*You are no wicked woman, darling,’’ said the sufferer, 
with a weak pressure of the hand she held. 

‘“‘T humbly hope I am changed,”’ said Ella, in a steady, 
gentle voice. ‘‘ But I have been a 
wicked woman—a most wicked 

woman, and I shall never find for- 
giveness in this world.” 

‘*You will, though,’’ the weak 
voice whispered. ‘Dying people 
know, my darling. They see clear. 
Ye’ll remember peor Norah when 
ye find it.” 
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But the spot was desert of life until a single female 
figure entered at the broad breach in the hedge. 


There was a silence after this, but in a 
while Mrs. Desmond spoke again. 

‘Tell me your trouble, dear, before I 

” 

Ella looked down at her, and saw a 
strange transfiguration in her face. The 
dying woman seemed as if she were scarcely, 
even now, of this world. The pinched and 
careworn features wore a smile of great 
tenderness and beauty which etherealised 
them altogether. 

‘* Tell me,”’ the weak voice whispered. 

**T had a husband,”’ Ella answered; ‘‘a 
good husband—a good, good man, my dear. 
I lost him by my own wicked fault. I don’t 
know whether he’s alive or dead. I had 
a daughter, and I don’t know whether she is 
alive or dead. I lost my home, my child, 
my husband, my honest name—everything— 
and I deserved to lose it all.’’ 

The radiant dying smile met her despairing glance. 

‘*You’ll find them all,” the thin voice whispered. 
know it, dear—you ’ll find them all.’’ 

These were the last words she spoke ; for, falling afterwards 
into a sleep, she slipped little by little towards the lasting 
silence, and in a while was gone. 
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CHAYTER II. 
In the midst of smiling meadows by Avon side, near the cld 
town of Bristcl, one little tract lay desolate with late signs of 
human occupation. A broad roadway had been trodden out 
across the grass by the passage of thousands of feet, and a 
circle, scattered with tan and sawdust, was clearly defined, 
with hoof-prints plainly marked everywhere about it. The 
earth showed fresh where the stakes which had upheld the 
ropes of the canvas building bad been recently withdrawn. 
There were scores of scattered houses within easy distance, 
shining pure and clean in the morning sun, with the blue 
smoke of household fires curling in unbroken spirals into the 
quiet air. But the spot was desert of life until a single female 
figure entered at the broad breach in the hedge where the 
pathway began, and advanced to the centre of the ring. The 
woman was shabbily attired in clothes of a dark texture, which 
had once been respectable, and were still made to look neat 
from a little distance by a score of careful poverty’s devices. 
She catried a bundle in her hand, and looked around the 
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deserted expanse about her with an air of resigned dis- 
appointment. 

‘They must have been here till Saturday,’’ she said to 
herself. ‘‘Here’s Tuesday morning. ‘Two days’ start. 
They can’t do more than fifteen miles a day—that’s thirty 
start. I can do twenty-five. I can catch them up in four 
days at that rate. Let me see.’’ She drew a shabby little purse 
from her dress pocket, and setting her bundle on the ground 
before her, turned into the palm of her hand a small heap of 
silver and copper money. ‘‘ Two-and-ninepence-halfpenny. 
It isn’t much; but I can manage with it—I shall have to 
manage with it. There’s no chance in London, with all the 
houses closed this hot weather. Herrick will remember me, 
and will give me something to do—if it’s only horsebreaking. 
I don’t know whether he’d let me show in the ring again, 
with such a record as I have behind me. The first thing is to 
find out where they’re gone. They ’ve been at Bath already, 
and there are only the Cardiff and Exeter routes left open. 
They ’ll tell me at the theatre, I suppose. I shall find the 
lamp-man there by this time, and if he can’t tell me anything 
I must find out the bill-poster.”’ 

She put her little store of money back into her purse, put 
her purse into her pocket, and took up her bundle from the 
ground. Then she took a step or two towards the road, and 
pausing, looked once more 
about her. 

“It’s the old pitch,”’ 
she said, still speaking 
half aloud.” ‘‘It’s nine- 
teen years since I was here. 
I was a pretty girl then, 
and had never done harm 
to anybody.’’ 

With this she gave a 
sigh, half resolute, half 
impatient, and walked 
away with a brisk and 
decided step. Her road 
led her to the heart of the 
town, and though she was 
forced to cast an inquiring 
eye hither and thither, as 
if her knowledge of the 
route she took was ob- 
scured by lapse of time, 
she had no need to stop or 
to ask her way. Passing 
through a narrow, low- 
browed arch, she came 
upon @ narrow court, and 
so reached the stage door 
of the theatre. There she 
rapped, and receiving no 
answer pushed the yield- 
ing door open and entered. 
The darkness of the place 
seemed all the denser for 
the brightness of the 
morning light outside, and 
for a while she could see 
nothing of her surround- 
ings. Then the glimmer 
of the white- washed wood- 
work of a passage slowly 
separated itself from the 
blackness of the floor, 
and she moved on again. 
A dim oil-lamp half re- 
vealed a wooden staircase, 
and mounting this, and 
pushing open another door 
at the top, she found her- 
self upon the stage. Dazz- 
ling little shafts and rents 
of light shone from the 
gallery windows; but the 
rest of the house was filled 
with gloom. She could just 
make out a table near the 
footlights, and advancing 
towards it saw that it was 
strewn with assorted let- 
ters. As her eyes grew 
more accustomed she could 
see that these were ad- 
dressed to the various 
members of the company. 

** There will be some- 
body here by-and-by, I 
suppose,’’ she said resign- 
edly, ‘‘ und I must wait.’’ 

She had not waited 
long when the sound of 
a banging door, followed 
by that of a shuffling foot- 
step, betrayed the presence 
of another person in the 
house. 

**Hallo there!’’ she 
called. 

‘*Hallo there!”’ a voice answered from a_ distance. 
‘* What ’s up now?” 

‘‘T want to ask a question,’’ she answered, advancing to 
the front of the stage. 

Another door banged, and the lamp-man appeared in the 
dim inclosure of the pit with a frame full of oil-lamps held 
before him in both hands. He was grimy and of a morose 
aspect, and, peering across his burden at the figure on the 
stage, he offered his question with a preliminary growl— 

‘* What ’s your business? ”’ 

‘*T want to know if you can tell me,’’ the woman answered, 
‘‘ where Herrick’s Circus has gone to? ”’ 

‘* Well, what next?’’ said the lamp-man. ‘To bring a 
man all the way from the front of the house for that !”’ 

‘I shall be very much obliged if you will tell me,’’ the 
inquirer urged. 

‘* As a matter of fact,’’ the lamp-man answered, ‘‘I can’t, 
and if I could, why should I? What’s Herrick’s Circus got to 
do along er me?”’ 

‘* Draw it milder, Joseph,’’ said an unexpected voice, so 
close to her that the woman started. ‘‘I really think you 
might try to draw it milder, Joseph. Perhaps J might be of 
service, Mudam. I think I heard you asking for Herrick's 
Circus ?”’ 

‘*T want to know in which direction they have gone,’’ she 
answered, turning upon the newcomer. Her eyes were 
accustomed to the light by this time, and she could make him 
out quite clearly. He was an undersized and wizened man, 
with a complexion from which the most casual observer would 
have missed its accustomed paint. He looked kindly, and 
stood before her, hat in hand, with a rather burlesque air of 
politeness. 
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‘¢ You ’re in the circus business, Madam ?’’ he asked. 

‘*T have business with Mr. Herrick, if I can find him,”’ she 
responded. 

‘* Yes,’’ said the old man, ‘‘ you’ve got the look of it. 
You’ve been on top of a horse before to-day, Madam, I’ll 
warrant. I seem to know your face, if you ’ll excuse me.”’ 
The woman shrank back from him by a step or two, as if 
willing to withdraw herself into the gloom. ‘It’s a little 
odd,’’ the old man pursued, ‘‘that you should ask about 
Herrick’s Circus just as I happened to come in. Do you ever 
happen to have been with Mr. Herrick? You ought to know 
me if you have. At least, you couldn’t fail to have heard of 
me. I’m plain H. H. Meadows now, second low com.; but 
I was the Great Little Grimaldi till I broke my leg, a dozen 
years ago. You must have heard of me?’’ He put the point 
with an air of mild insistance, and she, with a little hesitation, 
answered, 

‘Yes; I have heard of you. I didn’t remember you at 
first, but now I know you very weil.”’ 

‘*T know your face, too,”’ said the old man; ‘‘ but I can’t 
place it. What might be your name?’’ 

‘‘You might not know it if you heard it,’’ she answered 
hurriedly, and with a timidity of manner foreign to her aspect. 
‘* Will you tell me where they ’ve gone to?” 
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“You're in the circus business, Madam?” he asked. 





“‘They’re gone to Exeter by way of Taunton. I had a 
parting glass with old Jim Herrick at the George on Saturday 
night. Old Jim always looks me up when he comes by, and 
I’ve got the route from his own lips. You may rely on me, 
Madam; my information is correct. They have gone to 
Exeter by way of Taunton. They stay three nights at Taunton, 
and they ’re billed for a fortnight at Exeter.”’ 

‘*Thank you very much, Mr. Meadows,’ 
**J am very much obliged to you.”’ 

She offered him her hand with a certain condescension 
which was in strange keeping with her dress, and then turned 
abruptly. The Great Little Grimaldi stood feeling his grizzled 
chin with a thumb and forefinger, and looked after her with a 
puzzled face. 

‘‘T say, gaffer,’ said the lamp-man, who had posed his 
burden upon one of the pit seats, and had listened, in tranquil 
silence to the conversation, ‘‘ that’s been a clinking handsome 
woman in her day. I didn’t make her out quite clear at first, 
or I’d ha’ been civiller to her. For woman, lovely woman, 
oh, has been my motter ever since I was as high as sixpenn’ orth 
of ha’pence! ”’ 

‘* Yes, Joseph,’’ the old man answered abstractedly, ‘‘ you 
might have been civiller. There would have been no great 
difficulty about that, and, as you say, she’s a handsome 
woman. I’ve seen her somewhere,”’ he continued, in a half 
inward voice. ‘‘I ought to know. Idon’t remember faces as 
I used todo. By George!’ he cried suddenly, slapping his 
knee and speaking with an excited voice and face. ‘I’ve got 
her. It’s Wild Darrie!’’ 

‘* What is it ?’’ asked the lamp-man. 

“Why, that’s Wild Darrie. If you’d been in the circus 
line twenty years ago you wouldn’t have asked who that was. 


* she answered ; 





I don’t suppose there was such another slasher in the world! 
Ride! Why, she’d ride anything with four legs on it. She 
did what she liked twenty years ago. She was the queen of 
the whole business.”’ 

‘‘She don’t look much like the queen of anything now,”’ 
said the other. 

‘*No,”’ said the old man. ‘‘ She’s missed her tip somehow. 
She married ®ell, into the bargain—married a gentleman 
farmer, with heaps of money. Wants to get back again into 
the business, I suppose. Young Jim Herrick would have 
given his head to marry her twenty years ago. She’ll be all 
right when she catches up with them. I wish I’d known her, 
though. To think of the hundreds of times I’ve clowned for 
her !—and now not to know her!”’ 

The woman, carrying her slight bundle in her hand, was 
far away by this time. She walked without haste, but without 

ause, like one bent upon settled business. She went on until 
high noon, and then rested at a little village shop, where an 
expenditure of twopence provided her with a small loaf and a 
glass of milk. With no better sustenance than this she pursued 
her journey until the shades of evening began to fall. Then she 
came upon a hamlet, and wearily asked the first rustic she 
encountered there— 

‘* How far do you call it from here to Bristol ?”” 

‘** Zeven - and - twenty 
mile, and rather better.”’ 

‘* How far to the next 
village ?’’ 

‘** Zeven mile, und may 
be better.”’ 

She would rest here for 
the night, and found but 
little trouble in securing 
a bed. It cost her nine- 
pence, and ate deep into 
her small store. She con- 
tented herself with a 
mouthful of bread and 
cheese by way of repast, 
and, after it, went straight 
to her chamber, and so to 
sleep. She was afoot early 
next morning, but walked 
with a greatly diminished 
energy and speed. She 
had been accustomed to 
poor fare for years, and 
had been wont to feel well 
and strong upon it; but 
she had over - estimated 
her own powers, and of 
the last third of yester- 
day’s journey every mile 
covered robbed her of two 
to-day. She was almost 
in despair by nightfall at 
the tale the milestones told. 
At this rate she would be 
left penniless for a day 
or two, before she could 
hope to overtake the 
circus. The whole of 
the third long day was a 
battle between tired nature 
and indomitable will. She 
ate nothing but a single 
crust of bread at starting, 
nursing her last sixpence 
to pay her night’s shelter. 
At the most favourable 
reckoning next morning 
the travelling circus was 
still thirty miles ahead of 
her, and she was penniless 
and hungry, and so foot- 
sore that the act of walk- 
ing was an agony. She 
crawled on desperately for 
some four or five miles, 
not daring to rest by the 
way for fcarthat she should 
be unable to rise again. 
At last the blistered and 
weary feet could drag her 
no further, and she sat 
down in sheer despair by 
the roadside, resting her 
head against a milestone. 
Her bundle fell from her 
hand, and lay unnoticed 
amongst the flowering 
weeds. She sat dry-eyed 
for a time, but by-and-by 
a passing fancy as to the 
number of poor wretches 
she had seen in a like case 
in the days when she was 
prosperous and happy, 
brought the tears to her 
eyes with a vivid pinch of 
pain. Once started, tears were beyond control, and she sat 
there at the wayside crying silently, until at last her weariness 
mastered her, and she fell asleep. 

Not a creature had passed her for the last mile or two; and 
since she had sat there she had heard no sound but those made 
by birds, the drowsy clouds of insects, and the summer wind. 
Now on her sleeping ear there fell the sound of a suddenly 
arrested footstep and a muttered exclamation. She looked up, 
wide-eyed, and broad awake in a second, and the face she saw 
lifted her to her feet. 

‘* Bill !’’ she breathed, in a voice which expressed at once 
amazement and repugnance. 

‘*Darrie, by God !’’ said the man, with no less of wonder in 
his voice; and the two stood staring at each other. 

He wore clothes which, a year or two before, had been quite 
dandified, and were all the worse now in the ragged squalor to 
which they had fallen. He had shoes with patent leather tips 
and cloth tops, trodden long since into shapeless wreck. His 
elegant frock-coat had once been of a delicate fawn grey, 
but was now dyed green in places with damp grass, and 
stained brown with earth, and discoloured by the sun. He 
wore a great swallow-wing moustache, which might have 
given his pinched face an unmerited look of being hand- 
some but for the fortnight’s growth of stubble on his 
cheeks and chin. A tall white hat, not so far fallen into 
Time’s gulf as the rest of his attire, was cocked with a 
forlorn swagger on one side his head; and he wore a black- 
rimmed eyeglass, attached to a dingy little wisp of ribbon, 
which passed round his uncollared throat. The man was 
the first to recover from the surprise which had struck 
them both. 

‘*You’re down upon your luck, too? How long’’—he 






























































































shot a furtive glance everywhere about him, 
and finished in a whisper—‘‘ how long have pay 
you been out ?’’ J 

The woman said never a word, but, hold- ' 
ing to the milestone with one hand, swayed slightly to 
and fro, and looked at him with eyes widening with hate 
and anger. 

** You needn’t look at me in that way, Darrie,’’ said the 
man. ‘‘ You owe me nothing. I was as innocent as you 
were.’’ There was a look of scornful incredulity in her 
face, and he made haste to answer it. ‘‘I knew no more 
that those notes were stolen, when I gave them to you, 
than you did yourself. They came to me honestly, in the 
way of business. Farnham lost them to me at loo.” 

‘* They proved you were in the house where the burglary 
took place.”’ 

‘* All lies! ’’ he 
sworn my life away. 
housemaid.”’ 

**T heard your alias in court,”’ she answered. ‘‘ You were 
not known far and wide as Tricky Bill for tem years of your 
life for nothing.”’ 

‘**T was as innocent as you are,’’ he repeated stubbornly, 
though his furtive eyes belied him, and he seemed to know it. 
** It’s been pretty hard on me, Darrie ; but I’ve thought about 
you a million times, night and day. I tell you I ’ve cried many 
a time to think of you being cooped up there for nothing. 
And all the while I'll bet you ’ve never given me a thought, 
unless it’s been to curse me. You ’re innocent, and we both 
know it. Why shouldn’t I be? But that’s the way with 
women: there’s no such thing as justice under a woman’s 
skin.”’ 

‘*T don’t care to speak to you,’”’ she said. ‘“‘ If the choice 
had been offered me, I would as soon put my hand in the fire 
as set eyes on your face again. I could almost bear to think 
of what I threw away, if I had thrown it all away for the sak« 
of anybody but such a thing as you !”’ 

‘* You were pretty glad to come,”’ he answered brutally. 
**T ’d only got to hold a finger up and whistle, and you came. 
I wasn’t togged out then as I am now, and I had money in my 
pocket. -And as for what you suffered through me, look here, 
Darrie ! If you’d have cared for me you ’d have held your tongue 
about where those notes came from. It was your loose tongue 
brought me into the mess. How many women, I should like 
to know, would have taken seven years for a man they cared for? 
Your talking didn’t help you, but it might have helped me if 
you ’d held your tongue.”’ 

She seemed scarcely to listen to him, and the glow of colour 
excitement had called into her face had faded long before his 
speech was over. A sickly pallor took its place, and as he 


answered. ‘‘ The butler would have 
He was jealous about that pretty 


spoke his last word she slipped back against the flowery bank 
upon which she had rested, and lay there in a swoon. 
“That ’s the style,” 


said the man, staring at her discon- 
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Now on her sleeping ear there fell the sound of a suddenly 








certedly. ‘‘That’s where weak woman gets the pull of us. It 
isn’t much in Darrie’s fashion, though,’’ he added, relenting a 
little into honesty. ‘‘I never knew her go that way before. 
She must have had pretty hard times of it. Here! Wake up, 
Darrie! Don’t let’s have any foolery of that sort. I wonder 
What she’s got in the bundle? Oh, damn it! I’m not as bad 
as that yet; and it’s a million to one she hasn’t as much as 
would fetch the price of a pint there.”’ 

He urdid the bundle for all that, and made a cursory 
examination of its contents. Finding them all valueless, he 
tied anew the Turkey red handkerchief which bound them, 
and, taking hold of the woman’s hand, tugged at it in the hope 
of rousing her. Her head fell over and lay upon her shoulder 
with a motion so ghastly that it frightened him. For the 
moment he half thought her dead, and began to shake her 
roughly, and to cry out upon herin a wild and tremulous voice. 

** Don’t sham, Darrie. Wake up! We’ve had enough of 
this nonsense. Wake up!—wake up, I tell you! ”’ 

There was a sound of wheels and of a horse’s hoof-beats on 
the road, and, looking round, he saw a country cart bowling 
along, driven by a small boy in a smock-frock and a billy- 
cock hat. 

‘My lad!” he cried, as the cart drew near. ‘‘ For God’s 
sake tell me if there’s a house anywhere within a mile? Here’s 
my Missis dying!’ 

The boy reined in the horse, and stood up in the cart to 
look at the fainting woman. He was a boy of uncertain age, 
and very small, but preternaturally sharp in aspect. 

‘*There’s no house néarer than the Pear-Tree Varm,”’ he 
answered. ‘‘ That’s about fifteen score yard away.”’ 

‘She can’t move a foot !’’ the man answered. 

‘‘You can move a foot, I reckon,’’ the preternaturally 
sharp boy answered, “and a hand too, if you was put to it. 
Lift her into the cyart. Ill get down and help you.” 

He clambecred down with a ‘‘ Wo, there !’’ to the horse. 








arrested footstep and a muttered exclamation, She looked 


up, wide-eyed, and broad awake in a second. 


** Now, then, stoopid, come along! Get your arm under 
her on t’other side. There y’ are. Heave all!”’ 

The small boy contributed but little to the labour of carry- 
ing the fainting woman ; but he issued orders and instructions 
in a peremptory manner, like one who has long been accus- 
tomed to exact obedience. 

‘** You can’t leave the poor thing like thaat!’’ he expostu- 
lated, when at last, with great difficulty, the swooning creature 
had been placed in the cart. ‘*D’ye want all the blood in 
her body to run into her head? Reach me up that there bundle 
for a piller.’’ 

Having arranged things to his own satisfaction, the boy 
drove on softly, looking downwards at the woman now and 
again, and now and then casting a sidelong glance at the man, 
who trudged beside the wheel. 

‘** Now, gaffer,”’ said the small boy, magisterially, ‘‘ where 
do you zuppose you ’ve come from? ”’ 

‘*London,” the man answered, possibly scenting a meal 
ahead, and not caring to resent the urchin’s manner. 

** Indeed !’’ said the boy. ‘‘And where do you reckon 
you ’re going to?”’ 

** Plymouth,’’ the man responded. 

** Done it ahl afoot? ”’ 

‘* Every yard of it.”’ 

** You won’t do much more of it in them there boots.”’ 

The man stared downwards at his feet, but said nothing. 

‘* Missis walked as well ?’’ 

‘* Look at her,’’ the man answered. ‘‘ What do you think ?”’ 

** She looks to be a decent person,’’ the boy answered, with 
an emphasis on the pronoun which the tramp felt to be 
offensive to himself. He kept quiet for the sake of the possible 
prospective meal, being, in fact, as hungry, woebegone, and 
desperate of his fortunes as he looked. At a little less distance 
than the boy had indicated, a turn of the road brought a 
house in sight—a cheery, bright, well-to-do looking building 












THE 





in a sturdy, ripe old age. It was fantastically built, with 
great beams of black oak intersecting walls faced with rubble. 
Its windows were gaily curtained and filled with fuchsia- 
plants, whose bright red flowers helped to give the place a 
smiling aspect. The trellis-work of the porch was scarcely 
visible for climbing roses. By the side of the house stood a 
giant pear-tree, which might have been coeval with it, and 
round its gnarle.l old stem a green-painted circular seat was 
fixed. A little distance away was an outbuilding, which 
looked in its own fashion as anciently respectable and sturdy 
as the house itself. 

‘*T don’t like the look of this at all,’’ said the man, staring 
over the tail-board of the cart at his newly-discovered com- 
panion. ‘I’ve never seen her like it in my life before. If 
there ’s a woman about the house you might get her to give a 
look at her.’’ 

‘*T’.l see,’? the boy answered, and made his way to the 
back of the house, shrilling ‘‘Susan’’ in a treble pipe of great 
volume as he went. He was back in a minute or two with a 
jug of cider in his hand. 

‘*T never see a house managed like this house is managed 
in ahl my days,’’ he said, as if he had been of a patriarchal age 
and full of experiences of the world. ‘‘ High nor low, there 
aint a soul to be found nowhere. I’ve drah’d a drop o’ cider. 
Maybe it might do her good if you conld get her to take it. 
My master, he’s a kindish- 
hearted sort of a man, and he 
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CHAPTER III. 

Whilst the tramp was still busy on the shady side of the barn, 
a young gentleman of six or seven and twenty years of age 
swung at a good round pace into the farm-yard, and advancing 
to the door of the house knocked there with the head of his 
walking-cane, and waited with a smiling expectation. He was 
clean-shaven and very sunburned, and his tace wore an admir- 
able expression of candour and good-humour. His dress was 
that of the average English gentleman of his epoch, but he 
had ‘‘ British Sailor ’’ written large all over him. 

This was Griffith Broadhurst, a Lieutenant in the Royal 
Navy. The air of smiling anticipation he wore was sufficiently 
accounted for by the fact that he stood at his sweetheart’s 
door. It was none the less brightly noticeable for the other 
fact that he was going to be married next morning. 

No answer being returned to his first summons he rapped 
again, and shouted ‘‘ House ahoy!”’’ in a jolly voice, which 
had just a tone of laughter in it. In answer to this appeal the 
small boy came round the corner, grinning broad welcome. 

‘* Well, Tim ?”’ said the sailor. 

‘Well, Mr. Broadhurst? ’’ answered Tim. 

‘* Is there nobody in the house ?”’ 

‘‘No. They seems to ha’ left me to take care of it, Sir. I 
don’t know where all the folks is gone to.’’ 

‘*] shouldn’t stand it, Tim, if I were you,’”’ said the 








odours of the country, the bright sunshine, and the balmy 
wind. 

‘*My darling!’’ cried the sailor, “‘I’ve been looking for 
you everywhere !”’ 

‘* Grif,’’ cried the young lady, feigning to be displeased, 
and making but a poor pretence of it, ‘‘you have dis- 
arranged my hat! ”’ 

‘* What are hats,’’ asked the sailor, putting his arm about 
her waist, and repeating the action to which she had objected ; 
‘* what are hats in comparison with the emotions? You have 
disarranged me altogether. Ada?’’ 

‘* Yes, Griffith ?’’ 

‘‘T’m not a swell at thinking; but I’ve got an idea.”’ 

‘“*Never! Tell me?”’ 

‘*T’m a deuced lucky fellow.”’ 

*©Oh, you clever, discerning boy! 
first grow clear on that point ?’’ 

‘* Well, in a sort of way it’s been clear all along; but on 
an averaze about once in five minutes it grows clearer. Then 
I always think that that particular idea has reached its final 
stage of brightness. Five minutes later it presents itself anew 
with perfect novelty. I’m living in a condition of perpetual 
surprises over that one discovery. I have to go into corners to 
chuckle and rub my hands and congratulate myself.’’ 

At this they both laughed merrily. A moment later the 

girl spoke with an almost tear- 
ful earnestness. 


When did your mind 








won’t scrowl at me for that, I 
know.”’ 

“Tt isn’t that so much as 
food she wants,’’ said the tramp, 
probably with an eye to his own 
requirements. ‘‘She’s dying 
of hunger, that’s what.’s the 
matter with her.”’ 

The boy stood scratching 
his head irresolutely for a mo- 
ment, with his felt hat cocked 
over one knowing eye. 

**1T°ll chance it,’’ he said. 
**T reckon they ’on’t do more 
than kill me for it; and a bit 
o’ bread and cheese "ll come a 
sight cheaper than a vuneral. 
You help me to get the poor 
creetur out o’ the cyart. We'll 
lay her down on the hay in the 
barn ; this here sunshine is too 
strong for her.”’ 

The man took a furtive pull 
at the cider while the small boy 
took out the tailboard, and 
then lent a hand as before. 
The woman opened her eyes, 
and began to look in a be- 
wildered way about her. Re- 
cognising the man who held 
her, she made a weak but de- 
sperate effort to push him away. 

**You can’t stand by your- 
self yet,’’ he said sullenly. ‘I 
was going to help you into this 
barn. You can lie there in the 
shadow. This lad says he can 
give you something to eat.”’ 

She did not answer him, 
but she never ceased to struggle 
against his hold until he re- 
leased her, and then, with a 
tottering and uncertain foot- 
step, entered the barn, and sat 
down upon a truss of hay with 
her head against the wall. The 
tramp, with a look half hangdog 
and half angry, lingered at the 
door, and, seeing that the boy 
had disappeared again, stole 
thievishly towards the mug of 
cider, and took a second drink 
at it, wiping his lips with his 
coat - sleeve. Then, entering 
the barn, he offered the half- 
emptied measure to the woman. 

‘*The people of the house 
have sent you this,’ he said. 
‘It’s cider. A drop of it may 
do you good.”’ 

She gave him no answer, wh:ther from disdain or from 
mere weariness, and setting down the crock upon the truss 
beside her, he walked back to the barn door again, and stood 
there lounging with his shoulder against the side-post, 
plucking at divers ends of straw and chewing them with an 
air of feeble spite. 

Whilst he hung there, the shabbiest figure of fallen swell- 
dom the sun shone upon at that hour, the boy came round the 
corner, bearing in both hands a wooden trencher, on which 
rested the half of a goodly loaf, a big segment of cheese, and 
a table-knife. At sight of this the hungry wretch straightened 
himself and advanced a step or two with outstretched, eager 
hands. 

‘* Ladies first,’’ said the boy, evading him, and passing 
into the barn. ‘‘ You take a mouthful o’ bread and cheese, 
Missis, and a drop o’ drink: that’s what you want to do, 
you do.”” 

"He set the trencher down beside her, and stood by her 
whilst she ate; and he was obviously and greatly disappointed 
when she cut off a mere wafer from the loaf. 

‘Your man’ll do better than that, I reckon, Missis,’’ he 
said ; and the tramp, accepting this as an invitation, entered, 
and fell to ravenously. 

‘Beggars can’t be choosers, my good lad,’’ he said with 
his mouth full; ‘‘ but if you could spare just a drop more 
cider ”’ 

** All right,’’ the boy responded ; ‘‘as well be hung fora 
sheep asalahmb. Zider’s cheap; and, if it comes to that, I 
can pay for ‘un out o’ my own pocket.” 

‘*T shall be a man again after this,’’ said the human scare- 
crow, still eating hungrily. ‘‘ Why don’t you eat, Darrie? 
Take something: it'll put a heart inside you.” 

She had dropped even the morsel she had taken before his 
entrance, and it now lay unre zarded upon her lap. 

‘Kat !’? she answered him, turning with a world of disdain 
in her dark eyes. ‘‘I would not break bread in your company 
if I were dying.”’ 

He took up a full half of the loaf, and, cutting off the lion's 
share of the cheese, made his way to the door 

‘“‘If I’m as unwelcome as that comes to,’’ he grumbled, 
‘* you can be rid of my society ! ¥’ sd 

He waited as if in expectation of a retort, but receiving 
none wnt out in high ill-humour, and, seating himself on an 
upturne.t bucket on the shady side of the barn, continued 


his meal. 





A cheery, bright, well-to-do looking building, in a sturdy, 
ripe old age. 


Lieutenant, with a smile of simple waggery. ‘‘I’d have my 
authority better recognised. I’d have discipline aboard if I 
were in your place.’’ 

** La’ bless your soul, Sir,’’ Tim replied, ‘‘they don’t mind 
me.”’ 

** Where ’s your mistress? ’’ the young sailor asked. 

**Oh, I can tell you where she is, Sir!’’ said Tim, with 
a broader grin than ever, ‘‘ because she left word you was to 
be told, if so be you was to come. She’ve gone to the 
sempstress’s, Sir, this hour and a half ago, or more. -It’s 
pretty nigh time she was back again by now, I should think.’’ 

‘*Yes; there’s a sad want of discipline aboard this craft, 
Tim,’’ said the Lieutenant. He was a young man of a 
sunshiny nature, and a very small joke went a long way 
with him. This small jest about Tim being Captain of the 
Pear-Tree craft and his having a crew of insubordinates to 
deal with had served off and on this two years. It was born 
of the preternaturally sharp boy’s assumption of responsibility, 
age, and wide experience, and the jest was as much relished 
by Tim himself as by the sailor. 

** Any orders for the village, Captain ?’’ asked the Lieu- 
tenant, laughingly. 

‘*No, Sir; thank you, Sir. Not to-day, Sir,’’ Timresponded, 
with a smile so broad that his very smock-frock and gaiters 
seemed to share in it. 

The tramp, still munching, craned his neck to look round a 
corner of the barn, himself unseen ; and the Lieutenant, turn- 
ing smartly on his heel, walked off, whistling a quick-step 
march. 

He had not gone far when he encountcred the object of his 
search—a demurely pretty little girl in a coquettish straw hat 
and a white morning dress. There was a kind of flowerlike 
freshness in her look, and though she would no doubt have 
made as pleasing a fireside ornament as any moderate-minded 
young man might have asked for, she seemed to accord 
particularly well with the fresh air of out - of - doors, the 
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“‘Tt’s I who lucky, 
Griffith.’’ 

They wrangled tenderly on 
this point for a little while, 
until Griffithadjusted the differ- 
ence by a kiss. Such differences 
are easily reconciled between 
eighteen and six-and-twenty. 
But they both grew serious and 
began to make such pretty pro- 
mises as lovers use, as to how 
each would try to keep the other 
in the same happy mind. 

Whilst this sensible pro- 
gramme was being arranged two 
middle-aged gentlemen were 
riding at a foot-pace towards 
the lovers. ‘The sailor’s quick 
ear caught the sound of their 
horses’ hoofs, and he slid his 
arm away from his sweetheart’s 
waist, and turned, a mere second 
or two before the horsemen came 
round a bend of the road. 
There was a marked contrast 
between the two riders, one of 
them being dark, slight, and 
aristocratic-looking, and wear- 
ing clerical attire, and the other 
being broad, ruddy and massive, 
and presenting every indica- 
tion of the yeoman type. The 
latter, though jovial enough to 
look at, wore a not easily de- 
finable air of being unbendable 
in resolution. His face was 
bluff, honest, and engaging, and, 
as he rounded the bend in the 
road and sighted the young 
couple, his features wore a 
smile of great sweetness, though 
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even then his expression in- 
dicated an underlying inflex- 


ibility, an inaptitude for change. 
He had been a superbly hand- 
some man in his day, and if 
time and care had wrinkled him, 
and dulled the crisp gold of his 
hair, and brought his under- 
lying wilfulness to his face for 
any man to read, he was still 
an agreeable spectacle to look 
at, in his flawless health and the 
sturdy strength of middle age. 

** Well, young people ?’’ he 
called out cheerily. 

** Good afternoon, Mr. Deer- 
ing,”’ Griffith responded. ‘TI 
hadn’t expected to see you back 
so soon.’’ 

“Look at the young rascal, Deering,’ said the cleric. 
** How he beams !’’ 

‘‘Why shouldn’t I beam, Sir?” asked the Lieutenant. 
‘Take the mote from your own eye before you take the beam 
from mine.’’ 

‘‘Oh, Griffith,”’ cried the girl, ‘“‘ that’s irreverent !”’ 

““Not at all, my dear,’’ the sailor answered merrily. 
‘* Here ’s my father scems to think it noticeable that a fellow 
should look sunshiny the day before he’s married !”’ 

‘‘T hope you may look as sunshiny twenty years hence,’ 
said the parson. ‘‘ That’s an honest good wish, my dear, and 
no satire on matrimony. I am a firm believer there, as, after 
thirty years of trial, I have a right to be.” 

The handsome yeoman had reined in his horse beside the 
girl, and sat looking down at her, caressing her shoulder with 
the riding-switch he carried. 

“Ay,” he said. ‘It turns out well or it turns out ill, 
according to the people who enter on it. We need wish ’em 
well and start ’em gaily. There ’ll be rubs enough to take the 
gilt off the gingerbread, let it be as happy as it will.’’ 

‘*The gingerbread may be the wholesomer for that,’’ the 
sailor answered. 

‘*We’ve no respect for fair-weather sailors, eh, lad? ’’ said 
Deering, smiling again. ‘‘ Well, that’s right, too. They ’re 
a well-meaning, right-natured, good-hearted young pair,’’ he 
added, with a sudden seriousness, turning to the parson. 
‘They ought to do well with each other’s lives.” 

Perhaps the girl was embarrassed by this openly-spoken 
statement, or perhaps the intrusion of a doubt of happiness 
either for her chosen husband or herself made her anxious to 
turn the conversation. At any rate, she looked up and touched 
the speaker’s hand. 

‘* You and Mr. Broadhurst are both expected to tea, papa. 
Don’t forget.’’ 

‘*No, no, my darling; I sha’n’t forget. We’re going home 
on purpose for it.’’ 

He touched his horse with his heel, and rode on, the clergy- 
man following, with a nod and a smile to the young people. 

** Deering,’’ said the parson, ‘‘ you shouldn’t have taken 
quite that tone. You half frightened poor little Ada.”’ 

** Nonsense !’’ returned the other, good-humouredly enough, 
but brusquely. ‘‘ They ’ll do well enough, no doubt, and be 
happy together; but even married life isn’t all beer and 
skittles, and it’s just as well that somebody should tell them 
what they have to look forward to.”’ 
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© « Well,” returned the par- 
son, half laughing, ‘‘if you take 
beer and skittles as a synonym 
for earthly felicity, I’m not 
quite sure you’re right so far 
as marriage is concerned. I 
believe there are thousands of 
people who find it an unmixed 
good.’” 

**And other thousands,”’ 
said the yeoman, ‘‘ who find it 
an unmixed evil; and millions 
who find it betwixt and be- 
tween. J put the case fairly. 
It turns out well or it turns out 
ill according to the people who 
enter on it.”’ 

** After all,’’ said the parson, 
**one can only speak of his own 
experience.”’ 

** Precisely !’’ returned the 
other, with an infinite dryness, 
and there the conversation 
ended. 

A stableish nondescript had 
turned up from somewhere 
since the Lieutenant’s visit to 
the house, and led away their 
horses when they dismounted 
in the yard. One of the female 
domestics had also returned, and 
the front door of the house was 
open. The tramp, three-fourths 
asleep after his meal, sat un- 
seen on his upturned bucket on 
the shady side of the barn, one 
shoulder propped by the wall. 
The clergyman strolled to the 
doorway and waited whilst his 
companion called out some 
trifling order to the man- 
servant. Standing there he 
gave a sideway glance through 
the parlour window. 

“Why, Deering,’’ he said, 
* you’ve got a silversmith’s shop 
inside here.”’ 

The tramp had started sud- 
denly broad awake at the sound 
of the farmer’s voice. He stuck 
his fallen eyeglass into his eye 
and craned his neck to listen. 

** Yes,’’ said Deering, laugh- 
ing, ‘‘ everybody seems to think 
that a plated tea and coffee set 
is the one thing necessary for 
married happiness. There ’s no 
less than six of ’em. That’s 
the oddest gift of all, of old 
maid Burton’s. Sensible old 
woman, that! ‘ Let the child 
buy what she likes,’ says she, 
‘and there’s a hundred pounds 
for it.’ Brought it in in sove- 
reigns fresh from the bank. 
There they lie, in the old silver 
mug, in the middle of the 
table.”’ 

‘‘ With the front door wide 
open !’’ said the parson. 

**Pooh!’’ returned the 
farmer, ‘‘that’s all right. 
Everybody about the house is 
as honest as the day.’’ 

The tramp was all ears in 
his shaded corner, and when the 
voices ceased, and the fading 
footsteps told him that the 
speakers had entered the house, 
he rose softly, with a lurching 
and excited look, and stole on 
tiptoe to the back of the barn. 
There he remembered to have 
seen an open door, and peering 
into this he noticed that his 
female companion lay as if 
asleep. He walked with ex- 
treme caution to the darkest 
corner of the barn and there 
lay down, with a hundred sus- 
picious glances towards the 
woman. She gave no sign at 
all, and her breathing was so 
deep and equable that at last 
the lurking rascal’s doubts were 
set at rest. He lay in an atti- 
tude of fatigue which was real 
enough and yet was feigned, 
and watched a broad band of 
sunlight on the floor and wall 
as it gradually stole away from 
him. The rest of the barn 
seemed the gloomier for the 
sunshine which found its way 
in at the door; but, his eyes 
becoming accustomed to the 
difficult light, he saw that a 
great pair of wooden shutters 
near him were secured by a 
simple hook. They were not 
more than a foot from the 
ground, and stood full six feet 
high, so that, being opened, 
they would afford a passage as 
easily practicable as a doorway. 

‘‘If they leave us for the 
night,’’ he thought—and then 


pretended to himself that he permitted his thoughts to go no remembered and he were sought, and he trained his looks to the 


further. 


He lay hour after hour watching the broad band of sun- should be suspected, 
light as it moved, listening to the evidences of the profound 
slumber of his companion, and hearing every now and againa seem long. 
murmur of life from the open air. 
heart beat with a dreadful violence, and his mind was filled more fantastic forms. In an hour or two the doze became a 
slumber, and when he woke again, with a Sudden start at some = ever, and then a voice cried out— 

‘*Papa, papa! There have been thieves here !”’ 
Men's voices called in answer, and there was a noise of 


with numberless pictures, in evry one of which he saw him- 
self as the central figure. Now he was rehabilitated, clothed 
and now he was being seized by the broad band of sunlight had travelled clean away, and the ! 
barn was wholly in shadow. The woman still slept, as her many footsteps. The thief had mistaken his hour, and the 
, f rustic household was all broad awake. There were lanterns in 
the yard almost immediately, and broad flashes of light were 
glittering and dancing everywhere, to his bewildered thinking. 


Voices and footsteps sounded in the yard. A heavy-footcd He crip! ba:k in‘o the barn and strove to close the shutters 


in splendour from top to toe ; 


some burly person of unrecognisable exterior as he laid hands P 
on the silver mug with the hundred pounds in it. Allthe time heavy and regular breathing testified. The light which shone 
he made, even to himself, a parade of the fact that he was 
there quite innocently ; and he rehearsed, a round score of he guessed that it was after sundown. 
times, the etart with which he would awake if his presence were 





Every now and again his 








A man held up a lantern to the desperate face . . . “ Will Calthorpe!” satd the yeoman, with a face as white as that of the detected thief. 


necessary surprise and harmlessness in case his real intent 


had an accompaniment of nervous heartbeat, made the time 
Then he began to doze, but so lightly thatthe girlish treble sounded. 


inward thrust from his own thievish and cowardly intelligence, 


through the chinks of the shutters was subdued and soft, and 
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rustic came clamping into the 
barn, and slammed the doors in 
the rear of the building with 
a noise which so startled the 
woman that she sat upright. 
The yokel, unaware of her 
presence there, gave no glance 
in her direction. He secured 
the doors from within, and went 
his way, dragging the folding 
gates in front after him, and 
turning the key in the lock with 
a reluctant rusty shriek. The 
woman, probably thinking her 
continued prsence there per- 
mitted, and, in any case, glad 
of a night’s shelter, addressed 
herself to sleep again. The 
man lay quiet, and scarcely 
dared to breathe. 

The light which stole through 
the chinks of the shutters grad- 
ually died, and the place fell, 
little by little, into a dense 
darkness. It was difficult to 
keep count of time there, and 
by ten o’clock he thought it 
long past midnight. He had 
fixed so well in his mind the 
way he meant to take and the 
distances from point to point, 
that when he rose and began to 
move he was almost as certain 
as he would have been in day- 
light. His outstretched hand 
touched the wall. Six miching 
steps brought him to the corner, 
Six more, with a groping hand 
along the wall, led him to 
the edge of the great shutters. 
He found the hook, and raised 
it with infinite slowness and 
caution. Then he drew one 
shutter gently open, and stepped 
noiselessly into the night. 
Neither moon nor stars were 
visible; but he could see the 
foliage of the giant pear-tree, 
and the chimneys of the house 
against the sky. The silence, 
when he stood still to listen, 
was something dreadful. Not 
so much as a breath of air was 
stirring, and move as cautiously 
as he might the sound of his 
own footsteps seemed to menace 
him with detection. His own 
tightened breathing scared him, 
sounding now like a distant 
rustle and now like a far-away 
voice. His fluttering heart beat 
a wild alarum at every fancied 
sound, and the darkness was 
full of waiting witnesses of his 
intent. He reached the house 
at last, and, drawing a broken- 
bladed clasp -knife from a 
pocket in his tattered trousers, 
opened it, and, thrusting the 
blade into the interstice be- 
tween the upper and lower 
sashes of the window, forced 
back the hasp. ‘he spring was 
weak and old, and yielded 
easily, and the window rose 
smoothly and almost without a 
sound. For a minute or two 
he peered into the room and 
listened with his heart in his 
ears; but being at length as- 
sured that it was untenanted, 
he clambered in. Then, kneel- 
ing on the floor, he drew a 
lucifer match from his waist- 
coat pocket, and, striking it on 
the leg of his trousers, nursed 
it with great caution and looked 
fearfully about him. An ob- 
long dining-table in the centre 
of the room glittered with 
new electro-plate. The thief 
rose to his feet, still shading 
the frail flame of the match, 
but before he had found the 
object of his qust the light 
went out. He struck a second 
match, and saw in the centre of 
the table an old - fashioned 
tankard of chased silver, in the 
bottom of which glittered a 
handfulof new sovereigns bright 
from the Mint. He took the 
cup delicately in both hands, 
and returning to the window, 
made his escape. Once outside, 
he stuffed a dirty ragged hand- 
kerchief into the cup to insure 
the coins from jingling. He 
was making his way still on 
cautious tiptoe to the gate when 
a voice he had heard already 
struck suddenly upon his ears. 

‘* You needn’t hurry, young 
folks; I’ve got the key of the 
gate.”’ 

‘*All right, Sir,’’ said a 
second voice, which he had also 


heard before. The second voice was terribly near at hand, and 
the thief, smitten with a shaking terror, ran back towards the 
These exercises, one and all of which barn and glued himself against the wall. The voices came nearer 
and nearer, and once there was a burst of laughter, in which a 
He heard the gate opened and closed, 


thoughts of his waking moments continued, running only into and then footsteps seemed to approach him. They faded into 
silence, and for the space of a minute the night was as still as 
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Decring warded him off, and seizing him by the threadbare velvet collar of his coat, flogged him with a dreadful vigour and enjoyment, 
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from within. He had stuffed the tankard into his coat-tail 
pocket, and, making a false movement in the panic of his 
haste, he swung the pot against the wall, and the coins within 
it gave a loud metallic rattle. 

‘“*Who ’s that?’ cried the woman, awaking at the 
sound. 

‘** Hold your row!’’ he whispered fiercely. ‘‘ Do you want 
to sell me in?” 

‘**Sell you?’’ she answered. ‘‘ What do you mean? You 
have been at some new villainy !”’ 

‘* Hold your tongue,’’ he whispered back, ‘‘ or I'll throttle 
the life out of you !”’ 

At that instant, a hoarse rustic voice pealed out, ‘‘ Thieves ! 
Stop thieves !’’ and she knew the story in a second. 

**Here!’’ she shrieked. ‘‘This way!’’ And almost before 
the cry had left her lips, the scoundrel seized her by the throat, 
and struck her head violently against the wall. 

** You will have it!’’ he muttered. ‘‘ You’llsell me to the 
clink again ?’’ He felt her whole weight hanging on his hands, 
and, allowing her to 
fall, he turned and 
stood at bay. The 
shutters were half 
open, anda iozen men 
streamed im, armed 
with staves and pitch- 
forks, with Deering 
and the Lieutenant at 
their head. The sailor 
was the first to catch 
sight of the pallid 
rascal, panting with 
clenched hands in 
his corner, and laid 
a grip on him at 
once. 

** You'd be a foo? 
to fight,’’ he said, in 
answer to a desperate 
motion of resistance. 

‘Take it quietly, my 
man, or it will be the 
worse for you.”’ 
‘Show a light 
here!’ called Deer- 
ing. ‘* Let’s have a 
look at the fellow.’ 

A man held up a 
lantern to the desper- 
ate face, with its 
wicked eyes glancing 
swiftly hither and 





thither in hopeless 
search for a way of 
esc ape. 


” 


‘“WillCalthorpe! 
said the yeoman, with 
a face as white as that 
of the detected thief. 
‘* Tricky Bill!’’ The 
two glanced at each 
other in silence, and 
the rest stood round 
wondering at the re- 
cognition. ‘‘ You’ve 
come to this, have 
you?”’ said Deering, 
with a stern mockery 
in his tone. ‘*I sup- 
pose you know better 
than to expect any 
mercy at my hands ?’”’ 

‘**T don’t know,” 
said the ruffian, vainly 
striving to moisten his 
parched lips with his 
tongue. ‘I’ve got 
a pal with me—per- 
haps she might inter- 
ce de 4 - 

Deering followed 
the direction of his 
glance, and, snatch- 
ing a lantern from a 
farm-labourer’shand, 
bent overthe prostrate 
figure, and looked into 
the woman’s face. She 
was pale, and looked 
lifeless, with one 
sharply-defined streak 
of blood upon herfore- 
head. Deering said 
nothing, but he looked 
twice or thrice from 
the senseless woman 
to the captive thief 
and back again. His 
face was awful, and 
his whole body vi- 
brated liké a shaken 
spring. 

‘* Take that fellow 
away!” he said 
hoarsely. ‘*Tie his 
hands, and mount 
guard over him. Grif- 
fith, my lad, fetch Ada 
and one or two of the 
womenfolk here. This woman’s hurt. Tell the women there’s 
no cause to be afraid. We can search that scoundrel after- 
wards !”’ 

The Lieutenant went off at once to marshal in the prisoner, 
who was strongly held by as many hands as could find a place 
upon his pe rson. The unconscious woman was moved a little 
later. and being laid upon a bed in one of the servants’ rooms 
was tended there by Ada. 

Deering fell into a chair in the room from which the tankard 
and the money had been stolen, and sat there with a face so 
companions were at once frightened and 





rhastly that hi 


amazed 


‘‘ Decring!’’ said tue clergyman, who had taken but a 
passive part in the events of the last few minutes, ‘* you must 
not let yourself be shaken in this way.”’ 

‘*You don’t know,” returned the yeoman, in a voice un- 
recognisable for his own. ‘‘ You don’t understand. That 


wretched woman up-stairs is my witt 

** Merciful Heaven !”’ cried the clergyman. ‘‘ Your wife! 
and Ada’s mother? ’”’ 

‘“‘God help us all!”’ said Deering, “‘ yes. 
Ada’s mother.”’ 


My wife and 








CHAPTER IV. 
‘*T thought her dead!” said the yeoman in a groaning voice. 
‘*T thought her dead !”” 

Neither of his hearers answered him in words, but the 
parson, laying a hand sympathetically upon his shoulder, Deer- 
ing groped for the other and wrungit hard. He rose to his feet 
almost immediately after this, and began to pace up and down 
the room. The natural colour returned to his face, and his 
companions could see clearly that the first effect of the shock 
was over. 

‘*Look here,’’ he broke out after a dozen turns, ‘‘ you ’ve 
both got a right to the story now, and you shall have it.’” He 
went on pacing up and down the room with his clenched hands 
rammed deep into the pockets of his riding-breeches and his 
chin sunk upon his breast. The words came from him with a 
dogged reluctance, and though he made no gesture and gave 
no glance, it was clear enough that he spoke in mental anguish. 
The very tone of commonplace he affected revealed instead of 
hiding the keenness of his suffering. 
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She had not reached the door when she turned, and suddenly seizing a hand that lay outside the coverle t, kissed it passionately, and fell upon her knees beside the bed. 


**T *ll begin at the beginning,’’ he said. ‘‘I saw her for 
the first time nineteen years ago last Michaelmas in Herrick’s 
Circus at Stafford. She was a horsebreaker and a professional 
rider in the ring. You can see she’s been a handsome woman, 
and anything like her riding I never saw. It doesn’t take 
much trouble to find reasons why a young fellow should make 
a fool of himself about a pretty girl. I fell in love with her 
and I married her. We lived at Trenton, down by Stafford, 
for three years or so. I can’t say that we hit it off together. 
I went the wrong way about with her—I ’ve known that much 
for years.”’ 

He cleared his throat there with a harsh sound, and took 
three or four turns in silence. 

‘She was always longing to be back at the old work, and, 
of course, I wouldn’t hear of it. All my relatives disapproved 
of the match, and very few of ’em would recognise her. 
That made things no better, and we used to have constant 
rows. They were partly my fault, partly hers. I’ve thought 
her dead this four years, and I’ve had time to deal fairly with 
her in my own mind. There was a pair of us—a pair of angry, 
obstinate, self-willed young fools. We had a tremendous 
shindy one day, and when I came home at night she was 





gone. Ada was getting on for two years old then, and she 
left a bit of a letter pinned to the child’s frock. It just said 
she couldn’t stand things any longer, and she was off, and 
that was all. 

‘*T heard no more about her for four years, though I tried 
all I knew to find her. The first news that came was that she 
was in the dock of the Old Bailey.”’ 

His voice was as dry and commonplace as ever; but the 
struggle to make it sound so betrayed itself. His visitors 
looked amazedly at each other, and the clergyman, seeing his 
son’s hand start and tremble where it lay upon the mantel- 
piece, set his own upon it with a wordless pressure. 

‘* She was there,’’ Deering went on, ‘‘ with that scoundrel 
we caught to-night. He was charged with burglary, and she 
was charged with being his accomplice. They were both 
found guilty. He got twelve years and she got seven. And 
now you know as much about it as I do.’’ 

‘* Was tnere no doubt about her guilt ?’’ asked Griffith. 

**Doubt!’’ repeated Deering, pausing in his walk and 
glancing at him under 
his eyebrows. ‘No. 
The case was as clear 
as daylight. There 
was a sheaf of bank- 
notes among the pro- 
ceeds of the burglary, 
and she was taken in 
the act of passing 
them. No, there was 
no doubt about it.’’ 

“She wasn’t in 
to-night’s affair by 
her own consent,”’ 
said the sailor. ‘‘She 
cried out, ‘ Here, this 
way !’ and that villain 
maltreated herfor it.’’ 

“Griffith, my 
lad,’”’ said Deering, 
with the first touch 
of open emotion he 
had shown; ‘that 
may be so, but this 
remains —she left her 
lawful husband and 
her child with that 
thief and scoundrel 
sixteen years ago, and 
she’s with him again 
to-night after they 
both suffered for his 
villainy. Now, lad, 
you’ve got to look at 
it. You thought you 
were going to be a 
happy man to- 
morrow, and so did 
all of us. I thought 
my little girl was 
going to be happy, 
and I was willing to 
be lonely that she 
might be so.”’ 

‘* Wait a bit, Sir,’’ 
said the Lieutenant. 
“Tf IT am not mis- 
taken as to what you 
are going to say, you 
may save yourself the 
trouble of saying — 

‘* Best hear- me 
out,’’ returned the 
other. “T’ve told 
you pretty often, 
Broadhurst, that I ’ve 
got as solid a liking 
for the boy as if he 
were my own. You 
can’t make him his 
own umpire in a case 
like this.’’ 

‘* Excuse me, Sir,’’ 
said Griffith, ‘‘ but no 
man living shall um- 
pire for me now. This 
is a matter for Ada 
and myself, and for 
nobody else in the 
world.”’ 

At that moment 
there came a light 
tap at the door, and 
Ada . entered. The 
natural excitement of 
the night’s events had 
flushed her face and 
lent brightness to her 
eyes. The alarm was 
over, and only a sense 
of unusual interest 
and romance remain- 
ed. The sensations 
they inspired were by 
no means disagree- 
able, though the girl 
had self-control and 
good sense enough to 
know that they might 
induce a headache and 
pale cheeks for her wedding morning, and to act upon her 
knowledge. 

‘* Papa,”’ she said in a guarded voice, as she closed the 
door behind her ; ‘‘ there is something very singular about that 
woman. She is not in any way what I should have expected 
to find her.’’ 

Her father, turning his back upon her, made a pretence of 
busying himself with a small pile of papers which happened to 
be at hand. 

‘“No?” he said. ‘‘What’s strange about her?’’ 

‘‘T think,”’ said Ada, ‘‘ I am sure—she has been a lady.”’ 

‘‘ What makes you think that? ’’ he asked, scarcely daring 
to trust his voice, and still fumbling blindly with the papers 
to conceal his looks. 

‘‘ Everything she wears is so beautifully neat and clean,” 
said the girl. ‘‘ Her hair has been properly kept; and her 
hands—she has beautiful hands, and they are taken care of as 
nobody but a lady would think of doing.’’ 

Even in her own excitement she had been conscious from 
the first of a strangeness of manner, which was common to all 
three. Her father actually had turned his back upon her. 
The parson did the same; and her lover's face was half averted 
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**What is the matter?’’ she asked, looking frum one to 


another. ‘‘You are very strange, papa. Why don’t you 
answer me? Griffith—Mr. Broadhurst! What is it? Has 
anything happened that I don’t know of? You—you frighten 
me, all of you.”’ 

Deering rose from his stooping posture and, walking 
towards her, put his arm about her waist. 

“Something has happened, my dear,’’ he told her with a 
kiss. The touch of his lips upon her cheek was so cold that 
she started at it. ‘* You’ll have to know what it is, and you 
shall know. If you’ll go up to your own room, I’ll join you 


there in a minute.”’ 
All this was bewildering to the girl, and, taken in con- 


junction with the tragic looks 
about her, seemed dreadfully 
serious. 

“Don’t let me wait long, | 
papa,”’ she said, and so retired 
without further question. 

“Do you see that, Sir?’’ 
asked Griffith, turning to his 
father. ‘‘ Doesn’t she stand 
well under fire ? ’’ 

** She ‘ll make it no harder 
for me than it must be,’’ said i 
Deering. ‘‘She hasn’t got many 
of her mother’s qualities, thank 
God! but she has got a bit of 
her courage.’’ 

He shook hands with Griffith 
before he turned to go. 

‘It’s a queer world, par- 
son,’’ he said, with a miserable 
contortion of the face intended 
forasmile. ‘* All sunshine an 
hour ago!” 

Neither answered, and he 
went away. ‘They heard his 
slow feet mounting the stairs 
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and creaking on the timbers 
of the floor above them. ‘Then, 


in the stillness they kept they 
could hear his deep voice 
rumbling in the beams of the 
ceiling, with now and then a 
pause. After the space of some 
half-hour they heard his return- 
ing footsteps on the floor and 


on the stair. He came in 
wearily. 
‘““That’s over,’’ he said, 


with a perfect simplicity of 
manner. ‘She took it even 
better than I expected. There ’s 
no wedding to-morrow, 
Griffith.”’ 

‘* Excuse me, Sir,’’ said the 
Lieutenant, ‘‘ but that’s a very 
serious matter. I’m not going 
to talk about my own personal 
disappointment if the wedding’s 
putoff. That’s my affair, and, 
let it be as great as it may, I 
sha’n’t try to make it weigh a 


feather’s weight with you. But, 
look here, Mr. Deering : every- 


body for ten miles round knows 
that the wedding’s arranged. 
Everybody will know if it’s 
postponed. Everybody will 
want a reason. You’ll be 
pretty hard put to it to find one, 
apart from the real on»—and 
that, as I take it, nobody wants 
known. You see, Sir, I’m 
trying to look at the common- 
sense aspects of the case. The 
thing is to make the best of a 
very dreadful business. I don’t 
think that my way looks the 
best to me simply because I like 
it. I’m trying to look at it 
apart from that, and I’m pretty 
sure I’m right.”’ 

The clergyman looked, with 
a perplexed uncertainty, from 
his son to Deering. 

‘“‘T must own,”’ he said, 
‘‘ that I do not see my way.”’ 

‘*Speak out, father,’ said 
the young man. ‘‘ Let us have 
a complete understanding with 

each other all round. Does 

what you have learned to-night 
set you against the match at 
all ?”’ 

‘**T have never disguised my 
friendship and esteem for Deer- 
ing,’’ said the clergyman, not 
daring to face the issues thus 
presented to him. ‘I have 
never disguised my affection 
for Ada. I am sure that her 
unhappy mother’s nature and 
her own are as wide apart as 
the poles.”’ 

““There’s a ‘but’ behind 
all that, father,’’ said the young 
man, with solid and simple 
gravity. ‘ Please let us under- 
stand each other. 

the 


there ’s an end of it, and [ sha’n’t leave any means untried 
that I can think of to persuade her to marry me to-morrow. 
You ’d have me think myself a pretty sort of fellow to run 
away from my promised wife because an unforeseen trouble 
falls on her! She didn’t choose her own mother, and it seems 
to me that poor Mrs. Deering has made trouble enough in the 
world, and that it’s our business as sensible people to see that 
she doesn’t make more.”? 

‘* Now, you listen to common-sense, Griffith,’’ said Deering. 
“You're ‘speaking the truth without knowing it. It’s our 
business to prevent her doing any more mischief, as you say. 
She hasn’t corroded your life yet, and she sha’n’t if I can help 
it. She hasn’t ruined your professional prospects yet; she 
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**Don’t you see,”’ asked Decring, ‘‘ that I shall have to let 
that scoundrei in the kitchen go scot-free? Do you think 
he’ll lose so fine a chance of blackmail ?’’ 

Griffith broke in with an angry and a scornful laugh. 
**T ll pay him all I owe him if he tries! ’’ 

** Yes,’’ said the yeoman, ‘‘ but you’d have the scandal. 
There’s the wretched truth, Griffith. That terrible wife of 
mine’s alive, and what’s more, now that she’s back in my 
hands it’s my business at least to guard her from putting me 
to further shame. She and I are tied together for good and 
all. A divorce would spread the scandal everywhere. I’d 
have had one years ago if it hadn’t been for Ada’s sake.’ 

“There has been no word of your mother in all this, £0 
far,’’ said Broadhurst. ‘‘She 
deserves to be remembered. For 
my own part, I feel keenly that 
Deering is in the right.’’ 

‘“*T haven’t forgotten my 
mother, Sir,’”’ said Griffith; 
**but I know beforehand on 
whose side she’ll be. I don’t 
want to be disrespectful, but it 
seems to me that you are both 
talking as if life were a feather- 
bed for a lot of lazy lubbers to 
loaf and idle in. What’s it 
come to after all? If I marry 
I am to take a bit of trouble 
on to my shoulders; if I don’t 
marry, is the trouble less for 
me, or any of us? I think the 
world’s too honest at heart to 
go astray in the long runina 
case like this. An honest man 
and a good woman can face its 
verdict at the finish if they do 
their duty in it. I take my 
stand on that, and if we talked 
all night I could say no more.”’ 

‘*T won’t pretend,’ said 
Deering, ‘‘that I don’t like 
you the better for it, Griffith ; 
but the last word isn’t spoken 
yet. Go and talk to your 
mother, and let your father 
talk to you. He’s my friend 
and Ada’s friend, and you see 
how he feels.”’ 

‘* He tries to take the worldly 
view for my sake,’ Griffith 
answered. ‘‘'That’s all very 
well on his side. I know it’s 
kindly meant, and I know he 
thinks it wise; but the plain 
English of the whole business 
is that if I felt like that myself 
Ishould beacur. If 1 thought 
I could ever be got to feel like 
it I’d go down the fleet and 
ask every ship’s crew to boot 
me! * 

“*That’s part of the trouble, 
Griffith,’’ said his father. ‘‘ It 
would look base in you to take 
the worldly side at once; but it 
would be very unwise and cruel 
in the rest of us if we closed 
our eyes to it.’’ 

The talk went on for half 
an hour, and the Lieutenant, 
warming out of his carly self- 
restraint, grew loud enough for 
Ada, in the recom above, to 
catch fragments of h's fervent 
protestations. The argument 
came to nothing; and though 
the young man would willingly 
have continued it all night, the 
elders tacitly agreed to leave it 
where it was, and in the «nd 
their silence silenced him. 

“Talk it over with your 
mother, Griffith,’’ Deering said 
again; ‘‘and let your father 
talk it over.”’ 

Upon that the three shook 
hands and parted; and though 
there was no danger of bad 
blood between them, the young 
man went his way with a pas- 
sionate resentment against his 
elders’ prudence which almost 
cost him his temper. 

Left alone, Decring sat for 
perhaps a quarter of an hour, 
plunged in a gloomy silence, 
and then, rising with an air of 
sudden recollection and resolve, 
strode into the farm kitchen. 
The prisoner sat there on a 
settle built into the roomy fire- 
place, with his hands tied be- 
hind him, and seven or eight 
of the farm labourers keeping 
guard and talking in subdued 
voices among themselves. 
William Calthorpe, caught in 
fagrante delicto, bore himself 
with a shabby bravado which 
suited itself so perfectly to his 
aspect that he might have been 
born and bred especially for its 
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‘““My boy!” cried 
father, ‘‘ you know that I am 
devoted to your happiness! 
You know that there is nothing that I would not do to 


secure it !”’ 


“Yes, Sir,”’ said Griffith, ‘‘I’ve known that for a long 
time. I’ve believed that as long as I can remember. 
But ’—— 


“‘The position is exceedingly embarrassing, Griffith,” 
cried the clergyman. ‘In the presence of Deering’s suffer- 
ing ’’— 

‘* What we three have 


- Griffith’ s right !’’ cried Deering. 
Leave my suffering 


got to do is to understand each other. 
out of question. If you’re against the match, Broadhurst, I 
am with you. Iam with you, heart and soul. We two have 
no right to see the lad tie a millstone round his neck !”’ 

‘“*T don’t see the millstone,”’ said'the Lieutenant. ‘‘I see 
one or two things. Ada and I, Mr. Dee ring, care a great deal 
for each other. I don’t believe we’re the sort to change— 
either of us. Now, I’ll show you my whole mind, father. If 
Ada won't marry me, there’s an end of it; and if she will, 


Grigith Broadhurst met 


her at the foot of the stairs with open 
sha’n’t, if I can helpit. Just look at this, Griffith. ‘Do you 
know Lieutenant Broadhurst?’ ‘Yes. His mother-in-law ’s 
done seven years’ penal servitude.’ You can fancy your 
Admiral’s wife drawing up her list for a dinner. ‘We must 
ask that pretty little Mrs. Broadhurst.’ ‘For Heaven’s sake, 
no! Her mother’s a convicted thief!’ That’s our burden, 
Griffith. That’s Ada’s and mine. It shall never be yours, 
with my good will.”’ 

“T*ll make myself answerable, ” said Griffith, 
man who talks in that way. 

‘Men won’t talk in your presence, 


“for any 


* said the yeoman, 


sadly. ‘‘They didn’t talk in mine. I’ve been through the 
mill, lad. I know what it is. Cold shoulder here, cold 
shoulder there. Friends going by you in the streets. And 


there’s one thing worse than all—you ’ve got to see the little 
girl endure it.”’ 

** Tt seems to me, 
all wrong. Who’s to know it? 


”* said Griffith, despe rately, “‘ that you ’re 
Who’s to tell it?”’ 


arms. 


display. 

**Oh, you’re here at last,’’ 
he said, as Deering entered ; ‘‘ you’ve taken your time about 
it. You ’d better send these blackguards away, and we will 
have a talk about what we mean todo. J won't let the cat 
out of the bag, unless you force me to it.”’ 

‘*Have you searched this fellow yct?”’’ 
turning to one of the men. 

‘““We thought you’d rather as us waited, Sir,’’ the 
responded. 

‘* Stand up, you,’’ said Deering, with a gesture of command, 
to the prisoner. He obeyed, with the same look of lurking 
braggadocio. ‘‘ Turn his pockets out, Shillito.”’ 

The whole rustic assemblage had long decided upon the 
whereabouts of the stolen property, the gleam of the polished 
metal having been visible to them through a rent in the 
prisoner’s tail-pocket as he sat. The man whom Deering had 
named went straight to it and produced the silver tankard in 
the turn of a hand. The sovereigns jingled as he held it up, and 
Deering, taking it from him, drew out the dirty handkerchief, 


Deering asked, 


man 
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He tumbled into a ditch at the roadside. 
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and emptying the contents of the cup upon the table, 
counted the coins. Having made their tale complete, he stood 
pondering for a moment, and then, looking round him with a 
start, threw open the door which led upon the yard. 

‘* Untie his hands,’’ he said, and one of the men obeyed 
him wonderingly, while the rest stared round wide-eyed and 
open-mouthed. ‘Go!’ cried Deering, raising a hand and 
pointing imperatively to the door. ; 

“ Wait a bit,” said William Calthorpe, ‘‘ you’re not going 
to turn out an old pal like this, are you? I don’t want to say 
anything that’s disagreeable, but it’s hardly friendly, is it?”’ 

Deering said nothing, but casting a glance about the 
kitchen made a step or two and picked up a heavy riding-whip 
which lay in a corner near the wall. He pointed to the door 
with this, and under his uneasy, shameful swagger the criminal 
became obviously disconcerted. 

‘*T haven’t got one red cent to chink against another,”’ he 
said. ‘I’ve only had one square meal this four days. Now, 
I’m pretty desperate, and I’ve got a tongue in my head. 
There are reasons why you shouldn’t make a row about this.”’ 

‘‘There are good reasons,’’ said the farmer, ‘‘ and some of 
*em are not very likely to have any value to your mind. I’ll 
tell you one of ’em. The last time you robbed me—the first 
time you robbed me— your mother came to me and cried about 
you, as any mother had a warrant to. Her fear was I should 
kill you if I met you, and to comfort her poor old heart I 
promised her that I’d never lay a hand on you—for that. 
The poor thing died four years later of a broken heart. Your 
appearance at the Old Bailey killed her. We’ve got a new 
score now, and you ’d better go before I settle it.”’ 

‘*No,’’ said William Calthorpe, facing him with a watchful 
and wicked eye; ‘‘I don’t think I shall go yet.” 

‘*You got twelve years for the last business,”’ said Deering. 
““They’d put you away for life for this. You’d better go, 
and best go quickly.”’ 

‘IT ’ll take my chance of anything I’m likely to get,’’ 
returned the other; and at this the farmer raised his hand and 
voice together, and made a step forward. 

‘Go, you scoundrel, or Ill be the death of you!” 

The tramp’s sallow, unwashed, unshaven face went grey, 
and his lips began to tremble, but his wicked and watchful 
eye was still fixed upon the farmer with more than a hint of 
threat and warning init. The heavy whip curled round his 
legs like a snake, and he shrieked with the pain, and made a 
dash at his assailant’s neck. Deering warded him off, and 
seizing him by the threadbare velvet collar of his coat, flogged 
him with a dreadful vigour and enjoyment. When at length 
he released him, and thundered ‘‘Go!’’ once more, the 
wretched creature needed no further bidding. He sped through 
the door in a flash, and the irate yeoman, following him, made 
the whip whistle round his ears as he chased him in the dark. 
He caught him up at the gate, and flogged him while he 
climbed it. The savage blows never ceased to fall until the 
fugitive dropped in a huddled heap on the outer side of the 
gate. He lay there for a moment only, for, hearing his 
assailant rattling at the inner fastening of the gate, he rose 
and ran. 

‘The rustic judgment on this summary dealing out of 
justice was expressed by the preternaturally sharp boy. 

‘*T bean’t a old ’un,”’ said Tim, ‘‘and I do zuppoze I’ve 
got a lot o’ time afore me; but I’d zooner put it through in 

1aunton Jail than let the gaffer handle me like that! ”’ 

‘* My eye!” said one of the ancients of the farm. ‘The 
man stood there and asked for it.”’ 

‘*He got it,’’ said Deering, entering at that moment, and 
throwing the riding-whip back into its corner; ‘and none of 
you fellows know how richly he deserved it.”’ 


CHAPTER V. 
The female wanderer awoke in the first fresh light of the 
summer morning, and looked upon her unexpected surround- 
ings with a feeble astonishment. The sunlight streamed into 
the room between a window - blind and curtain which 
were too short to meet cach other, and lay in so dazzling a 








reward you, Sir!” cried Mr. Calthorpe. “A poor man's blessing hurts nobody, Sir!” 








band of yellow on the wall that its plain whitewash lookcd 
vividly blue to the waker’s eyes. She half rose, bui fell Lack 
weakly upon the pillow, and was perforce content wish such 
an examination as she could make in that posture. The room 
was very barely and simply furnished, with an unframed 
picture of the *‘ Return of the Prodigal Son” fastened upon 
the wall by four tin tacks—a cheap and staring lithograph 
which almost succeeded in making the beautiful and im- 
mortal story laughable. The branches of the great tree hung 
sombrely in the air outside. There was a clatter of feet and 
a rattle of milking-pails somewhere near at hand. 

She was too prostrate to wonder long as to how she came 
there, and in a very little while she found herself newly 
awaking to confront a girl, apparently a lady, who, in a fresh 
morning dress of scrupulous neatness, was standing by her 
bedside with a small tray in her hand, bearing a cup and 
saucer. ‘The girl’s face was evidently by nature very pretty 
and attractive; but at this moment it was sadly pale, and 
disfigured by the traces of recent tears. 

** You must drink this at once,’’ she said. ‘“‘Itisa strong, 
clear soup, not too hot. It will do you good.”’ 

Her own thoughts were dulled by pain and languor; but, 
weak as she was, the errant wife noticed a strange rcluctance 
in the girl’s manner, as if she feared to approach or speak to 
her, and only succeeded in doing so by some strong self- 
compulsion. Ada, seeing that her mother was too weak to 
rise, put a trembling hand beneath her head. The hand shook 
so strongly that it communicated its tremor to the other’s 
frame. 

**You are afraid of me,’’ said Mrs. Deering, with a pale 
smile. ‘‘I am not strong enough to hurt anybody, even if I 
had the will.”’ 

‘**No,’’ Ada answered, in a half whisper, ‘‘ I am not afraid. 
Drink this, and try to get to sleep again.”’ 

Whilst her mother sipped the warm and comforting soup 
she continued to support her with that tremulous hand. There 
was surely something in the touch which meant repugnance. 

**Don’t be afraid of me,’’ said Ella. ‘* Was I found last 
night? Am I in the house that was robbed?’’ ‘The girl’s 
fascinated eyes seemed to answer ‘‘ Yes’’ to each of these 
queries, but her lips moved without a sound. ‘‘I was there 
quite harmlessly. I meant no harm and did none.’’ 

‘“*T know that,’’ said Ada. ** You must not think I am 
afraid of you.”’ 

The invalid’s eyes searched her face with a keener and 
brighter regard. 

**You do not look,’’ she said, ‘‘as if you would be afraid 
without a reason.”’ : 

‘* Pray drink the soup,”’ the girl answered, in a tone cf 
appeal so urgent that the other knew not what to make of it, 
**and let me go. Ll want you to be strong enough in a little 
time to move into another room.”’ 

“If the room is wanted,’’ Mrs. Deering answered, ‘‘ I can 
go now if you would give me a little help.”’ 

**No, no,”’ said Ada, ‘‘the room is not wanted. Try to 
sleep.” 4 

‘** You are very kind,’’ her mother answered; ‘‘ but I am 
sure you are afraid of me. There is no need of that. I am 
an unhappy, harmless woman. Pray believe that I had no- 
thing to do with what happened last night.’’ 

**We know that,’’ Ada answered. ‘* You helped my— 
You helped the men to find the thief. We know that.” © 

She had already lowered her charge gently to the pillow 
and had smoothed it for her head to rest upon. but hea 
fascinated, frightened eyes were still drawn to her mother’s face 

‘Try to sleep,”’ she said. ‘‘ I must go now.” 

She moved away a step or two, and averted her leok asif by 
an effort. She had not reached the door when she turned, 
and suddenly seizing a hand that lay outside the coverlet, 
kissed it passionately, and fell upon her knees beside the bed, 
weeping, but with so intense and resolute a self-repression 
that her tears were terrible alike to the invalid and to herself. 

Mrs. Deering struggled half-upright, and laid her disen- 
gaged hand upon the girl’s head. 

‘*Whatisit?’’ she asked, in her weak voice. ‘* What is it?’’ 
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Ada shrank back from her touch, and, releasing the hand 
she had held in both her own, arose and left the room, her 
whole body shaking from head to foot with the sobs she could 
restrain no longer. Her mother, who had no clue to the girl’s 
emotion, fell back once more upon her pillow, and lay there in 
a great amazement. 
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The two stood quietly smoking, 


os 





The sound of the girl’s weeping filled the house, anl 
reached the ears of Griffith Broadhurst, who had arrived at 
the doorway thus early, bent upon an understanding with Ada 
herself. He met her at the foot of the stairs with open arms, 
and she made no motion of resistance when he drew her to his 
breast. Neither spoke, and Ada, struggling hard to gain her 
self-posgession, half succeeded. Now that she was quieter he 
led her to the parlour, and placing her upon a sofa there, sat 
down beside her, smoothing her hand, and murmuring foolish 
consolatory phrases which were not altogether without value. 

‘* What has shaken you again in this way, darling?’’ he 
asked at length, when he saw that he could venture safely to 
question her. ‘‘ You have been speaking to her? ”’ 

‘* Yes,’’ said Ada, ‘‘ I have just come from her room.”’ 

** You told her? ’”’ 

‘*No, no, no!”’ the girl cried, almost wildly. ‘‘I dare not 
tell her. Who will ever find the heart to tell her?” 

‘* It won’t be a pleasant business,*’ Griffith admitted, ‘‘ who- 
ever takes it in hand.”’ 

He sat embarrassed, not knowing what to do or to say. He 
had come with the fixed determination to make his appeal to 
Ada, and he had persuaded himself that it was quite certain 
that she would accept his plans. But the girl was quivering 
with distress, and pale and disfigured with her nightlong tears, 
and in the presence of her trouble those plans of his began to 
look almost profane. He had not expected to find a bridal 
face, but he had been so much occupied in battling with other 
people’s reasons that he had not found time to conceive his 
sweetheart’s real position. -He had come all fire and tender- 
ness to offer his claim, but he preferred it with what he felt to 
be an almost Arctic coldness. 

‘* You must give me the right, darling,’’ he said, ‘‘ to take 
you away and teach you to be happy. I shall make that the 
object of my life.’’ 

She steadied herself quite suddenly, and answered with a 
settled resolution : 

‘* No, dear; my place is here —I can’t leave her. You must 
try to understand me, Griffith. It seems to me as if God had 

nt her back again and put her in my hands. She is my 
mother, after all.’’ 

In face of that declaration all the warm protests with which 
he had consoled himself during the night looked worthless. 

‘*You don’t mean,’’ he asked despairingly, ‘‘ that there is 
going to be a lasting breach between us? ”’ 

She looked at him mournfully but steadily, tht tears 
gathering in her eyes and brimming over. 

‘* We can never be married now, Griffith.”’ 

**T don’t see that,’’ he answered doggedly. ‘‘ I shall never 
see that if I wait until I’m grey. You and I belong to each 
other, Ada. There’s no getting over it.”’ 

‘* Griffith,’’ said the girl, ‘‘ we must face the truth. I can 
never marry now. I can’t tie such a history as this to you.”’ 

‘*That’s a matter chiefly for my decision, as it seems to 
me,”’ Griffith answered. ‘‘If I cared for you so little that 
that would drive me back, I shouldn’t have been worth muarry- 
ing. If I had repented of my bargain I could have fond an 


excuse in what has happened. But then, you see, my dear, 
I’m not in search of an cxcuse. You belong to me!”’ 

‘*T shall never marry now!’’ Ada protested; and nothing 
that her lover could say could shake her for the time. : 

‘*- Don’t you see, dear,’’ he urged, ‘‘ everybody in the whole 
countryside knows that the wedding was arranged for this 
morning. The real reason is the only one that can be 
given—even for a postpenement—and to give that would be to 
put your mother to open shame. You and. your father would 
share init. Let us be married, dear, and let us all go away 
together. Your father and I both have money enough. Let 
us all go into the Far West, and carry our secret with us.”’ 

He offered this plan with a momentary gleam of hope, and 
with more eagerness and vivacity of manner than he had dis- 
played before ; but Ada shook her head with a mournful 
decision. 

‘You must not waste your life for me, Griffith.’’ 

‘Waste my life!’’ he answered, waking into the enthu- 
siasm proper to a lover. ‘‘ How can my life be wasted if I 
spend it with you? and how can it be anything but wasted if 
we live apart’ And, my darling, there’s a great new world 
opening out there. There’s a great new civilisation lying in 
its cradle. It’ll grow up to be bigger and stronger and more 
splendid than any of the old. A man won't waste his life who 
helps to nourish it. Whatever trouble and shame and sorrow 
there may be here, we can leave thousands of miles behind us.”’ 

He lowered his voice almost to a whisper, as he went on— 

**You can take your poor mother with you, and devote 
your life to her. You shall never find me jealous of that pur- 
pose, Ada. I shall look upon it as a sacred task ; and I promise 
you that I will help in it with my whole heart.’’ 

‘We don’t know what she is yet, Griffith,’ the girl whis- 
pered back again. ‘‘ We don’t even know what she has been. 
I can’t drag you into such a life as that.’’ 

Griffith arose, dogged and overmastering. 

‘* Whatever happens,’’ he said, ‘‘ I’ve got your promise, 
and I’ve made my own. You’re my plighted wife, and I shall 
never give you up until you can come to me honestly and say 
that you don’t care for me any longer. That won't be on this 
side of the Day of Judgment. I shall never go back from my 
word, and I shall never release you from yours.”’ 

**Oh, Griffith !’’ cried the girl, with a new burst of silent 
tears. ‘*In a year or two’s time, when we’re apart 
from each other, you’ll learn to forget me, and you’]l find 
somebody else to make you happy,!”’ 

‘* Now, Ada,”’ said the young man, ‘it’s no use talking 
nonsense. I’m not one of the changing sort. I’m not going 
to change. Here’s a terrible trouble, and it’s our clear 
business to make the bes‘ and not the worst of it. I know 
very well what you propo.e to do; but do you think you’ll do 
it any the better because you ’re breaking your heart about me, 
or because I’m breaking mine for you? Don’t you think you 
would do it the better if you had me there to help you and 
encourage you? I’m not going to be tied by cobwebs and 
think they ’re cables.’’ 

** Try to look wisely at it, Griffith,’’ she besought him. 

“T’m not going to begin wisdom by turning cur,”’ said 
Griffith. ‘‘ Suppose that what happened last night had taken 
place to-night. We should have taken each other for better 
or worse in that case. You’ve got to put up with your bar- 
gain, Ada. It’s pretty ‘clear you can’t live here; but 
wherever you go I shall follow you, if you go to the world’s 
cnd.”’ 

The girl found some comfort in this overbearing loyalty, 
wretched as she was. Griffith was not too polished in his way 
of putting things ; but then, perhaps, this was hardly the hour 
for polish, and at all events her lover's sturdy honour and 
constancy stood revealed beyond a doubt. That was sonic 
comfort for the darkest day, even if they never were to mect 
again. 

Griffith was striding up and down the room when his father 
and Deering entered. The yeoman and the young lover shook 
hands gloomily, but Mr. Broadhurst was the first to speak. 

** Deering and I,’’ he said, addressing his son, ‘‘ have talked 
things over. He will tell you his conclusions.”’ 

** We are going away, Griffith,’ said the yeoman. “I’ve 
often thought that if [’d been a lonely and unencumbered 
man I should have gone out West. I’ve been reading and 
hearing a good deal these late years about Kansas. It’s 
pleased Heaven to send my wife back to me in this dreadful 
way, and I can’t and sha’n’t turn her adrift again. I sha.l 
send a telegram to my agent in town to-day to come down 
here and see me, and we’ll all clear out as soon as we can.”’ 

“That’s what I’ve just been proposing to Ada!” said 
Griffith. ‘‘That straightens everything. I’ve got three 
months’ leave, and before that’s out I can arrange to retire 
from the service. I shall come with you.”’ 

The two elders looked at each other. 

‘*The lad’s stanch,’’ said Deering. ‘‘I like him none the 
less for it. But it won’t do, Griffith,’’ he added mournfully, 
shaking his head. ‘‘ Our trouble’s our own. We'll bear it 
by ourselves.’’ 

“Very well, Sir,’’ the young man answered, ‘if you won't 
take me with you I can travel by myself. Where Ada goes, 
I follow. It’s not a bit of use talking any more about it. 
My mind’s made up.”’ 

**T’ll make a bargain with you, lad,’’ said Deering. “If 
you’re in the same mind this day twelve months I'll say no 
word against your wish. Stop at home and do your own duties 
for a year.”’ 

The lover was naturally indignant at any thought of 
change ; but his father, eagerif for no more than a momentary 
respite, pressed him hard. The elder man had no unusual 
store of worldly prudence, but the match had grown to look 
dreadful to him, and he saw the ruin of his son’s prospects in 
it. In spite of the Lieutenant’s protests he had to yield at last. 

‘* Very well,”’ he said, ‘this day twelve months. It’s a 
fool’s bargain on my side, because I know what it will come to. 
It’s wasting a year of my life, but you must have your way.”’ 


CHAPTER VI. 
Mr. Calthorpe ran as if for his life for a distance of, perhaps, 
a hundred yards, and then, beginning to recover from his 
panic, found that no footsteps followed in pursuit. At this 
discovery his courage rose, and, being by nature and practice a 
humbug of the completer sort, he turned in the darkness wit!) 
the ; retence that he was ready to give battle. This sop to the 
Cerberus of self-respect warmed his heart a little, but only for 
an instant. He began to know how hideously sore he was, 
and, standing still in the darkness, he touched himself here 
and there with a cautious forefinger, with the hope of finding 
some spot of his own person which had not been visited in the 
course of his tremendous castigation. Whilst he stood thus 
he was aware that somebody was blubbering and wailing 
piteously, and it took him a second or two to realise that the 
miserable noises proceeded from himself. He lifted both 
hands in the night, and cursed with an Oriental fluency and 
gusto; but the horrible sting of his pains broke him, and he 
fell to whimpering again. The whip-marks played about him 
as if the blows were falling still. Now one would start into 
such a prominence of agony that for a second it would ob- 
L:terate the rest. Then another would sting as suddenly as if 





the lash which inflicted it had been reapplied. Then a whole 
hail of blows would seem to fall upon his wretched body 
altogether. He had never been of a philosophical turn of 
mind, and he was not prepared now to balance against his own 
sufferings the years of injury he had inflicted, or his crime of 
that evening and the insolence that followed on it. Morally, 
he had always been a shiftless, worthless rag of a fellow, and 
it is quite likely that he had never been really vehement until 
now. Now he was vehement enough in all conscience, and 
rage and hate and agony were all fused into one within him. 
He could not have told any one of them from any other, and 
was certainly in no mood to analyse. 

He went limping along the road, punctuating every step 
with groans and curses, and, missing his way in the blackness 
of the night, tumbled into a dry ditch at the roadside with an 
extorted yell like the cry of a flogged cur. He had fallen very 
lightly upon a bank cushioned with moss ; but no couch, how- 
ever epicurean, could have been pleasant at the moment. He 
was galled and raw from head to foot, and could find no 
posture which did not increase his pain. If he had only dared 
to go back and face Deering, he thought it would be luxurious 
to be hanged for him. 

He made no attempt to rise, but lay there moaning and 
writhing until a deadly faintness seized him, and he began to 
think that his last hour was near. Inspired by the terror of 
this thought, he tried to feel repentant, and, as a matter of 
fact, did curse and hate with a slightly diminished fire. But 
being a coward, the fear of death overpowered him before long, 
and he effected the scoundrel’s unfailing compromise. If he 





On a sudden a figure on horseback sprang up like a tiny silhouette 
upon the darkened edge and stood still there. 
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She threw herself down before her mother and clasped her round the knees. 


died he would certainly do no harm 
to Deering, and was profoundly de- 
sirous that his own sins should not 
be remembered against him. If he 
did not die there would be no need to 
bother about these considerations yet 
awhile. 

There was nothing to run away 
from, and nothing to go forward to, 
and so he stayed where he found him- 
self. By-and-by his limbs began to 
stiffen, and he gave himself up for 
lost. The night seemed to last for 
years, and at length, out of pure 
exhaustion and despair, he fell asleep, 
though even then he was followed by 
a knowledge of his pains almost as 

acute as that of wakefulness itself. It was 
broad daylight when he awoke, but he was 
barely aware of the fact, for a chance cut of 
the riding-whip had taken him across the 
eyes, and the lids were so swollen that he could 
but just raise them. By-and-by he discovered 
that his hands were wealed and livid, and that 
his clothes were cut in places as if by a knife. 
All this made him so piteously sorry for him- 
self that he must needs begin to cry and curse 
again, but feebly this time, and with none of 
last night’s eloquence or passion. He had then 
rivalled in intensity, in particularity, and, in- 
deed, in all high characteristics the great 
Ernulphus himself, but his morning exercises 
were no more than 
Short swallow flights of song that dip 
Their wings in tears, and fly away. 

He was quite persuaded that he was dying, 
when the sound of footsteps and voices near at 
hand aroused him as if by miracle. He struggled 
to his feet with infinitely less difficulty than 
he had anticipated, and, seeing only enough 
of the roadway to guide his footsteps, stumbled 
towards the welcome and reviving sounds. One 
of the voices he heard sounded elderly and 
clerical, to his fancy. He knew himself an 
object for compassion, and a clergyman was 
likely to be no more difficult a prey than the 
average wayfarer. 

‘** Gentlemen !’’ he cried in a loud, quaver- 
ing voice, ‘‘ Gentlemen, for pity’s sake, help a 
man who has been robbed and left for dead !”’ 

This not too ingenious a fiction might have 
awakened the pity of the uninstructed traveller; 
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Deering’s house at Redberry Creck. 














but, as it happened, Mr. Calthorpe addressed himself, 
unknowingly, to his actual captor of the previous evening, 
ind his father, the Reverend Francis Broadhurst. The two 
passed the petitioner without a word; and he wailed after 
tuem— 

‘*Gentlemen! I’ve been robbed and leit for dead. I’m 
more than a hundred miles from my nearest friend, and I’m 
starving. For mercy’s sake, gentlemen, give me a helping 
hand! Don’t leave me to die by the roadside! Gentlemen! 
gentlemen ! ”’ 

The clergyman paused an 
arm. 

‘ You don’t mean to help that scoundrel; ”’ 
ternly. ‘* You know him again, don’t you?’’ 

‘‘'That is precisely why I think of helping him,” the 
clergyman answered. ‘Deering has evidently thrashed 
the man, and has turned him loose. Nobody wants him 
lingering in the neighbourhood to spread his own version of 
the story It is a wise maxim, Griffith, to make a golden 
bridge for a flying cnemy. Leave me to deal with 


1 laid a hand upon his son’s 


Griffith asked 


Griffith lingered reluctantly while his father retraced his 
steps ’ ‘ 

‘* You say you have been robbed ?"’ said the clergyman. 

‘* Yes, Sir,’’ the thief responded; ‘‘ robbed of everything, 
and half-murdered into the bargain. I fought for my life and 
the little I had about me; and this, Sir’’—with a motion of 
the hands, to indicate his gencral condition—‘‘is how the 
brutes have left me.’’ 

‘**Whom do you charge with the robbery?” 
Broadhurst. ‘I am a magistrate,’’ he added, 
receive your complaint here as well as anywhere.” 

**T couldn't tell one of them from Adam,” the 


asked Mr. 


‘*and can 


tricky one 


responded. ‘* They fell upon me in the dark, Sir. There was 
quite a gang of them.” 
He was within little more than a hundred yards of the 


scene of the burglary, and the fact that his interlocutor pro- 
claimed himself a magistrate scut a chill to his very marrow. 
He almost wished he had not spoken, desperate as his 
was. 

‘* Where were you going ?’’ Broadhurst deman led. 

‘*To Plymouth, Sir,’’ he answered. ‘I have fallen upon 
evil times, Sir, as I daresay my appearance shows; but I have 
friends in Plymouth, Sir, and I had enough to drag down 
there with on foot until last night. They might have spared a 
poor unfortunate fellow like me, Sir; but those scoundrels 
have no heart. So long as they get it they don't care where it 
comes from, do they, Sir? ”’ 

** You have friends in Plymouth ?’ 

‘* Yes, Sir.”’ 

** And your object is to r 

‘6 Yes, Sir.”’ 

At this moment the one constable owncd by the village 
threw his leg over a stile at a little distance, and sighting the 
clergyman, saluted him. 

** You arrive luckily, Jackson,”’ said Mr. Broadhurst, “1 
want you at this moment. This man tells me a story which I 
do not altogether believe tut he has evide ntly been very 
much ill-used, and he says that he has friends in Plymouth. 
I am willing to pay his fare on condition that he 
ther Take him to Bulstrode Station The parliamentary 
train passes in half an hour. ‘Take his ticket, see him into the 
train, give him a shilling for his breakfast, and bring back the 
change of this to me.”’ 

Lhe constable acce pt d the sovereign the « lergyman held 
out between his thamb and finecr, tonchel his hat anew, ard 
too' mount into custody. 


Cast 


’ 


cl them?” 


re ally Lrocs 


Tricky Lill for the 


‘If the man makes any attempt to evade the journey,” 
sail th 
before me. 
let him «ce 


bring him 


clergyman, “‘ arrest him as a vagrant and 
guard, and 


You had better speak a word to the 
that the journey is completed.”’ 
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** Yes, Sir,”’ said the 
constable. ‘‘Come along, 
my man.” 

** Heaven reward you, 
Sir!’’ cried Mr. Calthorpe. 
‘*A poor man’s blessing 
hurts nobody, Sir!”’ and 
with that he limped away, a little lightened in his felonious 
heart tou have escaped so easily from a magistrate, but very 
tremulous as to what might happen, if the magistrate should be 
making an early morning call at Pear-Tree Farm. He listened 
for pursuing footsteps all along, but nobody concerned was 
less anxious to have him out of the way than he himself was 
to escape. The policeman’s presence with him secured him 
a mug of cider and a plate of broken meats gratis at the 
country inn which stood opposite the station gates. He started 
on his journey with the shilling intact, but every jolt of the 
unpadded compartment he sat in reminded him so acutely of 
Deering’s handiwork that he had no joy in the advantages of 
his position. 

The parliamentary train crawled through the whole long 
summer day, stopping at every station. A constantly chang- 
ing stream of passengers dribbled into the carriage and out 
again, and Mr. Calthorpe’s remarkable aspect excited the 
curiosity of most of them. Long before the journey had come 
to aun end he had worked up to a finished and artistic com- 
pleteness the story he had told in its native improbability to 
Broadhurst. He knew precisely where he was coming from 
and exactly where he was going to. He knew what made him 
travel on foot and in such shabby raiment whilst he had three 
sovereigns in his pocket. With every successive relation of 
the story it grew stronger, clearer, more detailed, lifelike, and 
moving. It grew like Jonah’s gourd, and its dramatic inci- 
dents multiplied like Falstaff’s men in buckram. 

The recital kept him plenteously in ale and cider for the 
day, secured him two full meals, and drew from more than 
one soft-hearted listener a gift of money. But for his bodily 
pains, which were not to be assuaged just then by any social 
triumph, he might have felt like a popular hero in a procession. 
Whenever two or three rustics pottered out of the carriage, 
leaving one listener behind them, that man burned until, at a 
station further on, other rustics entered. Then would he say, 
** Nice sort o’ world to live in, this is,’’ or starting with some 
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better, she 


such exordium, would indicate Tricky Bill. ‘‘ That there 
gentleman have been through something.’’ Then would 


Bill tell the tale anew, drawing beer and meat from the sym- 
pathetic, and getting a good long satisfactory pull from at least 
a score of pipes during the journey. 

It was dark when he came to Plymouth—midsummer 
though it was—and he winced with difficulty through the 
streets, peering from right to left out of his damaged eyes. 
He took his way, of course, to the lowest quarter of the town, 
and, after some intricate wanderings, stopped uncertainly 
before a beerhouse, and bleared about him there. Deciding, 
finally, that this was the place he sought, he entered. A voice 
asked him imperatively what he wanted. 

‘*TIs Ned Lenglow staying here ?’’ he demanded, by way of 
answer. 

5 Suppose 
woodcn bar 

** Be good enough to tell him,”’ said Tricky Bill, ‘‘ that his 
old friend, Mr. Calthorpe, would be giad to see him.” 

The man, with a sulky stare at him, left the room, and a 
m ment latera voice, ringing with a false and vulgar jocundity, 
called out 

** Hillo, Tricky, old pal !—what cheer! ”’ 

The speaker, a young man of powerful frame, with a head 
sleek and round as an otter’s and a count: nance which 


he is?’ said the man who stood behind the 


looked up at him 
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She laid her work upon her lap, and folding her sun-bonnet back a little, in order to see him ti 


with grave attention. 


had never failed to prejudice a jury, appeared at a doorway 
leading to an inner apartment. 

**Why, William, what’s happened to you? 
man: come in. 

There was something in the new person’s manner which 
indicated not only cordiality, but respect. The interest of th« 
man behind the bar was excited, and at the earliest oppor- 
tunity he took his client aside »nd put him to the queston. 

‘* Who is he ’”’ said the sleck-headed man, repeating the 
other’s question. ‘*‘ Why, man alive’’—inanimpressive whisper, 
as if he announced some mighty poet, potentate, or states- 
man-—‘‘ that ’s Tricky Bill.”’ 

**Lord!’’ said the man from behind the bar, ‘‘ you don't 
mean that ?”’ 

The name was strange to him, but there was such a con- 
viction in the young man’s tone that he dared not say so. 

**I do, though. He’s done a twelve stretch, Tricky Bill 
has, and, of course, after a misfortune of that sort, he’s a bit 
down on his luck. If he wasn’t he wouldn’t be a-sitting in 
the same ’ouse with the likes of you andme. It’s h'm as I’m 
going to America with. You wait till you s« e him togged out 
proper: you won’t know him again. If he’d ha’ come into 
this ’ouse dressed like he was when I first seed him you’d ha’ 
trembled at him.’’ 

The man from the bar received this somewhat doubtfully, 
but in face of his companion’s evident respect and faith 
declined to give combat. Tricky Bill was well cared for, ant 
had more need of care than his associate had at first imagined 
He lay pickled in vinegared brown-paper for a week, and 
being somewhat too plentifully supplied with ardent liquors 
by his worshipper, would at times fill the house with shrieks 
of execration. Recovering little by little he was supplied with 
excellent secondhand raiment of the finest quality by a Jew 
dealer of the town, who never so much as saw his customer's 
face. It took some days to fit the recluse out in this fashion, 
and at the last, when the transformation was complete, Mr. 
Calthorpe was driven after nightfall to Newton Abbot to 
await the late mail. He was accompanied by his body- 
servant, who answered to the name of Lenglow, and in private 
and familiar moments was hailed as ‘‘ Ned’’—the young man of 
burly aspect, with the sleek head and the coarsely jovial manner, 
which tamed immediately into respectfulness in his master’s 
presence. The two took train back to Plymouth, the barman 
returning in the empty dogeart; and in due time master and 
servant presented themselves at the Royal Hotel. They wei 
supplied with rooms, and the servant nade it his business next 
morning to secure berths for his em, loyer and himself in thi 
fast-sailing ciipper Mary Innis, Captain Hobart, advertised to 
sail for New York within four-and-twenty hours. The pai: 
appeared upon the hotel register and on the books of thx 
Mary Innis as Mr. Henry Gray and servant. 

On the morning of their departure Mr. Henry Gray, 
naturally anxious to make a good first-impression, expended 
an unusual care upon his toilet. 

“It’s slap-up, Bill,’’ said his servitor, in a carefully 
modulated voice, lest the dangerous familiarity should be over- 
heard. ‘‘ Nobody, to look at you, could guess where yeu was 
this time six monthis.”’ 

‘*Well,’”’ returned his master, adjusting his eye-glass and 
caressing his waxed moustache as he regarded the speaker's 
reflection in the mirror before which he stood, ‘‘ I don’t think 


Come in, old 











anybody would guess where you were this time four weeks.”’ 
He had a very fair assumption of the fine gentleman tone, 
perhaps a trifle old-fashioned and conventional, but good 
enough to pass with ninety-nine in a hundred. ‘ You might 
have saved me a deuce of a lot of trouble, Ned,’’ he went on, 
‘‘if you’d arranged matters with his Lordship at Devizes insuch 
a way as to be out a fortnight earlier. In that case I shouldn’t 
have had to tramp from the Smoke down here as far as Carstable, 
and we might have started a fortnight earlier.’’ 

. ‘I don’t know as you’ve got much to grumble about,’’ 

“the other answered, ‘after all. I saveda couple of hundred 
quid out of my last job, though I only did get two years 
for it, and you got twelve years for yours and didn’t save 
nothing out of it.’’ 

‘*Ned, my boy,’’? said Mr. Henry Gray, extending a 
jewelled hand towards his servant, and shaking the other’s 
reluctant fist warmly, ‘‘ that was my misfortune. Mere talent 
succeeds often where genius fails. We’re in for it now, share 
and share alike, and I don’t think that you ’ll have to be sorry 
for your bargain.”’ 

They were on deck an hour later, and the busy little tug 
which was to take them out of harbour was 
already being warped to the vessel. Mr. 
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Yes; they ’re handsome, in a way. They ’re purty, when you 
come to look at ’em.’’ 

‘They both looked out contemplatively, and on a sudden 
a figure on horseback sprang up like a tiny silhouette upon 
the darkened edge and stood still there. 

**Hillo!’? cried Deering. ‘‘ Do you see that? Is that an 
Indian ? ’’ 

‘Well, no,’’ returned the Westerner, with a dry smile. 
*“‘T never see an Indian with a hat on. That’s a lady, Mr. 
Deering. That’s Mrs. Elsworth.’’ 

‘** She has no right to be out alone so late and so far,’’ said 
Deering. 

**The country’s quiet,’? Hooker answered. ‘ There’ll be 
broad moonlight directly after sundown, and she knows the 
land for twenty miles round like a scout. She can take care 
of herself tew, Mrs. Elsworth can.”’ 

Deering watched the far-away figure in silence. It began 
to move, and presently disappeared. 

‘*She’s going farther,’’ he said, in a tone of half-angry 
anxiety. 

‘*No,”’ his companion protested; ‘‘she’s comin’ home- 





break his back or her neck one of these times, it’s a bright 
Providence, andthat ’s all there is to it.’’ 

The flying figure, now obscured by a knoll of timber, and 
now seen clearly on a parklike natural clearing, drew nearer, 
and plunging at length into a dense belt of woodland, was 
lost to sight. It was almost dark when she appeared beyond 
it ; but Hooker, who had eyes like a cat, and was on the look- 
out for her, proclaimed her approach at once. 

**]T reckon she’s been obliged to let him down a bit among 


the timber,’? he remarked; ‘‘but she’s at him again. A, 


woman ’s about the softest-hearted thing there is; but I never 
found one yet as had got any mercy for horseflesh. I reckon,’’ 
he added, ‘‘ that it’s about time tor me to make away. The 
old man ’]l be wondering what ’s become of me.’’ 

** You'll take a glass of whisky before you start?’’ asked 
Deering. 

‘*Why, yes; I will, Sir,’’ the other answered with alacrity ; 
and, the approaching figure having by this time so far de- 
scended the slope as to be hidden by the palisade, they crossed 
the inclosure and entered the house together. The princ’pal 
chamber there was full of the evidences of womanly taste, and 

to the young Westerner’s eyes looked quite 
palatial. The rough-hewn walls were every- 





Henry Gray walked the deck with a cigar, 
and watched whilst the stevedore’s men stowed 
the last of the heavy luggage in the hold. On 
a sudden, his eye lighted on a ponderous 
package, addressed to Andrew Deering, Esq., 
care of the Western Express Company’s 
Agent, New York, U.S.A. Mr. Henry Gray 
gave vent to a subdued whistle, and dived 
clown the companion-ladder to find his servant 
in the state-room. He charged him with a 
special and immediate investigation of the 
passenger-list, and learning in the course of 
a quarter of an hour that no person bearing 
the name he had so unexpectedly seen sailed 
aboard the vessel, went on deck again, and 
blew his fears to the four winds in the smoke 
of his cigar. oo 
CHAPTER VII. 

The level rays of the Western sun threw an 
almost unbelievable wealth of colour over the 
foothills above Redb: rry Creek, and the giant 
mountains which rose, jagged spire after spire, 
beyond them. Every projecting niche and 
cornice shone like burnished gold, and every 
hollow was filled with an airy purple wine, so 
deep and yet so translucent were the shadows. 
Below the hills lay a vast stretch of prairie, 
looking as boundless as the sea. 

Fancy for yourself an enormous capital 
M, the toneue of which shall be three miles 
wide at the top and seven miles from its broad- 
est to the point. This great triangular plateau 
rises gently from the plain until at its wider 
end it has reached a height of thirteen hundred 
or fourtecn hundred fect. The upright strokes 
of the letter are represented by the inner 
edges of the mountain crags, which rise sheer 
and straight on either side the sloping tongue 
of land. Between the triangular plateau and 
the rocks an impassable chasm on either side, 
with a mountain torrent foaming at its base. 
These streams diverge widely, and, taking a 
steadier and quieter flow as they reach the 
prairie, meander towards the Arkansaw River, 
blessing with verdure the broad lands through 
which they glide. Whore the descending 
tongue of land curls soithward towards its 
point, Andrew Deering had, within the last 
twelve months, built and furnished for him- 
self a log-house of fair proportions. There 
wis no such thing as a saw-mill within five 
hundred miles, and the whole tenement was 
coustructed of hewn timber. ‘The roof 
was covered with clay and prairie grass, 
which gave in aspect a fair imitation of an 
English thatch. The chimneys varied in size, 
but not in shape, and a close examination 
would have shown them to be formed of the 
shells of clay-lined barrels. The doors were 
of rough-hewn planking, and by way of an 
almost unknown luxury in those parts, the 
house was provided with glass windows. A 
palivale of pine-stumps with pointed tops 
enclosed about an acre of ground, and the 
tenement stood im the middle. Access was 
had to it by a gate on cach of the four sides. 
The ground outside was already broken for 
cultivation, in patches altogether extending 
to some fifty acres. ‘The whole place began 
to look homely and accustomed to mankind. 

The evening meal was over. Deering was 
employed in giving directions to the farm- 
hands in one of the out-houses within the en- 
closure, and his nearest neighbour, one 
Abraham Hooker, who had ridden over on a 
friendly visit, stood by smoking a sassafras- 
root pipe, and wearing his hands in his 
pockets. He was a young man of prepossess- 
ing aspect, being mainly remarkable in the 
midst of his proper surroundings for a look 
of shrewd and good -humoured honesty. 
Transplanted from his surroundings, he 
would have been noticeable by his dress as 
well as by a certain wild air of freedom. He 
wore a shirt of buckskin, embroidered with red and white beads, 
and buckskin trousers, from the seams of which fringes of 
coloured string dangled. His feet were encased in moccasins, 
and between the shoulder and the elbow his shirt was decorated 
with black and white porcupine-quills. His glossy black hair 
curled upon his shoulders, and his head was crowned by a felt 
hat of prodigious width. It measured at least two feet anda 
half from brim to brim, and he wore three long eagle feathers 
cocked in the band of it A broad leather belt, holding a 
sheath - knife on one side and a revolver on the other, 
completed his costume. He lounged at the doorway of the 
out-house with a shoulder resting idly against the wall 
and one foot thrown over the other in a posture of un- 
studied ease. Deering, his business over for the moment, 
joined him there, and the two stood quietly smoking side 
by side. 

” The distant hills were bathed in an unimaginable splendour, 
and the lower crags of five or six miles away, being already 
obscured by the shadow of some giant neighbour, stood black 
against that distant glory. Every tree and shrub upon their 
summits was etched with a surprising delicacy and distinctness 
upon the dazzling background. 

‘That's very lovely,’’ said Deering. 

‘“‘What is’*’ his companion asked. ‘‘ Oh, the mountains. 
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She sat looking after him for a moment or two, 


wards. She couldn’t come over them bluffs, unless she was 
riding on a bird. Don't you worry yourself about her, Mr. 
Deering—she ’1l be all right.’’ 

Decring sighed, and stood looking at the spot at which the 
figure had disappeared. The shadows crept higher and higher 
up the mountain sides, until the sunset glow lingered only on the 
highest and most distant’ peaks. The emigrant had fallen into 
a reverie, when Hooker touched him lightly on the arm. 

**T told you,”’ he said. ‘* There she comes! Jehosaphat ! 
how that woman rides! Looks like crawlin’ from here, but 
she’s just flyin’ like the wind. There aint many English- 
women ride like that, eh ?”’ 

‘I suppose not,’’ Deering answered; and then, as if 
awaking, added in a livelier and more natural tone, ‘‘ I suppose 
she has hardly an equal in that way.”’ 

** Tamed that beast herself, didn't she ? 

**Yes,’’ Deering answered. ‘‘She broke itin. It belonged 
to Pueblo George. He can ride almost anything, I should say ; 
but he was glad to get rid of the brute. She got me to buy it 
for her, because nobody else could ride it. He’s tame enough 
now—follows her about like a dog, and eats from her 
hand.”’ 

‘** Here she comes!” cried Hooker. ‘‘ Scott! what a pace! 
She knows the hoss, and the hoss l:nows her; but if she don’t 


” 


where hidden by a bright-flowered chintz, 
and the solid log floor was almost entirely 
covered by a Mexican matting, which, in its 
turn, was strewn with handsome and well- 
dres:e l skins. On one side of the room stood 
a pine-wood rack, plentifully filled with glass 
aud crockery ware, and facing this stood— 
wonder of wondcrs!—an open piano. In con- 
trast with this sign of Eastern refinement the 
wall above it was hung with whips and guns, 
and close by the side of the instrument was 
a well-filled pipe-rack. The windows were 
prettily curtained, and the chairs being 
covered with chintz of the same cheerful 
pattern as that which decorated the wall 
helped to make the whole chamber the 
homelike and inviting place it was. With 
the exception of the piano, which was quite 
a startling splendour in those parts, the 
luxuries were cheap enough; but to the 
visitor’s eye they were, one and all, amazing. 
Outside of the United States forts and the 
trading stations there was no house with glass 
in the windows for over a hundred miles, and 
glass to drink from was at least as rare a 
marvel. 

Ada sat reading in the middle of this 
bower, and rose with a smile as her father 
and his guest entered. She had long since 
recovered all her roses and looked as pretty 
and as bright as ever. 

The moccasined man does not walk as the 
booted man does, but has a gait altogether 
freer, more graceful and more supple. Deer- 
ing had been remarking this fact in his com- 
panion, but if he had looked for any sign of 
it now he would have failed to find it. The 
young man had gone suddenly gavche, and 


had become a trouble to him, and he mani- 
fested some uncertainty with respect to the 
position of his hat. His hands made several 
motions to it, and when at last he took it off 
he blushed vividly, the act of politeness 
seemed so forced and exaggerated. 

** You know where the whisky is, Ada,”’ 
said Deering. ‘* Mr. Hooker and I are going 
to take a glass together before he rides home.’’ 

Ada laid down her book, arose, and moved 
across the room. The guest's eyes followed 
her every movement. He was a changed man 
in her presence, and all the freedom and 
natural graee of attitude had disappeared, 
taking with them even the shrewd good- 
humour of his expression. The fascination 
he experienced displayed itself in rounded 
mouth and eyes, and, to speak plain truth, the 
alert, good-looking, and self-possessed young 
manu of out-of-doors was transformed into 
something very like a booby. 

Decring, when the whisky was brought, 
pushed it over the table to the young 
Westerner, and then helped himself moder- 
ate ly. 

** My respects, Miss,’’ said the youth, with 
a stammer and a blush even more vivid than 
before. 

As he set down his glass after drinking, 
the sound of a closing gate was heard, and 
Deering, stepping to the op n doorway, 
looked out. 

** It’s Mrs. Elsworth,’’ he said, returning. 

Ada looked up with a shadow of pain up- 
on her face, and her father, catching sight of 
it, knitted his eyebrows and turned abruptly. 

**T won’t hurry you, Ilooker,’’ he said; 
*“but when you think of riding over I ’ll go 
a bit of the way with you.”’ 

** Proud of your company, Sir,’’ the young 
man answered. ‘‘I must be gettin’ along; 
and, if you don’t mind, we’ll start at 
wunst.”’ 

They left the house together, the shy 
youth being dreadfully embarrassed by his 
farewell shake-hands with Ada, but re: overing 
himself immediately on passing the threshold. The moon 
had been up for an hour or two, and was now gathering 
light, though a faint reflection of the sun still lingered in the 
upper skies. A figure moved in the shadow of the stable, and 
a woman's voice said ‘‘ Good-night,’’ with a something timid 
and wisiful in the tone. 

**Good-night,”’ said Deering curtly, and passed on. 

* You’ve been having a pretty spankin’ ride, Mrs. Elsworth,” 
said Hooker, pausing. 

She answered ‘‘ Yes,”’ in an indifferent tone, and gave him 
her hand in the act of moving away. The young man looked 
after her for a second and then glanced towards Decring, who 
was just disappearing through the stable-door, his broad figure 
clearly shown against the light within. 

** Well,’’ he said inwardly ; ‘‘ I swear it’s queer. I can’t 
put it up nohow. If that woman aint fond o’ Deering I’m a 
three-humped camel, and that’s all there is to it. He’s fond 
of her, too, or else I’m blind. But he does take the oddest 
kind of way to show it.’’ 

He stood for a very little time sunk in thought, and, 
rousing himself with a shake of the head, he murmured, ‘‘ No; 
I don’t know ow to fix it,’’? and entercd the stable. There 
his puzzled, half-gloomy face radiated suddenly into a smile of 
infinite dry humour at the sight of a phenomenally small boy, 





had even grown a little loutish. His limbs, 












































































































who, standing upon an upturned bucket, was in- 
dustriously thumping the lately-returned horse with 
a hay wisp. 
and hissed like a whole brood of serpents, in imitation of the 
full-grown groom. He was attired in a red shirt, a hat of 
Hooker's pattern, corduroy leather-seated trousers, and a pair 
of boots much too large for him, and decorated at the heels by 
a pair of enormous silver-plated Mexican spurs. 

** Well, Tymotheeus,’’ said Hooker, allowing his smiling 
features to relax still further, ‘‘ still busy growin’ downwards, 
like the cow’s tail in the story ?”’ 

‘*Size aint a thing to set much store by,’’ Tim responded 
with an answering grin. The accent of his native Somerset was 
unconquered and unconquerable, but he had enamelled it, as 
it were, with as much of the Western tone as he could give it. 

‘**I hope,’ said Hooker, very solemn on a sudden, with 
only a twinkle left in one corner of his eye, ‘“‘ that you’re 
gettin’ the farm-lands laid out to your satisfaction. You 
didn’t seem to be pleased with things last time I was this way.”’ 

Perhaps Tim did not altogether care to be chaffed in the 
presence of his employer. He made no sign therefor, but 
vigorously punched the horse’s ribs with the hay-wisp, and 
assumed a look of the intentest business. Hooker glanced at 
Deering, who was saddling his horse with his own hands and 
had his back turned. Seeing that he was unobserved, he drew 
a slab of tobacco from a pouch in his deerskin shirt, and hold- 
ing it up before Tim, breathed, in soft inquiry, ‘‘ Eh?” 

Tim nodded, with an eye of eager brightness, and Hooker, 
producing a knife, sliced off a great piece from the plug, and 
handed it to him surreptitiously, with a purposely exaggerated 
look of guilt. Tim, with an appetite not, perhaps, altogether 
real, popped the morsel into his mouth. He began to chew 
with an heroic pretence of enjoying it, and Hooker, with a 
wickedly benevolent eye upon him, kept him to the task. The 
small boy winked, nodded and grinned, as if to express an 
ecstasy of enjoyment, but every now and again the pangs of 
nausea writhed his features. The contest was not greatly pro- 
Jonged, for the boy, descending from his upturned bucket in a 
cold sweat of agony and loathing, marched to the stable-door, 
chewing manfully to the last, and disappeared with a wild 
lurch into the night. 

“*I guess,’’ said Hooker, ‘‘I’ll give a call to one of your 
hands, Mr. Deering, to have a look to this hoss. That boy’s 
heart is good enough for anything, but he ain’t equal to every- 
thing he undertakes.” 

He saddled and bridled his horse with rapid dexterity, and 
stood ready as soon as his companion. They lingered only to 
sce the new hand at work, and then rode out together. 

Ella meanwhile had gone into the house, and had taken up 
her accustomed place there by the window. The sea voyage, 
the journey across the plains, the plentiful fare, and the free 
open-air life she had led since the family’s arrival had restored 
her strength. Tbe burden of a dozen years seemed to have 
fallen from her shoulders in as many months; but though her 
superb figure had recovered all, or nearly all, its old elasticity 
and strength, her face was pained and full of an indescribable 
longing. 

The girl greeted her timidly, and made a sort of peace- 
offering to her by the silent removal of half a dozen trifles 
from the chair and the window-ledge. Having done this, she 
returned to her own seat, and made a half-frightened, would- 
be casual observation about the beauty of the day. 

** Ada,”’ said her mother suddenly, ‘‘I want to speak to 
you. We have never come together, and we never shall; but 
we ought to speak our minds to one another. I’ve never 
found the courage to speak out yet ; but I can’t bear things 

any longer. If it were speak or die,’’ she continued, rising 


ind pacing up and down the room like a caged creature, ‘I'd 


hold my tongue ; as I’m living 


but I’ve got to speak or live 





He wore an air of manful resolution, 7 
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now, and that’s too dread- 
ful.’’ 

The girl made no verbal 
answer, but, rising, followed 
her mother’s movements to 
and fro with a white, appeal- 
ing face always turned to- 
wards her. 

“You want to make it 
easy for me,’’ Ella pursued, 
and then, with a desperate 
restrained passion ; ‘* but you 
can’t ! Youcan’t! You can’t! 
I have no right here. I tear 
Andrew's heart like a file, 
and he tears mine. We are best apart, and 
I shall go away again ! ”’ 

: j ** Mother!’ said Ada. 
= “Oh, I know!” the woman answered, 
=~ with a dreadful bitterness. ‘‘I am your 
mother, after all. I have to be pitied and 
forgiven and endured. My dear,’’ she added, 
with a change of tone and posture so sudden as to be altogether 
startling, *‘ I know how good you are. I know how hard you 
try. But where’s the good of it all? I can’t forget; you 
can’t forget. Andrew meant well; but he was mad to bring 
me here. I meant well; but I was a fool tocome. What's 
done is done: there’s no help for it. There’s no blotting it 
out or undoing it. I’m no companion for my own child. I 
dare not look my husband in the face. You kill me with cold 
kindness every day. Andrew’s like sunshine to everybody 
else he meets, jeg 
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and to me he’s like a stone !—a stone ! 

Her voice broke with the intensity of her passion, and she 
continued her excited walk up and down the room in silence. 
The girl’s white face still followed her, and midway in her 
mad traversing of the chamber she laid a hand upon her 
shoulder. 

**IT’m glad you’ve spoken, mother,”’ she said, with hardly 
repressed tears. ‘‘ We shall all be the nearer for it.’’ 

The elder woman’s passion seemed suddenly to freeze. 

‘There is no coming nearer,’’ she responded. ‘*‘ Do you 
think that I would let your father care for me again? Do you 
think I’d take a word from him that was anything but harsh 
and cold and indifferent? I’ll tell you what’s the worst of 
being wicked, my dear. You make a fool of yourself, and you 
block up the way to being good again. Suppose I wanted to 
love.your father, do you think I should dare to do it ? Suppose 
he were fool enough to want to love me, do you think I could 
dare to let him? I’d rather break out again, and do some 
wicked devilry, than let him begin to think it.’’ 

Jt was all beyond the girl, and past her understanding, as 
it was likely to be. She could know nothing of the tumult of 
emotion in her mother’s mind. She thought her even un- 
reasonably untameable, though she tried hard to burke the 
fancy. 

**T should be sorry,’’ her mother pursued, moderating her 
step and knitting her hands resolutely before her, ‘‘ I should 
be very sorry if you thought that I was thankless enough to 
complain. I don’t complain—I haven’t any right to complain. 
If you put me on the rack in any other way I should have no 
more right than I have now. And if it mattered to me, my 
dear, and didn’t matter at all to you and Andrew, I could be 
happier than I have a right to be. We're all wrong here. 
There ’s no holding us together. I dare not ask him to forgive 
me. I dare not be forgiven. You are a good girl, Ada, and I 
don’t think you have my faults at all.” 

The girl made a hurried movement to the door, and closed 
it. Then, with a hasty hand, she tore down the blind, and, 
being thus secured from any outer chance of observation, threw 
herself down before her mother and clasped her round the 
knees. 

‘“*T don’t care !’’ she cried. ‘‘ I won’t care! I can’tcare!’ 

** No, darling,’’ said Ella, smoothing her hair, and speaking 
in a tone of tender cynicism which half belied and half revealed 
her heart; ‘‘ blood ’s thicker than water. You can’t help it and 
I can’t help it; but I’m your mother, after all.”’ 

‘* You mustn’t leave us,”’ the girl cried frantically, cl nging 
to her knees. ‘‘ You sha’n’t leave us.”’ 

** That’s duty, dear,”’ said Ella; ‘‘ it’s duty and it’s, nature, 
but it isn’t love. Nobody who knows me and belongs to me 
can love me. You see, I ’ve got to go away, Ada. Amongst 
strangers it doesn’t matter much. They don’t know and I don’t 
care. But here !’’—— She raised both hands with a sudden, 
dreadful gesture of renunciation and despair, but checking 
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knot of log-huts on Providence Creek, an affluent of the Arkansas River. 


her impulse at once, lowered them slowly, and finished her 
sentence in a tone of pure commonplace—‘“‘ it’s insupport- 
able here !”’ 

The threatened outburst and the self-restraint which so 
swiftly curbed it had a marked effect upon the girl. She 
checked her own tears, and rising from her knees, put an arm 
about her mother’s waist. 

‘* Let us all forget together,”’ she said. 

‘*That’s the one impossible thing, my dear!’’ Ella 
answered. ‘‘We’ve had a year’s trial now, and nobody is 
happy. It wasn’t to be expected that I should be. I don’t 
even want to be. But I spoil Andrew’s life and yours, and I 
shall go away. You will think of me quite as kindly—perhaps 
more kindly—than you will do if I stay!’ 

The girl argued and entreated tenderly, but Ella seemed 
immovable. 

‘*We shall be best apart ’’ was all that she would say. 

The clatter of the gate, the sound of a horse’s hoofs on the 
beaten earth of the enclosure, and Deering’s sturdy voice 
calling to one of the farm-hands by name, put a hurried end 
to the conference. Ella kissed her daughter's hands, and with 
a swift whisper of warning slid out of doors, and ran noise- 
lessly across to her own quarters. 

‘*Say nothing to him to-night. 
to tell him.”’ 


’ 


Not aword. Leave me 


CHAPTER VIII. 

The young Westerner made somehow but a poor companion for 
Deering that evening. As a matter of fact, he had his own 
affairs to think about, and they were of an absorbing nature. 
The young man had not been in Ada’s neighbourhood during 
the past twelve months for nothing. Women were scarce in 
Kansas Territory in 1856, and for many a year before and after. 
Here and there might be found an Irish help, imported in one 
way or another from Milwaukee or St. Louis—damsels with a 
strongly-felt vocation for matrimony, who were ready to travel 
through much danger and many difficulties in search of it, and 
were rapidly snapped up by the lonely males of those parts. 
‘Those qualities of beauty and fidelity which in more favoured 
quarters are looked upon as something like essential, were, 
perhaps, not less prized in Kansas Territory than elsewhere, 
but the hardy frontiersmen preferred married life without 
them rather than no married life at all. The gentle sex was 
further represented by runaway negresses from the southern 
slave States, who had taken refuge in Mexico, and by Yute 
and Dakota half-breeds. No one of these ladies had fixed the 
affections of young Hooker ; but when a pretty and well-bred 
young English girl came under his nose he fell at once into 
the most egregious bondage. He was not alone in this respect, 
for actually, and as a thing of course, all the single moun- 
taineers—and, for the matter of that, one or two of the married 
ones—were in love with the stranger before she had been a 
month among them. If she had felt disposed to do so, she 
could have queened it over the whole Territory, for she was 
without a rival. Officers of the United States Army, travelling 
from one post to another, would ride thirty or forty miles out 
of their way to make a call at Deering’s house to exchange 
half-a-dozen phrases with a lady. She was like a tree ina 
desert, or a light in a waste place at night-time. She could not 
fail to be remarkable. 

Of all the conquests she made there was none completer 
than that over young Hooker, and this had some reason in the 
fact that whilst all the other young men of the locality were 
put out of the running by comparative poverty, old Hooker 
was pretty nearly as well-to-do as Deering himself. He had, 
7nd was known to have, heavy deposits both in the Farmers’ 
Bank in Kansas City and at the Bank of Missouri. He had bought 
a couple of thousand acres of land, and lived in the middle of 
it in a solid log-house of his own building. He was United 
States Marshal of the district, and though he had made his 
money in trading with the Indians, was held in high repute 
for the squareness and honesty of his character. The old man 
looked on Ada’s arrival as being in its way a providence. 
There was no young woman in the whole country-side for his 
son to marry, and Miss Deering came 4 desire—at the very time 
when she was most likely to be acceptable. 

‘Sail in,’ the old man counselled, as soon as Deering’s 
house was finished. ‘‘ That’s the sort of squaw you want, 
Abe. I’m pooty well-to-do, and so you'll be when I’m gone 
under. Open your pertater-trap and she'll just drop slick 


into it! 
“« Don’t you believe it, father! ’’ the young man responded. 


‘*You ask ’em over at Kansas City, and they’ll tell you 
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Griffith, having called for provender, took his place on a log outside the main hut, and there, clasp-knife in hand, refreshed himself after his morning's ride. . . . Hooker, after deviating about 


him for some time, took a seat upon the log, bestriding it, 
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Mr. Deering’s alot better off than you are. Besides that, she 
aint the sort of gal to drop into any feller’s mouth simply 
because he gapes at her.”’ 

**Abe,”’ said the old man, ‘‘I dew believe you ’re hit!” 
and the young man showed so unmistakeable a confusion that 
his father never ceased to rally him, and would even have 
his little joke upon this delicate matter in public, until 
the youngster blazed up so fiercely that he dared provoke him 
no further. Since then he had limited himself to a constant 
effort to egg his son on to a declaration, and had frequently 
proffered his own services. He was as unlikely a messenger 
to be sent on Cupid’s errands as could easily be found, and 
Abe had emphatically declined his assistance. 

When he reached home that night the young fellow, having 
first seen to his horse, sauntered into the house, a little moody 
in face and movement. His father, seated on a clumsy three- 
legged stool, was smoking, with his back against the un- 
trimmed, uncovered wall. He looked at his son with very 
much the same air of dry comedy with which the latter had 
regarded Tim an hour ago. 

‘Has that derned old gun gone off yet?’ 
asked in a tone of easy banter. 

‘*No,”’ said Abe. ‘‘It won’t go off till I wantitto. The 
sort o’ weepon as goes off of its own accord aint the sort I care 
to carry.”’ 

‘*Tt’ll go off when you dar’ to fire it,’’ his sire retorted. 
‘* You aint bad grit in gineral, Abe,’’ he continued, in a tone 
of philosophic reflection ; ‘‘ but, dern my skin, afore that gell 
you ’ve got no more stomach than a skeeter!”’ 

‘* Talking about stomachs,”’ Abe replied, ‘‘ mine ’s empty.”’ 

Old Hooker, deliberately rising, walked to the door and 
shouted ** Rachel!’’ A dreadful old half-breed squaw came 
in in answer to this summons. She wore, by way of sole 
garment, a blanket which had once been gay with white and 
red stripes, but now, with dirt and service, had fallen to an 
almost uniform tint of darkish grey. The young man had 
been accustomed to this apparition all his life long, and now, 
for the first time, he regarded it with disfavour. He looked 
with extreme misliking about the chamber, with its dirty floor 
of square-hewn logs, the cracked, discoloured clay in the 
chimney and the chinks between the logs which made the 
walls, the unswept ashes on the open hearth, and the pieces 
of old sacking covering the bare holes in the walls which did 
duty for windows. 

That was a nice sort of place to bring so delicate a bride 
to, supposing that the young lady should be willing ! 

‘***Taint fixed up like Deering’s, is it, Abe?’’ said the old 
man, divining the younger’s fancies. 

‘*No; it aint,’’ Abe answered, with unne:essary gruffness. 

The old woman busied herself in setting supper upon the 
table, and presently laid out a dish of cold roast venison, an 
enormous cold roast wild turkey, a jar of Tass whisky, another 
of water, and a plentiful supply of corn cake and molasses. 
The young man seated himself on the edge of the table, drew 
out his knife, and fell to with a true frontier appetite. 

‘*T should fix up a noo flint if J was you,’’ said the father, 
who had a knack of sticking to a theme. ‘I should fix up a 
noo flint, I should load up fresh, and I should try a noo 
Then perhaps the cussid thing might get off some- 


, 


the parent 


primin’. 
how 

he son made no answer, but ate away vigorously, and 
helped himself from the contents of the two jars. 

*‘When is it going off, anyway?’’ the old man demanded, 
with an irrititing persistence. 

‘* Waal,’’ answered Abe, helping himself to the wild 
turkey’s second leg, ‘‘if you want to know perticular, it’s 
goin’ off fust thing to-morrow morning.”’ 

‘* Bully for you, boy!’’ said the old gentleman, and, with 
this expression of fatherly contentment, allowed the theme to 
dr yp. 
Abe had not counted on bringing matters to a head so 
precipitately ; but he was partly tired of his own vacillations, 
and partly worried by his father’s constant reminders, and 
now that he had announced his intention he was desperately 
relieved that there was no backing out of it. He had but 
little sleep that night, and what he had was broken and 
disturbed. He was afoot with the first dawn of light, took his 
customary morning swim in the creek, and, after a vigorous 
run to dry himself, assumed his newest and most elegant 
garments. The old man took stock of him as he mounted. 

** Don’t get skeered again,’’ he sang out from the doorway. 
‘** You've only got to pull the blamed old trigger and she’ Il rip.”’ 

He flung a wild yell of encouragement after the retiring 
lover, and Abe rode on in a dreadful flutter of emotion, con- 
cocting speeches no sentence of which would reach its proper 
conclusion. About half way it struck him that he was 
likely to make his visit far too early for Miss Deering’s con- 
venience. So he made a detour at a hand pace which consumed 
an hour of time. He had found himself a little relieved whilst 
no longer riding towards the house, but when he had once 
again addressed himself in that direction his tremors came back 
in full force, and the smooth addresses he had prepared and 
polished all melted from his mind. As he drew near Deering’s 
residence he saw over the tops of the pointed palisades a sun- 
bonnet whose ownership was indeterminable. It created quite 
a riot in his bosom, and did actually turn out to belong to Ada, 
who was sitting on a wooden horse- block sewing in the 
morning sunshine. She looked up at the sound of his advance, 
and gave him a smiling ‘‘ Good-morning.”’ 

‘** T suppose Mr. Deering aint in, is he, Miss Deering? ’’ he 
asked. 

‘* He’s in one of the out-houses,’’ Ada answered. 
call him ?”’ 

‘No,”’ he answered, dismounting and allowing that subter- 
fuge to tumble; ‘‘I don’t want him perticularly. I’ve just 
rode over,’’ he added, in a tone as casual as he could make it. 

Ada resumed her seat and her sewing, and Abe fidgeted 
about his horse, rearranging the curb, and being studiously 
particular over the upper buckle of a stirrup-leather, which 
allowed him to hide his head under the flap of the saddle. 
When he had exhausted all experiments of that sort for delay 
he coughed, and this bringing Ada’s eye upon him he looked 
unspeakably guilty and discomfited. 

** Fine, bright, likely sort of weather, aint it, Miss Deering?” 
he said. The young man had done a good deal of rough 
fighting in his time, and had never liked any of it as little 
as his present engagement. There is nothing quite so com- 
fortless for a brave man as to feel like a coward. 

** Very beautiful weather, indeed, Mr. Hooker,”’ 
in some wonderment at the young man’s restraint 
awkwardness of manner. c 

Hooker cleared his throat again, and determined to plunge 
in medias ves. He got as far as, “I sqy, Miss Deering,’’ and 
then broke down. 

** Yes, Mr. Hooker?’ Ada responded. She laid her work 
upon her lap, and folding her sun-bonnet back a little, in 
order to see him the better, she looked up at him with a grave 
attention. To the love-lorn frontiersman’s fancy there was a 
something so ravishing in the motion of the small hands, in 
the posture of the figure, in the sweet gravity of the face, 
still tinged with the sadness of last night’s interview, that 
he was altogether dumb and helpless. 


** Shall I 


said Ada, 
and 


**T don’t know,”’ he began desperately, at length, ‘‘ where 
to take hold on. It aint a bad principle,’’ pushing bis broad- 
brimmed hat back and twirling his long locks with one hand, 
‘*to begin at the beginning. Look here, Miss Deering, when 
you came over here last fall—you ’1l please excuse the liberty 
I’m taking—I—kind of took a sort of fancy to you.’’ There 
was the faintest flicker of an astonished smile on Ada’s face. 
But Hooker was staring straight before him, with an intent 
regard on vacancy. He remembered one sole phrase out of 
the smooth oration he had concocted within the last twelve 
months, and gave utterance to it. ‘‘Seems to me, Miss Ada, 
you got planted in my heart right away, and growed like 
scarlet runners.”’ 

**Oh, Mr. Hooker,”’ cried Ada, rising, with clasped hands 
and a face of sudden concern, ‘‘I am very sorry to hear this! ”’ 

‘*Ah!”’ eried Hooker, warming into nature, ‘‘ don’t say 
that. I’m clean gone, Miss Ada,”’ he added, with a manner 
which was almost pathetic, ‘‘ first and last and all the time.” 

‘*T am sorry,’’ said Ada simply ; ‘‘I am very sorry.’’ 

‘*7T aint sorry,’’ returned the young man, stolidly. “I 
aint going to be so dog-gone mean as to allow I’m sorry. 
When you come out here first, that pale and handsome, and 
sad and quiet, and sweet and nice ’’—he dropped each adjective 
as if with great choice and reflection, ‘‘ I started to fall in love 
with you right away, Miss Ada, and I’ve travelled all the 
distance.”’ 

‘** Please don’t say any more, Mr. Hooker,’’ Ada besought 
him. ‘‘I’m very sorry if you feel like that.’’ 

**Hold on, Miss Ada,’’ said Hooker, in a mournful calm, 
“it’s a thing will bear looking at. I know very well that I’m 
no big shucks alongside a young lady, and above all alongside 
a young lady as has been brought up like you. I allow I 
aint the sort of blossom you’d pluck to set beside a rosebud. 
But there ’s a bit o’ Hobson’s choice about it, aint there ?”’ 

Her puzzled look showed him clearly enough that she had 
no comprehension of his meaning. 

‘*Waal,’’ he said, in desperate explanation, ‘‘it don't 
seem to lie alongside the course o’ nature. A charming young 
lady like you aint going to live all her days single. It seems 
to me that I’m the only likely party raound. You cayn't 
marry Hellfire Joe. You cayn’t marry Boney Bob. You 
cayn’t marry a scamp like Aminadab Lenglow. You cayn't 
marry a hand off your father’s farm, and you cayn’t marry a 
half-breed. I’ve abode a year, Miss Ada, to turn the thing 
over in my mind; and it seems to me I come nearer to the 
mark than anybody about here. I don’t say I hit the 
mark,’’ he interjected modestly. ‘‘I don’t pretend I land 
within a rod of it; but’’—with a considerable emphasis—‘* I 
dew lay I’m nearer to it than most of these fellows.’”’ He 
added, ‘‘ By a long measure,”’ after a somewhat lengthy pause. 

‘*My dear Mr. Hooker,’’ said Ada, ‘“‘let me beg of you 
never to speak of this again.” 

‘* You don’t like it?’’ Hooker queried sadly. 

** You will make me very unhappy if you speak of it again.”’ 

There is a certain kind of girl who is altogether different 
from the born and bred piece of vanity who is eager to believe 
that every man is in love with her, who has yet a pity for her 
unsuccessful lovers, and who knows intuitively, out of the 
honesty of her own affections, a little of what they needs must 
suffer. Ada liked young Hooker, who was a very favourable 
specimen of his class, and eminently likeable. She was un- 
affectedly sorry that her own reticence should have allowed 
him to go so far astray. 

‘*Waal,’’? said Hooker, accepting his fate with all the 
courage he could summon, ‘‘I never allowed to know much 
about it, but I thought the gells took a pride in it as a general 
thing. Buta young lady like you, Miss Ada, aint meant by 
Providence to live alone and wither in a place like this.” 

He grew as embarrassed as he had been upon his arrival, 
and, after a long and fidgetty hesitation, asked nervously— 

** You let me put a question, Miss Ada? ’”’ 

** Yes,” she said, a little doubtfully. 

**T’d like to make it smooth, if I could,” said young 
Hooker, blushing violently. ‘‘ I s’pose I didn’t ought to have 
the cheek to ask, but I’ve just got to.”’ 

In spite of this declaration he was silent for a full half- 
minute. Then he blurted out his question : 

‘** Ts there anybody else around ?”’ 

For a second or two it conveyed no meaning to the girl, 
and she looked at him with a gentle inquiry which played 
havoc with his nerves. Then, on a sudden recognising the 
purport of the question, she blushed and shrank back a little. 
and her hands made a faint but significant motion, as if of 
their own will they would have hidden her face. 

‘**T ought to ha’ known,”’ said the rejected suitor. 
anybody in the old country ?’’ 

The position was altogether unconventional, but the girl 
summoned all her courage to meet it, and responded with at 
least an outside tranquillity : 

‘* Yes, Mr. Hooker; there is somebody in the old country.’ 

**Do you reckon,’’ asked Hooker with abysmal solemnity, 
‘*on goin’ back to join him?’’ She answered him by a slight 
negative motion of the head. ‘‘I s’pose you’re reckoning on 
his coming over here?’’ Her serious eyes gave assent to this. 
‘*Ts he coming over pretty soon ?”’ 

** He is expected in a few days, Mr. Hooker,’’ she answered, 
repressing an hysterical desire to laugh. 

‘*T ought to ha’ known it,” said the young man. ‘Of 
course I ought,’’ he continued, as if he were arguing with 
some unseen third person. ‘‘I hone you’ve took no offence at 
what I’ve said, Miss Ada?’’ 

He was so evidently contrite that she was bound to soothe him. 

**Oh! Mr. Hooker,’’ she cried, ‘‘how should I take 
offence? What higher compliment can a man pay to a girl?”’ 

‘Waal, I do’no,’’ the young man answered, with a 
chastened reflectiveness: ‘‘ that depends on who the man 
is and who the gell is. It wouldn’t be much of a com- 
pliment for Boney Bob to pop the question to the Queen of 
Sheba. Look ye’re, Miss Ada. This man that’s coming—is 
he *’—the young Hooker paused, as if conscious of a certain 
enormity in his own question, and then went doggedly on with 
it—‘‘ is he real fond of you? ’”’ 

** You ought not to ask these questions, Mr. Hooker,’’ Ada 
answered him, desperately. 

‘*T want to know,”’ said Mr. Hooker. 

**T believe—he is.”’ 

‘*H’m!”’ said Hooker, ‘‘and you ’re real fond of him ?”’ 

**Mr. Hooker!’’ said Ada, in a tone of remonstrance and 
rebuke. He accepted this with a quite Indian gravity. 

‘*T reckon he’s the right sort, then. He’s a good man, I 
s’pose? Straight man?’ White man?’ 

The girl’s voice trembled dangerously as she responded, 
and, in spite of the embarrassing nature of the position, she 
would have given anything to laugh. The disappointed 
suitor’s stony unconsciousness of her embarrassment helped 
her, and she continued to preserve at once her gravity and her 
self- possession. 

** OF course he’s a white man, Mr. Hooker.”’ 

**T don’t mean the colour of his skin, Mis8 Ada. 
mean is—is he white inside ?’’ 

**T believe,’ she answered, ‘‘ he’s as good a man as ever 
lived.”’ 


Ts it 


: 


What I 


He stood 
thinking for a moment, and then with an increased solemnity 


“That’s so?’’ said the suitor. ‘‘H’m!”’ 
said, ‘‘ I’m going to try to like that man. If he is what he 
ought to be, that ’ll come pretty easy. I’ve been a noosance, 
Miss Ada; but I don’t see how I could have helped it; and if 
the other boy is worth his luck’’—— He paused again, and 
broke out explosively, ‘‘ I’m his brother, by the Lord !”’ 

The whole position was singular and without precedent ; 
but the girl made shift to answer that she was sure they would 
like each other. 

**Tt shayn’t be my fault if we don’t,”’ said the rejected 
courtier simply. ‘‘ It’s a poor compliment to the judgment of 
the gell you’re fond of to go and hate the chap she’s set her 
heart on.”’ 

After this little bit of native loyalty he stood looking down 
for a moment or two, and then, remarking with a casual air 
that he guessed his flint was fixed, he shook hands with pro- 
digious solemnity, and so mounted and rode away. His 
father, who was waiting with an easy mind to hear the result 
of the interview, saw his approaching figure, and observed 
with satisfaction that he was riding at a pace which looked 
triumphant. The young man dashel up to the door of the 
out-house which served as a stable, and shouted to the half- 
breed squaw for breakfast. A few minutes later he entered 
the house, knife in hand, and fastened at once upon the 
provender. ‘The old man, approaching him, smote him on the 
shoulder with a wild whoop of inquiry— 

““Wagh?”’ 

The young man looked up with gloomy eyes, and gave a 
despondent grunt in answer— 

**Wagh!’’ 

‘* You haven’t got the derned old gun off, after all? ”’ 

** Yes, Sirree. It’s gone off this time.”’ 

**'Waal?’’ 

**It’s busted; and I don’t look to hear no more about it.”’ 


CHAPTER IX. 

The days went by, and Ada heard no further news of her 
mother’s intention. The situation of the household was 
peculiar, as it was bound to be, where the wife bore her 
maiden name, where all intercourse between her and her 
husband was limited to a chill exchange of words at meal- 
times, and where three people were resolutely bent upon 
keeping « secret which was constantly present to their own 
minds. 

The position was strange in more ways than one; but in 
one particular it was growing to be terrible for the two chief 
actors in it. Ella was proving for herself what Queen 
Guinevere proved a thousand years ago, if her best chronicler is 
to be trusted. She was proving that to know the best is to 
love it, and was learning to understand better, day by day, 
that she had wounded beyond cure the one regally honest 
heart she was like tofind in her ownlifetime. Heartsare moulded 
for hearts, and no man, or woman either, finds the whole wide 
world over m re than one who answers truly to the imperative 
call of his own. Years ago, when in the sinful wildness of her 
youth, she had run away from her husband and her child, and 
had left behind her the two most sacred duties which life 


imposes, Ella had begun to realise her own folly. The 
readiest way to a recognition of criminality lies in that 


It is always easier to say ‘‘ I have been a fool”’ 
than to say “I have been a rogue.’’ Ella began repentance 
as most people begin, by discerning a false step. She had 
bound herself to a blackguard, and had tied herself to him by 
those bonds of false honour which are so much harder to break 
than the cliains which hold us to the true. But hour by hour 
and day by day learning how widely she had erred, her 
deserted husband grew more and more clearly to represent to 
her all manly worth, veracity, and honour. In growing 
bitterness of heart she contrasted him with the worthless 
rascal with whose lot in life she had cast her own, and, having 
ample means for comparison, had come in a very little space 
of time to worship the man she had thrown away, and to 
loathe herself for that egregious folly. 

There are a molluscous sort of folk who cannot be said, in 
any true sense of the word, to live at all: but outside their 
ranks there is scarcely anybody who cannot perceive in his own 
career some act so widely varying from his own nature that 


direction. 


it seems on calm review as though it must have been 
committed by another. This foolish and sinful woman had 
years in sheer amazement at her own 


sat appalled for 
stupidity. She called it by harsher names than that, as it 
deserved, but in that lay the very taproot of all her troubles 
She had been a fool! afool! a fool! The wordsof Othello were 
in ber mind a hundred thousand times—*‘ like the base Indian 
threw a pearl away, richer than all his tribe.’”’ And, as 
everything in nature has its compensation, since the con- 
fession of folly is easier than the confession of crime, its 
realisation is even bitterer. If crime be profitable we forget 
and forgive, but folly is irremediable and unpardonable. He 
was not a high-minded philosopher who first said that a 
blunder was worse than a crime; but the phrase has wisdom 
in it, and, if you choose to import it for yourself, wisdom of 
the higher order. 

Out of her miserable year-long regrets, Ella’s conception of 
Deering’s character had grown constantly more and more 
lofty. ‘The man whose love she had thrown away grew, by 
cortrast with the scoundrel whose base affections she had 
chosen, to heroic and altogether worshipful proportions. For 
many years he had seemed to be banished from her life beyond 
recall; and now that fate had thrown them again together, 
the repentant fool could find no blemish in him. If she could 
have sunk to be his dog, and to have followed at his heel, she 
would have been contented with a kindly glance a day. If 
she could have cast away her personality—could have ap- 
proached him as a stranger—she would have surrounded his 
life with such sweet observances of obedience, worship, loyalty, 
that he must needs have cared a little for her; but though her 
one act against him seemed divorced, to her own thinking, 
from her whole present nature, her past was ineffaceable, never 
to be changed. The one creature worthy of contempt and 
hate was herself; the one act of crime and folly not to be 
erased was hers. In brief, every breath the woman drew was 
a tragedy in epitome. 

Her husband’s lot was scarcely less pitiable—perhaps the 
more, since he was infinitely the less to blame. To hate the 
sin and love the sinner is an excellent Christian maxim, beyond 
a doubt; but when the man’s wife is the sinner, and her crime 
the one which no honourable man can pardon, to hate the sin 
and love the sinner is to live in hell. Deering had been cured 
of his early passion for his wife for years, but with her return 
it stole back upon him. ‘There were hours when he could have 
laid violent hands upon his own life or on hers. The bondage 
looked insufferable, and was neither more nor less than what 
it seemed. If he had surrendered himself to it, he would have 
sunk below the possibilities of his own contempt. To have 
restored her to her old place would have been to brand himself 
with baseness: and he quailed constantly to think how near he 
stood to the border line which separates high honour and utter 
degra‘ation. 

So the man’s life grew to be as tragic as the woman’s; and 











the two, seeing clearly that their separation was eternal, 
ate their hearts out with a longing as sternly denied on one 
side as on the other. 

Ella had expressed herself with great determination to her 
daughter, and had even seemed very much to understate the 
strength of her own intent. But when she came to the point 
she wavered. Many a time she screwed her courage to the 
seeming sticking-place, and it turned back again, despite her 
most resolute attempts to hold it. If her husband had even 
offered her a word of pardon, or so much as a look of pity, she 
thought she could have borne better to tear herself away from 
him. She grew so weary at last from her own constant inward 
struggle that she lingered in mere weakness. She would wait 
for a look of kindness, and then would go, and for the rest of 
her life would feed her starved heart on that one fragment of 
heavenly manna. The kind look never came, for the husband 
had to be stern; there was no other help for him. 

The time of the Lieutenant’s probation was over. The 
young man had turned out thorough grit, and had justified 
his own prophecies of himself for a twelvemonth, which is as 
much, perhaps, as may be honestly said for one man in a 
thouspnd. The strange mother, who came from so strange a 
life into her own, clouded Ada’s heart pretty heavily ; but the 
circumstances of life must needs be tragic indeed to take all 
the sunshine out of the heart of a warm-natured girl of nine- 
teen who is going to be married to the man she loves. That 
Griffith was adorable, and an actual, if uncrowned, king 
among his contemporaries goes without saying, for the girl 


was in love with him; but he had given his proofs in a year of 





waiting, in his resignation of his professional career, and his 
adoption of a rough life in the Wild West for her sake. 
When she thought of these things her soul sat singing in her 
bosom such a song as only loyal and tender natures ever 
hear. 

There came at last a letter, somehow delayed, announcing 
that the writer followed close upon it. ‘The delivery of letters 
in that part of the world was not apt to be regular, and where 
the United States dragoon who officiated as postman had to 
ride twenty, thirty, or forty miles out of his way for the de- 
livery of a single epistle, he was likely to underestimate its 
importance, and to leave it at the nearest trading station to 
await the chance arrival of the person to whom it was ad- 
dressed. Griffith might be actually due at Murphy’s Mansions, 
seven-and-twenty miles away, on the morning after the arrival 
of the letter. He was travelling from Kansas City with an 
emigrant-traiii under United States escort. The emigrant- 
train was no more likely to be punctual than the postal de- 
livery ; but Deering, loth to keep the lad waiting, took horse at 
once, accompanied by one of the farm-hands. Passing Hooker’s 
house en route, he enlisted Abraham as a volunteer. The 
frontiersman naturally wanted a look at his rival, and would 
have gone off on his own hook if the prospective father-in- 
law had not willingly accepted his companionship. 

** There ’s nothin’ doin’ hereaway just now,’’ said Abraham, 
‘fand there’s always some life going down at Murphy’s. 
Besides that, I want to do a bit o’ trade.’”’ 

They rode off together therefore, and had travelled for a 
mile or two when Hooker, iu the course of a fight with his 
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steed, who was inclined to be refractory, faeed squarely to 
their starting point, aud cried out to Deering 

**Here’s Mrs. Elsworth, crowding along like mad! I 
guess you’ve forgot something! 1 wouldn’t be a_hoss 
belonging to that lady to be the President of the United 
States !”’ 

Deering, turning his horse’s head, saw Ella riding at her 
usual headlong pace towards them. 

**T’ll follow you,” he said curtly, and with that rode back 
a hundred yards, and there sat awaiting her. She came wildly 
on, ranging just at his side. Despite the heat of the day, 
and the pace at which she had ridden, she was very pale; but 
the glitter of her eye, and the clearly outlined spot of vivid 
colour on either cheek, bespoke some strong excitement. 

‘* Ts anything wrong at home?’’ Deering asked. 

‘*No,”’ she said; ‘‘ there is nothing wrong at home.”’ 

** What are you doing here ?’’ he demanded. 

** Everything ’s wrong at home for me,’’ she said, breathing 
hard, and not daring to look at her husband. ‘1 want 
away, Andrew! ”’ 

** And where do you want to go away to? 
with a stern quietude of manner. 

‘*T want no harm, Andrew,’ she 
missively. ‘I only want to go away. I sha’n’t be happy 
anywhere, and I don’t want to be happy. I don't deserve it, 
and I don’t ask for it; but I can’t bear my life here any 
longer.”’ 

He sat looking at her with a searching eye. 
glance once, timidly and humbly. 


to go 
” asked Dec ring, 


answered very sub- 


She met his 


Vd ally i 
4 Myo 
} “a 


A second later he was kneeling before her with so marked a look of wonder that the girl was half frightened at it. 


‘*What do you want?’’ he said. ‘‘ Tell me: speak your 
mind !”’ 

‘*T want to go away, Andrew. I can’t bear to be here. 
For God’s sake, Andrew, let me go away.”’ 

‘* Please understand this,’? he answered slowly, speaking 

with a surly emphasis: ‘‘ you ’ll never go away with my good 
will. Your place is where you are. I’ve never reproached 
you——’”’_ He checked himself, and bit his lip. ‘‘ I’ve never 
said so much as that until this minute. But you ’ve got some- 
thing to pay for, all the same, and your duty is to stop where 
you find yourself.’’ 
“He thought in his own heart that he had made the bitterest 
error of his life in joining their lots together for a second 
time ; but he was all the more obstinate for that reflection. He 
suffered, and suffered undeservedly. Well, he had suffered 
all along, with but slight deserving. He would continue to 
suffer, since he must, and with that sulky, mastiff obstinacy 
which distinguishes his kind, he gave a sort of welcome to his 
pains. 

‘‘T can’t, Andrew,’’ she answered him, with suppressed 
intentness. ‘‘I see the past too near.” 

“You can’t get rid of that by going anywhere,” said 
Deering, sadly; ‘‘norcan I. If you’re sorry, Ella, so much 
the better for yov. That’s the first sign of grace I’ve seen 
in you.”’ 

“It was a little crumb of comfort in payment for all her years 
of passionate regret and repentance ; but, since she knew so 
well her own unworthiness even of that, she took it with an 
inward storm of humble gratitude. ; 

‘I don’t say it spitefully,” said Deering, ‘‘ though, in one 
way, I do say it to hurt you. You’ve a right to be sorry, 
Ella.”’ 


For a mere second the woman's soul declared itself. She 





shook her head from side to side with a wild look, and echoed 
oe Sorry : ” 
his heart. 

‘We'll talk about this hereafter,”” he said, keeping a 
masterful hand upon himself. ‘‘It’s not a matter to be 
settled in a moment your way; and I dare say that on your 
side you don’t want it settled my way in a moment, either. 
You’d best ride back again, and think it over. You know my 
will in the matter, and I can tell you that it isn’t at all likely 
to be changed.”’ 

She had resented that wilful way of his, how bitterly! 
nearly a score of years ago. But, now that her own wild force 
was spent, to find him thus unchanged, bent on his own pur- 
pose with the same unyielding will, made him seem loftier 
than ever in her eyes. That was surely what a man should do. 
He should know his mind and have his purpose, and hold to 
it, and being thus master of himself, should prove his right to 
the mastery of a weaker nature. How k«ppy, oh! how happy 
now, to pillow the buffeted head on that resolute heart! But 
that was over, over for good and all. 

For a minute or two she could not speak, and he misread 
her silence. Her face worked passionately, her bosom heaved, 
and her hands, clenching the reins upon the pommel of her 
saddle, trembled visibly. Her heart seemed bursting with 
regret, and he thought he saw the signs of one of her old fits 
of temper. When she had so far recovered herself that she 
could dare to trust her voice, she answered with extreme quict, 

**T will think it over, Andrew.’’ 

He was still searching her downcast face with his eyes when 
for the second time she timidly met his glance. ‘There was 
something in her look that he had never seen before in any 
human face. If any eyes could look upon an outraged deity 
in appeal for pardon they might bear such an aspect. A pang 





in a voice so mournful and despairing that it pierced | 


. 


shot through his heart swift and ternvle. The opposing forces 
of honour and temptation shocked like a sudden earthquake 
there. It was only for a second, and he drove his spurs into 
his horse’s flanks and, wheeling round, rode off madly. She 
sat looking after him for a moment or two, and then, turning 
homewards, rode away with her head drooping, and her whole 
figure aged and changed. He hated, disbelieved, distrusted 
her; to say that she repented made him angry. Well, he had 
the right to hate and distrust her, and of all fools and sinners 
in the world she was the sorrowful queen. 


CHAPTER X. 
Murphy’s Mansions, probably so entitled by some playful 
satirist of the plains, consisted of a knot of log-huts on Pro- 
vidence Creek, an affluent of the Arkansas river. It was snugly 
nested between the butt end of a prairie bluff and the creek 
itself, so that it was sheltered from invasion on two sides, 
whilst the bold knob of the bluff above it made an excellent 
post for outlook, affording, as it did, a full view of the country 
on all sides over a range of thirty miles. Murphy, the presiding 
genius of the place, had been an Irishman to begin with, but 
after fifty years of adventure in the Rockies, had lost almost all 
his original markings. He was a great lank giant of a man, 
over six feet six in his moccasins; a man with an eagle eye, a 
wedge of blond-grey beard three feet in length, and a grizzled 
mane of hair which tumbled well on to his shoulders. He was 
quite a personage, was Murphy, and had achieved for himself 
so singular a reputation for courage and decision that he com- 
manded the respect of the wildest cut-throats who visited the 
Mansions. It was not a neighbourhood in which to look for 
drawing-room manners, and Murphy took no trouble to exact 
them. He drew his line at bloodshed. Anything short of 




















THE ILLUSTRATED LONDON NEWS SUMMER NUMBER, 1889.— 20 








that he tolerated; but if, whether among Indians, trappers, 
Border-ruffians, or traders, cold iron were drawn, Murphy 
was out in a moment with a bull-whip, in the use of which long 
exercise upon his clients had taught him a sweet expertness. 
Bullying murderers, who would not have accepted a loud word 
from another man, took a hiding from Murphy in such cir- 
cumstances equably, and as a thing of course. The bull-wh,p 
was there pro bono pudlico, and its employment had rescued a 
good haif of the frequenters of the Mansions from an awk- 
ward corner some time or other. Soif Kansas Bill tasted it 
to-day for drawing on Texas Joe, Bill's sense of giatitude for 
a past deliverance from Joe’s tender mercies reconciled him, 
and the kingdom of Murphy remained unshaken. 

To Murphy’s Mansions came in their season Mexican traders 
with their gaily-painted waggons and their cargoes of useful 
notions ; Indians who traded skins for rifles, powder, beads, 
and whisky; trappers with their take of peltry; settlers 
from a hundred miles around in search of blankets, sugar, 
nails, handsaws, pepper, adzes, whisky, or whatsoever else 
might tempt them; human oozings from the great ocean of 
civilisation far away, trickling over the interminable plains ; 
the carriers of military mails to Fort Massachusetts and Fort 
Pike ; Border-villains who lived by rapine, and being perfectly 
well known for what they were, remained unchanged by some 
curious providence until the slow wrath of the settlers and 
mountaineers was raised against them, and then got hanged 
in batches; every kind of adventurer, honest and dishonest ; 
every sort of wild roving dare-devil. 

Early in the afternoon Deering and Hooker arrived here, 
and found the place already busy in anticipation of the coming 
of the emigrant train and its escort. The strapping Irish girl 
who assisted at Murphy’s bar had emerged from her customary 
slatternliness, and was gaily bedizened in a pink spotted 
jacket and a blue spotted skirt. She had treated her auburn 
locks with a dressing of buffalo suet, shining little lumps of 
which proclaimed themselves here and there; and thus pre- 
pared for conquest she stood smiling in her place, with arms 
akimbo. The trading-huts were already open, swept and 
garnished not too carefully. The Mexican trader dropped the 
shutters of his particoloured cart and made a platform of them, 
exposing his Cheap Jack wares to the best advantage. The 
inevitable German Jew pedlar of watches and cheap jewellery, 
arranged his box for show and looked to the buckle of the 
strap. 

An emigrant train can scarcely be accurately timed. A 
broken wheel, a lame bullock, may delay the whole crowd for a 
diy ; and since any incident in the whole chapter of accidents 
was liable to repetition, the failure to arrive within a week of 
the expected time could excite but little surprise or fear of 
disaster. 

As it happened, Deering and Hooker had not long to wait, 
for within an hour of their arrival the lookout on the top of the 
bluff bellowed down to signal the approach of three horsemen, 
ne of whom he proclaimed a private of the United States 
escort. At the word Deering threw himself once more into the 
saddle and rode off, the young Westerner following. One of 
the approaching trio separated himself from his companions, 
and advancing at a rapid gallop, fired half-a-dozen revolver 
shots in the air and so came tearing on brandishing the empty 
weapon. Deering, recognising his prospective son-in-law, put 
in spurs, and a minute later the two were shaking hands 
with great cordiality on either side. 

‘** If you ’ll allow me, Sir,’’ said Hooker, who sat neglected 
for the moment, ‘‘I’ll shake hands with you? I’ve heard 
about you and nothing that aint to your advantage, and me 
and my old man are Mr. Deering’s nearest neighbours.”’ 

Griffith took the hand extended to him and met the search- 
ing glance the other bent upon him with a genial smile. 
There was something so peculiarly inquiring in Hooker’s lcok 
that Griffith’s face assumed an expression of inquiry also, 
and for a little space the two regarded each other question- 
ingly. The young frontiersman still held his successful rival’s 
hand, and the odd interchange of glances was finished by a 
mutual smile and an added grip on either side. There was 
something so quietly sincere and so genuinely warm in this 
unlooked for reception from a stranger, that Griffith took an 
immediate interest in the lovelorn youth. 

g said Hooker, ‘‘ that you will do, Sir.’’ 

The Lieutenant laughed. ee'5 hope so,”’ he replied. 

‘Yes, Sir,’ said Abraham, turning his solemn, handsome 
face on Deering, ** I reckon he’ll do.”’ 

‘*Here *s my father,’’ said the Lieutenant. ‘‘ Nothing 

would satisfy him but that he should come out and solemnise 
the ceremony himself.’ 
‘The elder Broadhurst, riding up in a very unclerical garb, 
hands with Deering, and was introduced with all due 
ceremony to Hooker, whose surprising hat and long lo ks he 
regarded with a well-concealed astonishment. The rejected 
lover found himself somewhat out of place as the three rode 
on together, chatting familiarly of events of which he knew 
nothing, and people he had never heard of. He regarded 
Griffith from time to time with great keenness, but with an 
air of growing satisfaction and contentment. 

** Are you far away from home here, Deering?’”’ the clergy- 
man asked. 

“They call it seven and twenty miles,’ said Deering. 


our gs,” 


** You sve that far-away peak? That’s our guide from 
here. Make for that in a straight line and you can’t fail to 


light on Redberry Creek.” 

** You ’re among the mountains, then? ”’ 

**No, at the foot of them. Very picturesque, fertile and 
beautiful country.”’ 

The clergyman found the farmer's bluff and hearty manner 
altogether unchanged; but, looking askance at him as they rode, 
he thought he saw a shadow on his face. i 

Griffith, remarking the air with which his father regarded 
Deering, droppe d behind and took up his plac e side by side 
with Hooker, thinking that perhaps the two seniors might 


have some confidence to exchange even thus early in their 
meeting. No word was said, however, for the present, on 
anything but surf topic s+, and the talk was all of the 
emigrant train now toiling on some fifteen miles behind, or of 
the progress of the farm at Redberry Creek. 

** What do you reckon on doing, Sir,’’ Hooker asked of 
Griffith, ‘‘ when you get settled down at the Creek ?”’ 

‘I don’t know enough about the life to say,”’ the sailor 
answered. ‘I shall find what there is to be done and then, I 


suppose, I shall do that 
Hooker nodded in sign of assent and satisfaction. 
** I suppose,”’ he said, “‘ that you ’ll be for gitting married 
right away ?”’ 
Griffith stared a little at this; 


but, 


seeing nothing in his 


compani m’s face but a cordial good-wil , answered in the 
affirmative. 

They were at Murphy’s Mansions before this, and had 
already surrendercd r horses to the care of the ‘* boys.”’ 


The escort, over a mound of cold meat and a jug of whisky, 
was detailing the adventures of the train to a crowd of 
listeners. Deering and Broadhurst sat apart; and Griffith, 
having called for provender, took his place on a log outside 
the main hut, and there, clasp-knife in hand, refreshed 
himself after his morning’s ride. He seemed to have a sort 





of fascination for the young Hooker, who, after deviating 
about him for some time, took a seat upon the log, be- 
striding it. 

‘“There aint a many folk in our part of the world,”’ he 
began, ‘‘and amongst what there is there ’s some of all sorts. 
I guess if you and me hit it off we shall have to be a good deal 
about together. I’m the only decent fellow of anything like 
your age for fifty mile around.” 

**T think we shall hit it off together,”’ said Griffith, who 
had enough of the sailor’s frankness and simplicity to make 
these qualities in the other agreeable to him. 

‘* Waal,’’ Hooker answered, ‘‘ its purty soon to prophesy, 
but I think we will. It shayn’t be my fault, Sir, if we don’t ; 
or, if it is my fault, it’ll be because I cayn’t help it.”’ 

‘** That ’s very good of you,”’ said Griffith, with almost as 
simple a friendliness as the other's. 

**T’ve been hearing a good deal about you of late,’’ said 
Hooker. ‘‘ Fact, I’ve been asking about you. I’ve been 
anxious that you should turn out the right sort, Sir.’’ Seeing 
then a fleeting look of amused astonishment on Griffith’s face, 
he added, with a quiet solemnity of aftirma’ion, ‘‘ That is so, 
Sir. Anxious is the word.” 

Griffith being so far without the clue to Mr. Hooker’s 
thoughts with respect to himself, fancied him to be more than 
a little singular, but his liking for the outspoken new 
acquaintance was pronounced already. 

‘*T suppose,’’ he said, ‘‘ that an old settler here feels like a 
host towards a guest when he mzets a new one?”’ 

‘*That ought to be so, Sir,’’ responded Hooker, ‘‘and I 
believe that amongst the whiter sort o’ men it is so. We shall 


’ 





They threw the wretched man into the river. 


do our best to make you feel comfortable and at home, and 
I’m in hopes you ‘ll like us.’ 

**Look here,’ said Griffith with a genial abruptness, 
** vou ’ve said a score of kind and friendly things to me within 
an hour, and [ can see, or I think I can see, that you really 
mean them. Tell me now. We hear a great deal at home 
about the cordiality of American manners. Is this merely an 
average specimen, or am I more than usually lucky ?”’ 

‘* Waal, Sir,’’? drawled Hooker with an even additional 
solemnity, ‘‘I’ve got some special reasons. Maybe one of 
these days you'll know ’em. Maybe you’ll find ’em out. 
Maybe I shall tell you. We'll see”’ 

This sounded a little mysterious, and Griffith, not being 
altogether at his ease in any atmosphere of mystery, turned the 
conversation from the private stream into the general. 

‘I suppose we'd better be pushing along, Mr. Deering, 
he cried after a while; ‘‘ with seven-and-twenty miles before 
us we shall stand a chance of being benighted.’’ 

‘*We can’t go on this afternoon,’’ Deering answered. 
** We have either to cross a spur of the hills or go round a 
dozen miles, and after dark and with tired horses that would 
be anything but pleasant. Besides that, there’s a pack of 
Lorder-ruffians lingering about here this last week or two: 
gentlemen who would very willingly cut your throat for the 
sake of your horse and ycur revolver; and, altogether, it’s 
best to make the journey in daylight. We’re not expected 
until to-morrow at earliest, and I doubt if things are ready for 
us at home.”’ 

At this Griffith’s spirits fell a little, but only for atime. A 
wild altercation between an Indian and a half-breed brought 
out Murphy and the bull-whip, and made a lively diversion in 
his thoughts. The two who had faced each other with drawn 
knives, breathing slaughter and obviously meaning it, went 
skipping divers ways, with yells of terror, under the terrible 


” 





thong, and Murphy stood roaring after them the most awful 
imprecations. 

‘* What language !’’ cried the clergyman, grimacing. 

‘*Tt’s the fashion of the place,’’ said Deering. ‘‘ Murphy ’s 
a very decent fellow. He speaks the only tongue he knows.”’ 

‘“‘He’s a horrible blackguard, so far as speech goes,’’ 
answered Broadhurst. ‘‘ There are women within hearing.”’ 

“‘T’ll tell you a story about that fellow, Broadhurst,’ 
said the farmer. ‘‘It’s known to everybody hereabouts, 
and the first man you ask will tell you all about it. He hada 
wife twenty years ago, and was living with her to the north of 
the Divide of the Platte and Arkansaw. It was bitter cold, 
and the woman was weak-chested, so they told him the only 
way to save her life was to take her to the Mishotunga boiling 
springs. He had a hundred and eighty miles to go, and when 
they had done their first day’s journey some rascally horse- 
thieving Rapahoes stole their horses. Now what does that 
‘horrible blackguard’ do? He takes that poor little wife of his 
in his arms like a baby, and he carries her every foot of the 
way. He never slept, and barely rested, till his journey’s end. 
He had about seventy hours of it. That’s Gospel truth, 
Broadhurst. You see you’ve got to know these people.”’ 

‘Yes, Sir,’’ said Hooker, who had strolled over; ‘ that’s 
Gospel truth, and pooty large in its own style. Old Murph 
don’t like to hear about it, though. I guess he’s got a sore 
place somewhere, though he don’t look like it.” 

In anticipation of the arrival of the train, people of all 
sorts began to gather ut the station, and the scene, in its own 
rough way, was sufficiently animated and bustling to fill and 
please the mind of any but the most unintelligent spectator. 
Some such spectators were there in the persons of a row of 
squaws, who sat sucking at their pipes and hunching their 
shoulders outside the liquor-store, whilst their lords and 
masters went rapidly through the varying stages of intoxi- 
cation within. The one romantic and heroic episode in Mr. 
Murphy’s career had been recounted by Deering with as much 
truth as simplicity ; but the self-sacrificing tender splendour of 
that far-away deed was obscured to the onlooker by Mr. 
Murphy’s present keenness as a trader. Since he only swindled 
the Indians, he was not supposed to be in any way repre- 
hensible. It was a white trader’s business to swindle the 
Indians. That was what he went there for ; and if he refrained, 
it would be to his own loss, and by no means to the profit of 
the Red Men, who would infallibly find somebody else to cheat 
them. 

A roaring fire was built as the shades of evening fell, and 
the arrivals sat picturesquely grouped about it. One of them 
owned a tin whistle, and performed upon it with no great skill 
but with a sufficient accuracy as to time. As the contents of 
the whisky-keg grew lower, the spirits mounted, and at the 
first sound of the scrannel-pipe halt-a-dozen great fellows rose 
and began to dance. The Irish barmaid was dragged, willi- 
nilly, from her place, and two or three gaudily-attired but not 
overclean Mexican ladies were also violently impressed for the 
dance. The dancing was timed by the maddest yellings and 
whoopings, and every now and again some bearlike mountaineer 
would roar a fragment of the Indian dancing-song 

Hiya, Hiya, Heiya, Hiya! 
Hiya, Hiya, Hiya, Hiya! 
Hiya, Hiya, Heiya! 
1nd would hop off with a screech thet might well have been 
heard a mile away. 

This was the first mountain trading-station the Rev. Mr. 
Broadhurst had yet seen, and after looking on at the festivities 
until they became a little too pronounced for the clerical 
taste, he decorously withdrew. 

The Lieutenant, whose experiences were perhaps wider anil 
more varied than his father’s, and who had certainly seen Jack 
ashore onapay-day, sat and looked on with a more worldly philo- 
sophy. Hooker, who kept him company, had too much self- 
respect to join in the rougher revelries, though he stood up to 
dance with the Irish barmaid, and acquitted himself with an 
acrobat-like agility not often displayed in ball-rooms. But, as 
the evening wore on, the young Abraham, without visibly and 
actually exceeding, took a good deal of Tass whisky, and 
under its influence grew remarkably warm, friendly, and 
confidential. 

The sailor’s thoughts turned not unnaturally from all this 
noisy revel to the quiet home in which Ada awaited him, so 
near now after the toilsome and difficult journey of the last 
four weeks. He saw her clearly seated in vague surroundings, 
and pleased himself to think that she was as unchanged in 
aspect as in heart. He was miles away in fancy, and from 
the shouting trappers and the log-like Indians, who lay drunk 
about the sward, and all the savage merriment and ugly de- 
bauchery of the time, when he felt a hand upon his shoulder, 
and there was Hooker in the darkness beside him, faintly 
illuminated by the light of the now-fading fire. 

**Don't you walk out too far into the dark,’’ said the 

frontiersman. ‘‘ There’s some of Murphy’s boys upon the 
lookout, and they’d blow a hole through anything fhat 
looked like strolling out of the Mansions at this time o’ night. 
Because, you see,’’ he added, ‘‘ nobody ’s got anything to walk 
away for unless he’s got something abont him that belongs to 
somebody else, and that’s the sort o’ thing the boys are dewn 
on.” 
He thrust a friendly arm through his companion’s, and 
paced slowly back with him. It is very likely that but for the 
inspiring influence of the Tass whisky the confidence he medi- 
tated would have been delayed; but the young fellow’s heart 
was altogether warm and tender, and he had some not very 
clear or defined notion that he owed to his new acquaintance, 
out of mere loyalty, an explanation of his own position. 

‘* Tell you what it is, Sir,’? he began: ‘‘I’ve been playing 
the fool a bit, and I got to own up about it. Ididn’t know so 
much about you six weeks ago as to know you was alive. I 
never heard about you, else I should have known better. I 
went and fell in love with Miss Deering. Now, Sir, that’s 
a thing that any man’s got a right to do. But I went and told 
her so; and that’s a thing I shouldn’t have had a right to do 
if I’d known that you were round. She told me plain and 
straight how things stood ; and now I want to act square by 
you, and you know where we stand ; don’t you?”’ 

Griffith, not quite certain that this was not a declaration of 
open rivalry, responded with caution, and with a certain 
dryness 

‘*T am not quite sure that I understand you, Mr. Hooker.”’ 

‘* Waal, Sir,’”’ said Hooker, ‘‘ as I see it, it’s this way. You 
and me has got good sense to see that there aint anybody in 
the world that’s worth setting alongside that young lady. I 
told Miss Deering six weeks ago: ‘ He’s a poor sort of fellow,’ 
says I, ‘that cayn’t like the man that had the luck to beat him. 
I’m that man’s friend,’ says I, ‘if he’ll take me on.’ Now, 
Sir, I told you I’d been anxious, and you looked surprised. 
But I have been anxious all the same ; and now, Sir, if you "Il 
forgive me for plain speaking, and I’m good for nothing else, 
and not much good at that, I aint anxious any longer. I 
think you’re likely to be very square and straight, and that’s 
what I want to see Miss Deering’s husband like.”’ 

‘‘Mr. Hooker,” said Griffith, ‘‘ our acquaintance has been 
a very short one; but, since we speak our minds here with @ 
little more freedom than we do in other places, I take the 
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liberty to say that I think you an uncommonly good fellow. 
I am very much obliged to you for the confidence you have 
reposed in me, and I hope that as we grow to know each other 
better we shall come to be good friends.’ 

“* There’s my hand on that, Sir,’’ said Hooker, and without 
much further talk that night the two young men separated. 
It was all very well to be heroic on the surface, but Abraham 
was far from being as contented with his lot as he would have 
been if he could have changed with the Lieutenant. 


CHAPTER XI. 


It is a beneficent and beautiful thing that how old and grey 
soever collective human wisdom grows, youth is constantly 
renewing itself, and the original blessed ignorance of trouble 
enjoys a complete revival. Not Adam and Eve, before that 
melancholy affair of the apple, were more contented in Paradise 
than any brace of modern lovers who are but newly made 
aware of each other's affection. That perennial wellhead of 
happiness is the fountain from which every generation flows. 

Here were our lovers, now these four weeks married, 
forgetting altogether, in their own private sunshine, the cares 
that brooded about them. They were out for a mountain 
ride together. Ada, always accustomed to the saddle more or 
less, had grown into quite an accomplished horsewoman by 
her mother’s teaching and example—a useful thing in a 
country where almost everybody rides everywhere, where there 
is no paying a visit under a dozen miles, and where there is no 
wheeled vehicle but the bullock-cart. She and Griffith had 
made many hill-side excursions together, and knew the trails 
about the rising plateau at the foot of which Deering’s house 
lay nestled as well as any Indian whose feet had helped to 
make them years and years ago. 

The general experience of marrying mankind confirms the 
theory of the honeymoon. If love’s young dream lasts for the 
whole of it, young love is unusually happy and deserves to be 
congratulated. But even the luckiest love will wake to outside 
things, and will see the world no longer tinted roseate and 
rolden, but in its proper colours, which are less prepossessing 
to the eye. Father and mother were back strongly in the 
rirl’s mind again, and the sad and terrible problem presented 


‘ 
g 
by their married life, in contrast to the 
new sweet confidence of her own, made 
her very mournful and tender. 


The trail was wide enough in places 
for the two to ride side by side, and not 
infrequently they drew together and paced 
on very slowly, the young wife resting 
her head on Griffith’s shoulder, and he 
wart arm about her waist. 
They were riding thus when she sighed 
heavily, and he, with a gentle pressure 
of arm and half a laugh, asked what 
that might mean ? 

‘*T was thinking of father and mother, 
Griffith,’’ she answered. 

‘My dear,”’ replied Griffith, with a 
practical philosophy which might as well 
have been impracticable for all the use it 
served, ‘‘ when anything you dois painful 
to you, and when it can do neither you 
nor anybody else an atom of good, it’s 
ll not to do it.” 
said Ada, ‘‘one can’t 
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‘* Ah, Griffith,’’ 
help it.”’ 
‘6 Ves.”’ 
it a little. 
something else. 


said Griffith; ‘‘ one can help 
Try atleast. Let’s think of 
We can see the place 
I promised to show you within two or 
three hundred yards from here. I'll give 
you a tip, my dear: there’s nothing like 
rapid motion for driving away mournful 
fancies. It’s Nature's cure.”’ 

So saying, he bent over her and kissed 
her, and crying out ‘‘ Trot!’ in the 
lengthened call of a cavalry drill-sergeant, 
set the « xample of obedience to his own 
command. 

Their way led them through a thick 
natural plantation of prodigious pines 
interspersed with cedar and red oak. 
The latter, though they grew to a fair 
and even luxuriant size, were dwarfed to a shrublike in- 
significance by the presence of their stupendous neighbours. 
Hundreds of these forest giants were within view at almost 
any moment of the ride, not one of them falling short of an 
altitude of sixty yards. 

‘The two paused upon the brow of the hill, and Griffith, 
extending his right hand, pointed straight before him. 

** There!’ he said. ‘*‘ You see that great black gash in 
the mountain-side: that ’s Hole-in-the-Sky Caton. The peak 
on the right is the Wankanaga. You see how learned I am 
getting in the local geography. I’ve been studying under 
Hooker. You can just make out the trail of the Rapahoes 
from here; they are not on the rampage now, but when 
they black theif faces for war and make a raid upon the 
plains that’s the road they take. They haven’t had an out- 
break now for fifteen years, so Hooker tells me ; but he thinks 
there are some signs of tiouble stirring now. There’s not the 
least danger im the world, my darling; for we shall have 
warning days beforehand, and we could be at Fort Bent long 
before the y‘ ould get to us.”’ 

‘“‘T am not afraid anywhere with you, Griffith,’’ said the 
young wife, with that sublime confidence in her husband which 
young wives commonly display; ‘‘ andifthere had been danger 
father would never have settled here.”’ 

‘*Oh, it’s all right, I suppose,”’ said Griffith; ‘‘ they ’ve 
had their lesson over and over again, and I dare say that by 
this time they have learned it. Do you know, my dear, this 
mountain air gives one an appalling appetite. Shall we make 
our picnic here ?”’ 

The spot was as well-chosen as any lover of the beautiful in 
Nature could have desired. Near at hand, from the top of 
a great rock which glittered in the sunlight with thousands 
upon thousands of sharply-defined and metallic coloured facets, 
a little cataract flung itself in spray, and fell into a basin 
whose waters it troubled furiously for a space. A yard or two 
later the pool lay clear and undimpled, a natural mirror when 
viewed aslant, and as pellucid as a diamond. A little further 
on again it broke into a merry ripple, and so went dancing and 
chattering over a pebbly declivity until it flung itself into the 
air again and fell into another basin, forty or fifty feet below 
the level of the trail. Far away the great mountain peaks 
rose with a solemn splendour in the still blue air, each seeming 
“o lift a hand of invitation and to call the wedded lovers to 
some solitude yet fairer. 

** It’s all wonderfully beautiful, Griffith,’’ said Ada, ‘“‘ but 
I miss the English flowers.”’ 

** You don’t miss the English song-birds,’’ Griffith answered, 
‘‘ with that fellow overhead. Listen to him. Not a sign of 
him to be seen and yet the whole air is full of him. Where 
the music come from in that tiny creature’s body? 
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You ‘ve got flowers into the bargain, even if they ’re not English. 
Nature ’s a freakish lady, but there’s a sort of resemblance in 
all her variety. You might take that for a bachelor’s-button, 
and this creeper looks like a cross between a passion-flower 
and a clematis.”’ 

For a time the cloud had rolled from Ada’s mind, and she 
surrendered herself to the influence of her surroundings with 
the gay insouciance of a child. Griffith, before drawing 
their picnic provender from his holsters, had tethered the two 
horses, and now seeing that they were safely fastened, he and 
Ada began to scramble like boy and girl about the rocks 
gathering nosegays and laughing and calling gaily to each 
other. 

‘Oh, Griffith !’’ cried Ada, suddenly, with a shrill surprise 
and pleasure in her voice, ‘‘ come here! come here this instant ! 
Here is a pool with water-lilies in it, but I am afraid we can’t 
climb down.”’ 

‘* You may trust a sailor for that, my darling,” said the 
Lieutenant brightly, as he surveyed the declivity. ‘‘ Climb 
down? Come along, I’ll show you. Put your hand on my 
shoulder. Now let me guide your feet. There’s number one.”’ 

So carefully guiding her at every footstep he dropped easily 
down the rocky bank, and in a minute or two the pair stood 
side by side at the edge of the lower pool. Ada clapped her 
hands with pleasure over the water-lilies. 

‘*Oh, the darlings! ‘They’re not English, but they ’re 
water-lilies, after all. I thought I was never going to see one 
any more. Don’t you remember how you swam for half-a- 
dozen of them for me in the mill-pond at dear old Carstable 
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She paid him with a kiss for every one, and they sat down 
by the side of the stream to arrange their flowers, tying them 
with the rushes that grew at the water’s edge. 

‘* Look at the colours at the bottom of this pool, Griffith,’’ 
said Ada. ‘‘ Isn’t it quite a little fairy spectacle ?”’ 

As a matter of fact, there was scarcely a colour a painter 
could mix upon his palette which was not represented there, 
and, all lying wet, they shone with an amazing brilliance and 
softness. Ada, reclining on one elbow, fell into a thoughtful 
mood again, lulled by the plash of the waterfall and the 
answering ripple of the stream. One ungloved hand dabbled 
idly at the clear edge of the pond, and, by-and-by, she began 
absently to take up the many-coloured stones, and to dry and 
polish them between her fingers, only to find that they lost 
their lustre and the greater part of their beauty with it. 
Griffith lit his pipe, and, having found a convenient knoll for 
his head, lay stretched in a pleasant idleness upon the turf. 

‘‘What’s this, Griffith?’’ said Ada, rather languidly. 
‘*Tt’s as heavy as lead. I have founda dozen little pieces 
of it.”’ 

He took the object lazily from her outs‘retched hand, and 
rolled over leisurely inspect it. A sccond later he was 
kneeling before her with so marked a look of wonder that the 
girl was half frightened at it. 

‘* What is it, Griffith ?’’ she demanded. 

‘Why, there isn’t much the matter, my dear,’”’ he re- 
sponded, rising to his feet. ‘‘ Nature doesn’t make half- 
pennyworths, and where this is there is more.’’ 

He spoke with an air of assumed sang-froid, but his eyes 
were literally blazing, his face was pale with excitement, and 
his hands trembled. 

‘‘What is it, Griffith?’’ cried Ada, in alarm at these 
extraordinary and unlooked-for signs. 

**T’ll tell you in a moment,”’ he answered, kneeling at the 
edge of the pool and scanning its shallow depths with search- 
ing eyes. “I ought to know a gold-bearing quartz when I 
see it.”’ 

He chose a dozen samples from the bed, and rose to his 
feet again with a sigh. 

‘‘ Ada, my dear,’’ he said, in a voice cf extreme quiet, 
** you ’ve found a fortune.”’ 
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His manner still alarmed and perplexed her, and she 
looked at him with a tender and disturbed inquiry, laying a 
hand upon each of his shoulders. 

‘* What have I found, dear ?”’ 

‘You have found gold, Ada,’’ he responded, hoarse and 
pale, ‘‘ and you ’ve found it on your father’s land.”’ 

‘* Why, Griffith !’’ she cried, wreathing her arms about his 
neck and drawing his head downwards so that her look of 
troubled fondness reached his eyes, ‘‘ what is gold tous? We 
have more money than we shall ever need to spend, or ever 
know how to spend out here. Don’t be troubled about it, 
dear.’’ 

He laughed, and stooping down to kiss her put her gently 
aside, and examined anew the specimens he still held in his 
hand. ‘' There’s no mistake about it,’’ he said; ‘‘ a blind man 
would know it by the weight. We must ride home, dear, and 
take this news to your father.”’ 

‘* Griffith,’ said Ada, ‘‘ it spoils our day already !”’ 

He laughed at that, and recovering something— though 
not much—of the frank jollity of manner native with him, 
helped her back across the rocks. He was excited still, as the 
most philosophic of mankind would have been in the circum- 
stances; but he kept a strong control upon himself, and his 
inward fires were permitted to show but little smoke. But for 
Ada’s companionship he would have ridden headlong with the 
news ; but the trail was not of such a character that he could 
drag Ada along it at the pace he himself desired to take. So 
they went slowly, the Lieutenant feeling himself consumed 
within by a very furnace of impatience. Where the descending 
plateau stood suddenly half bare of timber and unfolded itself 
towards the plain in a gentle rolling slope, he took her bridle 
and urged her forward. ‘* Now for a gallop, dear.’’ 

‘““There are those men again,’’ said Ada, in a 
frightened whisper. 

‘**You’ve no need to be afraid of them,’’ the Lieutenant 
answered, with a rather scornful emphasis on the pronoun. 

‘*Qld Mr. Hooker says there are dreadful stories about 
them,’’ said Ada, drawing her horse nearer to his. ‘* He thinks 
it was they who murdered that old man at Sadler’s Bend.” 

‘“They may have murdered an old man who couldn’t defend 
himself,”’ said Griffith ; ‘‘ but they won’t lay hands on a young 
one who has six livesin his pocket. Don’t 
be afraid, my dear; there are no more 
adventures for to-day.”’ 
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The men in question were 
number, and a thoroughly uninviting 
band to look at—a bearded, scowling, 


ragged contingent, dressed with a bizarre 
mingling of attire of the plains and some 
relics of the fashions of civilisation. They 
were watering their horses at a spring 
when Ada first observed them. 

Each one of them carried a rifle, slung 
across his shoulder; all wore knives, and 
three were armed with pistols. They 
raised a coarse burst of noisy laughter as 
Ada and Griffith drew near. It sounded 
jeering and offensive, and was pretty 
obviously meant to sound so. The blood 
sprang into the girl’s face, and Griffith 
turned a wrathfully disdainful eye upon 
the group. 

**Hello, matey!’ said burly 
ruffian with an unmistakeable Cockney 
wheeze and accent, *‘ got a plug of ’baccy 
for a pal?”’ 

Not unnaturally Griffith rode on with- 
out replying. Another of the gang flung 
an open-mouthed insult at the lady. 
Griffith halted, and turned in a menacing 
quiet. 

‘* There are enough honest men here- 
abouts,’’ he said, ‘* to teach you scoundrels 
manners. Are you,’’ addressing the first 
speaker, ‘‘ the blackguard who was tarred 
and feathered outside Kansas City six 
months ago? You enjoy that reputation 
in the neighbourhood. Take warning: 
don’t make it necessary to repeat that 
lesson.’’ 

*“You’re pretty cocky, 
answered one of the band; ‘go about 
your own business and leave us to ours. 
I’ve got a mark against you already, and 
maybe I shall find a chance to wipe it 
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you are,’ 


out.”’ 
Griffith looked keenly at the man, 
with a faint suspicion that he had 
somewhere seen him before; but the memory, if memory 


it were, was altogether fitful and illusory. The fellow bore 
himself with a certain ruffianly swagger and elegance. He 
was slimmer than any of his companions, and though he 
differed from them but little in attire, his hair, his beard, and 
his great swallow-wing moustache were combed. He put up 
an eyeglass as he spoke—a singular bit of personal furniture 
for a man of his aspect among the foothills of the Rocky 
Mountains. 

** Very well,’’ Griffith answered him sternly ; ‘‘ I have my 
mark against you.’’ 

He turned and they roared jeering obscenities after him as 
he rode away. Ada was waiting for him in a trembling 
anxiety, but reading a sort of disdainful half-amusement in 
his face, grew more tranquil. 

‘** That ’s a vile crowd to have in the neighbourhood,’’ he 
‘*but there is nothing to tempt them to linger here, and 
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said ; 
I hope we have seen the last of them.’ 

‘* What if they know about the gold, Griffith? ”’ 

He gave a momentary start but answered quickly— 

** We shouldn’t have found them down here if they had 
known about the gold; besides that, my darling, there was no 
trace of the pool ever having been visited by the foot of man 
for many a day, at least. They wouldn’t have left these for 
our finding’’—tapping his pocket to indicate the nuggets— 
‘* if they had been there before us.”’ 


CHAPTER XII. 


Wild Darrie was out that same afternoon, and might have been 
striving to justify her name, she rode so madly. She was all 
alone and there was not a creature to witness the spectacle, 
but she performed a hundred feats of skill and daring. It 
would be interesting to know what Pueblo George’s horse 
thought of it, though it was manifest at the beginning of 
every excursion that he was at least ready to share the half- 
insane exultation of his rider. She had trained him to be 
more docile than ever was the dullest of park hacks, and even 
when she had waked the devil in him could bring him back to 
a knowledge of her authority by a mere turn of the hand, The 
pair seemed to have been made for each other: the horse had 
found the one mistress possible, and was becomingly grateful 
and affectionate in his own brute mind; and poor Ella, on ber 
side, certainly had need of him. These fiery rides of hers 
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were her only narcotic. They brought her to a state of 
physical fatigue in which the mind was forced to slumber. 
They seemed to throw off a certain slow poison which other- 
wise distempered her blood and made the very sense of living 
a burden to her, in spite of glorious health and magnificent 
physique. 

When Pueblo George’s horse was clean blown, his drooping 
tail and panting sides awoke pity in his rider, and she dis- 
mounted. She plucked a dozen handfuls of dried grass and 
wiped the foam from his coat, loosened the saddle-girth, and, 
slipping the head-stall over his ears, threw the bit and reins 
to the ground. The horse gave a rather languid shak» to 
express his appreciation of liberty and ease, and then strolled 
off in search of fresher verdure. The summer and autumn 
suns had burned the hill-side grasses for the most part into 
tinder, and a patch of green was hard to find. 

Ella threw herself upon the ground beside the head-stall, 
and fell into a prolonged reverie. The thoughts and memories 
which sometimes stung her so unendurably came to her ina 
softer fashion, informed by a spirit of profound sadness, as 
they were always sure to be, but presenting themselves rather 
as sorrowing and sympathising friends than as accusers. She 
thought of the old circus days, when all the world conspired 
to spoil her, and everybody gave way to her most childish 
caprices. The Great Little Grimaldi thrust a painted face 
into her fancies and made his old funny grimaces. Some thin 
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‘* Hillyho!’’ another voice answered from a _ greater 
distance. 

Then everything was quiet. The horse waited with his 
head thrust out and lowered, and the head-stall hung from 
Ella’s hands as she stared before her with eyes suddenly grown 
wide with wonder. She thought she knew the second voice, 
and, of all voices in the world, that was the one she would 
have hated and dreaded most to hear. She fixed all her senses 
in a strained attention ; but the callers were hidden from her 
view by the rolling ground, or by the knots of trees. A 
crackling sound, very faint and far away, reached her ears as 
if a horse were trampling leisurely over dry brushwood, but 
that was all. Even that faded into silence in a little while, 
and, recovering herself, she bridled the horse, tightened the 
girth again, and, remounting, rode soberly homewards. She 
had never been given to presentiments, or such fancies of 
approaching disaster as are so common to her sex; but a cloud 
of troubles seemed to form about her, and rested upon her spirit 
with a weight like lead. The very rarity of this experience with 
her naturally made it the more remarkable. She strove to throw 


her own forebodings from her mind; but she might as well 
have done battle with a fog. The fear was every where, im- 


palpable, undefined. The sound of the long-drawn ‘‘ Hillyho!”’ 
lingered on her ears with such distinctness that it might have 
been repeated every instant and yet have seemed no clearer. 
She tried to think that if it had responded to a call upon 
another name she would have found no such fancied identifi- 
cation as that which now forced itself upon her mind. But 
let her struggle as she might, she could not rid herself of the 
fvar that the voice she had heard was that of the villain for 
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echo of the laughter of those dead days seemed to reach herears. 
She saw Andrew for the first time, and remembered how 
handsome he looked, and what a meaning shone in his frank 
and manly eyes. A crowd of voiceless shadowy actors and 
actresses moved on the stage of fancy—herself among them. 
Shesaw all manner of scenes—peaceful and stormy, reckless and 
tender, prosperous and poverty-stricken. She remembered her 
first sight of Ada’s face as the nurse surrendered the child to her 
weak arms. ‘lhe blunt baby features were before her as actually 
visible as they had been at that supreme instant nineteen 
years ago. And there her own heart stabbed her cruelly, and 
such a yearning came over her for the growing love and know- 
ledge of the child that she rose to her feet and be gan to pace 
up and down in a passion of remorse and misery. Then, with- 
out any volition of her own, a new scene flashed suddenly 
upon her mind. Soundless bells were ringing in London air, 
and the summer sun was shining, and some strange hint of 
country verdure was abroad, and little Mrs. Desmond lay 
dying in herarms. The failing voice spoke again quite clearly 
to Ella’s inward ears: ‘* You will find them all, my darling; I 
know it.’’ She was to have found peace and forgiveness, and 
the lost husband, and the lost child—if that prophecy had 
proved true. She had found the husband and the child, but 
in such a fashion as was a thousandfold bitterer than loss ; and 
as for peace, or any such forgiveness as could bring peace 
with it, they were at least as far away as ever. They could 
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whose sake she had spoiled her life. It was improbable—it 
was out of all reason and likelihood. A single word called out 
at such a distance was as good as nothing to form a judgment 
by; and yet she formed her judgment all the same, and it 
clung to her with obstinacy, and would not be dismissed. 

When she reached home, Tim stood with his unfailing grin 
of welcome to draw the gate aside for her; and, as she rode 
through, touched his broad-brimmed hat to her with a manly 
free-and-easy, yet friendly and respectful, gesture. Tim, to 
his own way of thinking, was a dashing Borderer, familiar 
with scenes of wildest adventure, imbued somewhat with a 
savage carelessness for human life, and yet conserving some 
traces of that earlier civilisation from which he was so far 
removed by years. 

** Had a good ride, Ma’am?”’ said Tim. 

‘** Yes, thank you, Tim,’’ she responded with a smile; ‘‘a 
very good ride.”’ 

‘Tim was the only person who by any chance called a smile 
to her eyes, and she was grateful to him. She was even a 
little out of proportion in her gratitude, and Master Tim was 
fed and dressed to a point of prosperity he could never have 
hoped to reach. 'Tim’s liking for Mrs. Elsworth was founded, 
therefore, upon solid grounds, and his gratitude had that firm 
substratum of a sense of favours to come upon which the 
cynical philosopher declares the passion to be universally 
built. His admiration for her horsewomanship was quite un- 
bounded. She was Tim’s queen, in short, and the centre of 
a thousand ignorant and romantic fancies. 

‘*Here’s Lieutenant Broadhurst and Miss Ada 
home, Ma’am,”’ said Tim, ‘‘ and Miss Ada didn’t seem te 
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hardly have been farther away than they had been to her eyes 
for now this many a year. 

‘* What is the use!’’ she said, pacing swiftly up and down 
and wringing her hands hard together. ‘‘ Forgiveness? 
Where ’s the good of the forgiveness of the whole world even 
if I did getit? I’ve got to forgive myself before I can be 
happy, and that I can’t do. I thank God,’’ she cried aloud, 
‘*for that one sign of grace inme! If every one creature in the 
world forgave me I should hate myself. ‘That ’s all the good I 
have, or ever had, or ever shall have !”’ 

The horse’s warm nose touched her cheek-- he had come 
back of his own accord, finding but little reward for wandering. 
She turned and threw her arms about his neck, hugging him 
hard and burying her face in his mane. He was the one thing 
alive that loved her, and he loved her brutelike and without 
understanding, because she had conquered him first and been 
kind to him afterwards. She fondled his face and ears, and 
he not merely submitted himself to her but 
returned them as best he might with an evident pride and 
pleasure. 

‘*We’ll go back home again, George,”’ she said, and he 
stooped his noble head as if he understood the words and was 
eager to surrender himself once more to that beloved bondage. 

At this instant a voice sounded half-a-mile away ina long- 
drawn call— 

** Bi-i-ill !”’ 
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a-lookin’ quite herself. Bit palish, she wahs; leastwises,”’ 
added Tim, with that air of learned reserve which is sometimes 
assumed by family doctors of long experience, ‘‘ that’s what Z 
fancied.”’ 

‘ Take George in,’’ said Ella, dismounting and throwing 
the boy the reins. ‘‘ Do you think that she was ill ?”’ 

‘** Not to say ill, Ma’am,’’ Tim responded ; ‘‘ looked a bit 
nervouslike and scared, though.’’ 

Ella, in some anxiety at this intelligence, walked swiftly to 
the house. She heard Griffith’s voice speaking loudly within, 
aud as she laid a hand upon the rough plank door, and drew 
it open, Deering presented himself with an air of startled 
ulacrity very unusual in him. He was paler than common, 
and his eyes had a strained and excited look. Ella, who made 
it the half unconscious business of her life to read every 
expression of his face, could not fail to notice or to wonder at 
it. His first swift movement had been obviously intended to 
cut off her advance, but in the instant of his recognition of her 
he fell back and gave her permission to enter by a gesture. 
**Come in,’’ he said. ‘‘I thought it might have been one of 
the hands, and we are talking over private matters here. 
Griffith and Ada have made a strange discovery. ‘They have 
found gold in one of the basins of the Wamdi Falls.’’ 

‘Look here, Mrs. Elsworth,’’ said Griffith, indicating 
a small scattered handful of nuggets and quartz—fragments 
streaked with gold upon the table: ‘‘there’s no mistake about 
these, and there’s more where they came from. There may be 
such a fortune in this soil as no man ever dreamed of. It’s my 
belief we ’ve hit upon the Eldorado the Spaniards were always 
looking for.’’ 
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“Take it easy, Griffith! take it easy!’’ Deering inter- 
jected. He was better able to control his excitement than the 
younger man, though he, too, was moved, and moved strongly, 
by the sudden dream of all the potencies of wealth the discovery 
inspired. He had never been an avaricious man ; and, indeed, 
it had only been for Ada’s sake that he had ever become any- 
thing but a rather reckless and free-handed one. He had 
already more money than he wanted or was likely to want, 
yet the dream filled him. His mind was shot with multi- 
coloured lights, and the yellow glow of gold brightened and 
dazzled all his thoughts like an atmosphere of sunlight grown 
intoxicating. ‘‘ It’s a great thing to be rich,”’ he said. ‘* One 
could do a good deal with money; but, after all, there ’s 
something terrible in it, and I don’t know that I’m hungry for 
the responsibility. Folks think they’ll be splendid 
and generous when they get it, but they turn out 
to be like other people.”’ 

**T°ll tell you how it is, Sir,’’ said Griffith. 
** The average rich man has no brains for spending. 
Think of the man who had money enough to carry 
on the railway from St. Joseph to here, and so on 
to the Western Coast! Think of what a power he ’d 
be! What a wand of magic he could wield! 
Think of the cities such a man could build out 
here! ‘Think how he could draw the surplus blood 
from Old England, and give people of his own 
kith and kin a new start in a new world! Think 
of the centres of civilisation he could found every- 
where about this vast, rich desert! Money! Let 
me have as much of it as ever fell to the share of 
any man, and I won't be afraid of its responsibilities 
or shrink from handling it.”’ 

Deering was about to answer when the voice of 
the elder Hooker was heard without, hailing the 
house in a ringing whoop of inquiry— 

‘** House ho! househo! Anybody thar?’ 

Tim's voice was heard calling in answer, and 
Griffith and Deering faced each other. 
shall we take him into contidence?”’ asked the 





‘I don’t see why not,”’ said Deering; ‘‘ he’s 
United States Marshal here. He’s as honest as 
the day, and we shall want all the help we can 
get 

He threw open the door and hailed the visitor. 

Abraham's voice responded, and the young 
fellow came in shyly, followed by his sire. It was 
Abraham’s first visit to Deering’s house since the 
marriage, and had something of the nature of a 
call with ceremony—a circumstance sufficiently 
embarrassing in itself, but made doubly discomfit- 
ing by his own declaration to the bride and his 
too open-hearted confession to the bridegroom. 

The two visitors heard the story with consider- 
able phlegm. 

‘** Yes, Sirree,’’ said the elder, handling one of 
the nuggets; “‘it’s thar, and that’s a bit of it. 
It’s been knowed to be thar or tharabouts, to a 
mile or tew, this year past. We had a walking 
whisky-keg round here jest about this time last 
fall. Yankee Maguire, they called him. He went 
bouncin’ and buckin’ and rarin’ down to Murphy’s 
Mansions, and swore he’d found gold within ten 
mile of Hole-in-the-Sky Caiion. He showed some 
nuggets, tew. Murphy allowed that himself— 
didn’t he, Abe ?”’ 

**He did so,’’ Abe assented; ‘‘and, what’s 
more—though Yankee Maguire wa'’n’t to be 
trusted, as a gen’ral rule—I know’d that he was 
right. I’ve been in Californy, Mr. Deering, and 
I reckon to know the signs. I’ve prospected many 
a square mile of this country thinkin’ to strike on 
gold; but I didn’t have no luck.”’ 

‘* You’ve been in California?’’ asked Griffith, 
cagerly. “You know about gold - mining 
then ?”’ 

‘IT know about gold-findin’ of most sorts,”’ 
Abraham replied. ‘I ought to; I had about ten 
years on it, and I can tell you, Sir, it aint the gay 
game you're apt to fancy it. If you strike it’s all 
right; but then, I didn’t strike. I never struck 
worth twenty dollars at a time, and it’s about 
the orneriest kind o’ labour I ever put a hand to. 
Gold-findin’ ’s all very well: but gold-seekin’ is 
the poorest sort of medicine.”’ 

‘**When d’ye think o’ startin’ work?’’ asked 
old Hooker, with a look of peculiar cunning and 
dryness. 

‘** At once,”’ said Deering. 

‘*Waal,’’ said the old man, with a slow drawl 
and an enjoying twinkle of the eye, ‘‘ I should be 
sorry to lose you; but I’ll see that the funeral’s 
respectable. If you’d like a gravestone you’d 
better get it wrote out aforehand. Abe can ride 
over and give the order for it. It’ll be pooty 
hefty, a gravestone will,’’ the old gentleman pro- 
ceeded, with a humorous reflectiveness; ‘* but 
naybe you might swap the piany for it.’’ 

** The old man's right,’’ said Abraham, gravely. 
‘You mustn’t think o’ tryin’ to get gold in a 
lonesome place like this without havin’ the strongest 
sort of escort handy. You can get a score or five- 
and-twenty men up from Fort Bent, and then 
the thing *ud run easy for one while. gut Lord 
keep ye! Did y’ ever see a gold-rush? If it really 
got about that gold was thick down here they’d 
empty half the State o’ Missouri on the place in 
three weeks’ time. They wouldn’t send the nicest 
kind o’ people neither.”’ 

** There are a few cut-throat rascals round here 
now,”’ said Griffith. 

‘Pais of Yankee Maguire’s,”’ broke in old 
Hooker. ‘‘They strung the Yank up in Kansas 
City a while back, and they tarred and feathered 
his pardner. The pardner’s out here now.”’ 

‘*I know,”’ said Griffith. ‘‘I’ve seen him twice. Your 
son pointed him out to me two or three days ago, and I came 
across him again this afternoon. He had four companions 
with him—as rowdy a set as you might find in a long day’s 
march anywhere. They shouted some blackguardism after 
Mrs. Broadhurst and myself as we rode by. 1 turned back to 
have a word with them, and one of the rascals actually stuck 
up an eyeglass and quizzed me through it as if he had been a 
dandy in the park. I don’t know what he meant by it, but, 
says he, with a fine-gentleman drawl, ‘I’ve got a mark 
against you already.’ He had a lot of hair about his face, and 
pulled out his moustache with both hands like a lord.”’ 

Ella sat listening to this speech in a horror-stricken silence. 
It was a part of her late habits to efface herself as much as 
possible at all times, and she sat now withdrawn into the 
dimmest corner of the room, so that nobody noticed the ex- 
tremity of her sudden agitation. The presentiments which 
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had weighed upon her mind already pressed with redoubled 
force. She persuaded herself that she knew now what she had 
hitherto only suspected. Griffith’s imitation of the rascal’s 
affected drawl was near enough; and at his mention of the eye- 
glass and the moustache, Tricky Bill's face flashed into her 
mind so vividly that he might have been in bodily presence 
there before her. 

There was the most cogent reason why Mr. William 
Calthorpe’s name should not be mentioned in Deering’s 
household. Ada had naturally been kept in ignorance of it 
altogether, and had never understood her father’s real motive 
in releasing the detected thief. Andrew himself, in his first 
dreadful interview with his wife, had told her curtly: ‘‘I gave 
the rascal a hiding and let him go,’’ and beyond that he had 
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one leg broken, 





not spoken a word concerning him. But there was one 
member of the establishment who had no reason for reticence, 
and who had given her a description of the whole scene. This 
was Tim, who had assisted at the spectacle of the flogging. It 
had made a profound impression on his mind, and, perhaps, 
he even exaggerated a little in the telling. At all events, 
Ella was fully able to appreciate what had happened. She 
knew, or thought she knew, that Tricky Bill in that neigh- 
bourhood could have but one purpose. He was there to inflict 
some damage upon Deering—in one way or another to be re- 
venged upon him. 

It was so unusual a thing to hear her voice unless she were 
personally addressed, that everybody started when she spoke :— 
‘* Where did you meet those people, Mr. Broadhurst ?”’ 

‘ At the Black Corner Spring,”’ Griffith answered. 
She said no more, but sat quietly in her corner until her 


presence was no longer remarked. Then she walked with a 


casual air from the room and crossed the inclosure with no 
sign of hurry or disturbance. Once in her own hut she began 
to move with a fiery haste, as if making preparations for a 
journey. She rolled a cloak tightly, and bound it with string 
in such a way that it could be easily fastened to a saddle. 
She filled a small satchel with cold meat and biscuit, and 
slung it over her shoulder. Next she withdrew the caps of the 
revolver she carried, and replaced them by new ones. The 
weapon was a novelty in its day, and imparted to its possessor 
a sense of safety which with an ordinary arm she would have 
been far from feeling. 

All her simple preparations made, she walked into the 
inclosure, and there examined her favourite horse. She had 
worked him rather wildly already that day, and it would be 
cruel to take him on what might be an extended 
journey. She chose another therefore, and Tim 
helped her to saddle and bridle him. Nobody at 
any time greatly observed her comings and goings, 
and if she were bound on a second mountain ride 
there would be no room for wonder or remark. She 
spent half her waking life in the saddle. But after 
learning in the presence of the rest that the Border- 
scoundrels had been seen near Black Corner Spring, 
she did not wish to be observed as she set out in 
that direction. She stiuck off on another route, 
therefore, and working her way behind a ridge took 
advantage of its shelter. Two or three hours went 
by before her absence was remarked. 

She had no thought of fear for herself; and, in- 
deed, to her mind,-the whole expedition looked 
sufficiently safe and simple. She had merely to 
discover if Tricky Bill were really a member of the 
blackguard band which had lately strayed into 
the neighbourhood. If he were she would warn 
Andrew, and there would be an end. As Griffith 
had said that afternoon, there were honest men 
enough in the locality to give an account of so 
small a handful, however reckless and desperate 
of their fortunes they might be. 

They had left the Black Corner Spring when 
she arrived there, and were nowhere within sight. 

CHAPTER XIII. 

Mr. Calthorpe’s history since his departure from 
his native land had been full of interest and 
variety. Arriving with his faithful servitor, N«d, 
in New York, he put up at the St. Nicholas’ Hotel, 
which in those days offered the best accommodua- 
tion the city afforded. He was the Hon. Henry 
Grey by this time; and though some who carried 
their own natural touchstcene found him out for 
pinchbeck, he passed very well indeed with the 
crowd, and for a week or two lived in luxury and 
consideration. But his hand had lost something 
of its cunning. Oakum-picking, as, perhaps, 
Government officials are aware, is not good practice 
for a professional card-sharper. The hand of less 
employment hath the daintier sense. And, ayart 
from occasional failures in manipulaticn, and a 
certain constant rustiness, the adventurer was, on 
the whole, less fortunate than he had becn. Ile 
had thought to fly at high game; but certain birds 
of his own feather flew at him, attracted by the 
‘* Honourable ”’ prefix to his name. They tound 
him out pretty soon as a rather clumsy and un- 
practised member of their own fraternity, and his 
reputation got a little blown upon. He had been 
very strong at billiards, and had at one time 
owned the great art of playing a thoroughly bad 
game when it pleased him. He could handle a 
cue like a novice, like an amateur, or like a pro- 
fessional: but there, too, he suffered from his long 
want of habit, and people whom he could have 
beaten with the greatest ease before his prison 
experiences now had the best of him. 

Here and there he picked up and exploited a 
few of the feeble ones; but, on the whole, he 
did very little more than clear his expenses, 
and it was thought advisable to make a move. 
The two went no farther, in the first instance, 
than to the Astor House; but meeting with mis- 
fortune there, they decided to go West. It had 
been easy for the Hon. Henry Grcy to learn 
from the Western Express Company's agent the 
address of Andrew Deering, whom he described, 
with a supererogatory departure from the truth, 
as a close and intimate friend of his. 

The Hon. Henry Grey, with that effusion of 
lies so characteristic of his kind, told the agent that 
he was going over the plains and into the Rockics 
for sport, and that he was anxious to spend a day 
or two with his dear old friend en route. He had 
no special immediate purpose in the inquiries 
which he made; it was partly a piece of uscless 
lying braggadocio, and any real aim he might have 
had in it was cloudy and uncertain, even to himeelf. 
He had a vague and general notion that it would 
be agreeable to be revenged, and if by any hazard 
Fortune should put it in his power to hurt his 
enemy, he would most assuredly do it. He was far 
from being anxious to encounter Deering, and had 
not the remotest intention in the world of seeking 
him. 

When he and his companion had decided upon 
penetrating into the interior of the country, they 
had but a vague idea as to where they were going; 
and when they determined to make their pied a 
terre at St. Louis, they were influenced solely by 
some bar-room talk which they had overheard. 
There were stories afloat of prodigious hauls made 
by professional cardplayers on the Mississippi 
steamers. One in particular related how a trader 
had been induced to sell his store, his house, 
and whatsoever else he possessed, with the idea 
of going down to New Orleans, and there re-investing his 
money. The dupe started with seventy thousand dollars in 
company with a band of sharpers, who cleaned him out at the 
very beginning of the journey, and left him penniless. Now, 
this history, which inspires the average intelligence with 
indignation and contemptuous pity, filled the minds of the 
Hon. Henry Grey and his confederate with joyful hope. They 
went down bent on business, and began operations immediately 
upon arrival. Those were palmy days for the working gambler. 
The Natchez and the Eclipse were running in opposition, with 
the natural result of reduced fares and cheap accommodation. 
The enormous floating palaces, four storeys high, afforded living 
as luxurious as could have been found in the best hotels, and 
gave it almost fornothing. Everybody was making money hand 
over hand in the first swing of the country’s new prosperity, 
and scarcely anybody seemed to care to keep it. The whole 
life of one half the whole adult population was one continued 
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gamble. Men gambled in trade and gambled at cards. 
Hundreds upon hundreds gambled their lives away in the 
pursuit of profitable adventure. 

The Hon. Henry Grey found himself in clover, and for a 
month or two he was known to every member of the staff of 
the principal steamers as a constant traveller between St. 
Touis and New Orleans. The great game was poker, and it 
was played all day long and all night long to a running ac- 
companiment of those mixed and enticing liquors for which 
the land is so justly famous. The Hon. Mr. Grey drank 
water when he drank at all, and found his advantage in that 
fact. His old skill was coming back to him with practice, and 
he coaxed Fortune with avery considerable success. There 
were a hundred like him-on the various lines, and the very 
good fortune of the fraternity brought about its ruin. ‘lhe 
Louisiana State Line put down a resolute foot with regard to 
this matter, and issued an edict to the effect that any person 
aught in the act of cheating should be instantly ejected from 
the boat. This order was so rigorously interpreted that it 
mattered not in the slightest degree where the offence 
might be proved. The offender went instantly overboard, 
and as the great Father of Waters bears a mighty stream, 
and since a card-sharper is not necessarily a strong 
swimmer, some of the brotherhood came to signal grief. 
It was aboard the Old Louisiana State that judgment 
fell upon the Hon. Henry and his companion. 
The game, of course, was poker: and since aces 
are useful, the Hon. Henry kept two of them in 
store for emergencies. He was discovered in the 
act of dealing them to himself from the bottom 
of the pack, and as it happened that the purser 
had been watching him for a considerable time, 
with half-a-dozen deck-hands ready at his call, 
the affair was brought to a swift conclusion. 

A hand tapped the too-successful gambler 
gently on the shoulder. 

**Rise up, young William Riley,’’ said the purser, with a 
persuasive politeness, ‘‘ and come along with me.”’ 

The Hon. Henry bent a disdainful glance upon the purser, 
and, having regarded him for half a minute in scornful silence, 
turned back towards the card-table. 

** Boys!’’ said the purser. 

The invitation was brief, but it was understood to perfec- 
tion. Half-a-dozen muscular fellows had hold of poor Mr. 
Grey, leg and wing. They bore him, struggling and objurg- 
ating, to the saloon-deck, and there, behind the paddle-box, 
with a ‘One, two, three!” to get up a good swing, and a 
‘* Heave all!’’ at the finish, they threw the wretched man into 
the river. 

The faithful Ned watched these proceedings with a deep 
concern. His first impulse was towards resistance; but 
observing, as he did, that the entire sympathy of the 
passengers lay with the purser and not with his companion, 
he displayed a judicious reticence. As Tricky Bill splashed 
into the water a roar of triumphant laughter arose from the 
spectators of the incident, and confirmed the good servant's 
opinion as to the value of silence. He packed up his master’s 
traps without a word, and got off the boat at the next landing- 
place. He had watched the Hon. Henry swimming away 
desperately towards the bank until he had faded from view 
with distance. Whether he had gained the shore or had gone 
under there was no saying, and the uncertainty was the more 
vexatious since the master spirit of the association had all the 
firm’s money about him. 

Having waited \lisconsolately for the upward steamer, 
Lenglow returned t« his quarters in St. Louis, and there a 
day afterwards, to his great rejoicing, Tricky Bill appeared, 
in no respect the worse for the ducking, except, perhaps, in 
temper. The two held along and serious consultation. The 
old game was so obviously over that neither of them thought 
for an instant of its renewal. Whilst they cast about for 
fresh pastures, Lenglow callea to mind the fact that he had, 
or ought to have, a brother somewhere in those parts, and, 


having little else to do, engaged 
himself in inquiry. At first the 
result was disappointing. No- 
body knew anything about Amin- 
adab Lenglow ; nobody had even 
so much as heard of him. An 
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‘Look here, boys,’?’ when they were once more alone, 
said the new-comer, ‘‘my partner Yankee Maguire knew to 
gold down by Redberry Creek in the Territory. He proved it. 
He came to Kansas City with a pocketful of nuggets, and he 
never told a soul but me where he got them from. He wasa 
reckless chap, the Yank was, and he chucked the nuggets like 
































aliasisas 
cheap in 
St. Louis 
as else- 
where, 
and the 
inquirer, certain 
that his brother had 
been better known 
than respected, concluded 
/ that he had not travelled 
VA under his own name. His 
repeated questions bore 
fruit at last, for Aminadab, learning that he was being in- 
quired after by a brother who looked as though he had money 
in his pocket, found out the latter’s whereabouts and made a 
call upon him. 

‘*A gentleman to see you, Sir,’’ said the German waiter, 
opening the door. 

‘* Show him in.”” 

The gentleman entered—a startling spectacle. His face 
was careworn, hungry, and cadaverous, and accenting the 
pallor of his skin there were everywhere upon his face and 
hands spots and patches, varying from an almost jet-like 
blackness to a lightish coffee brown. His eyes bore an ex- 
pression which was remarkable and even horrible. ‘The upper 
eyelid was fixed and immovable, and a black line ran round 
it from corner to corner. What should have been his hair 
consisted of scanty, irregalar knobs of some dark and wax- 
like substance, and his head looked as if an attempt had been 
made to shave it in places. 

‘*You don’t know me, Ned?”’ said the apparition. 

‘* By Jingo!’’ cried Tricky Bill, who sat there smoking his 
cigar; ‘‘it’s old *Min! Come in, ’Min; sit down, old chap. 
What the dickens is the 
matter with you? You’ve 
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She ran to the door of the hut, and there beheld Master Tim rejoicedly tugging a huge wild turkey by the leg. 








been suffering from some 
disease I never heard the 
name of.’’ 

** They strung up my 


chum at Kansas City, 
Bill,’ said the new- 
comer, in a_ pathetic 


voice, ‘‘and they tarred 
and feathered me. They 
rode me ona rail, Ned. 
We ’ve all tried chokey, 
and I can tell you, boy, 
itasn’t a patch on this.”’ 
‘* What was it for? ’’ 
asked Ned, who felt a 
little less brotherly than 
he would have done if 
the person he had so 
inquired for had turned 
up well and prosperous. 
“It was only a pair 
of horses,’’ the new- 
comer answered. ‘* We 
lifted ’em together, and 
the man they belonged 
to he came after us. 
My pal, Yankee Maguire, 
they called him, showed 
fight, and made a hole 
in him; so they strung 
him up and tarred and 
feathered me; and so 
help me, Ned, one bloke 
WK ay st!) in the crowd wanted to 
NOY 7 set a light to me!”’ 
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\ your brother like this, 
{ul My . 4 O99 
j aint it ?’’ the more pro- 
sperous Lenglow asked 
disgustedly. “You 
come away thousands of 
miles from home and 
find a brother to be a 
burden on you! ”’ 

**Not a burden, Ed- 
ward,’’ responded the 
new-comer; ‘don’t you 
think it: the finest 
streak of luck you ever 
lighted on. You wait 
till I’ve got this stuff 
cleaned off me, ani I’ll 
show you something. 
iM Give me a drink !”’ 

Tricky Bill rang the 
bell, and the visitor was 
supplied. 
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In twelve days the raft had swung down as far as the mouth of the Naskutunga. 


as if they’d been pebbles; but him and me was going out 


together, and that’s what we raised the horses for. That 
stopped us; but as soon asever I can start I’m offagain. I’ve 


been out there already, and I know a couple of chaps who ‘ll 
work with us. Not as we ’re very likely*to want them ; but it 
aint safe perhaps to go by yourself and have it known that 
you’re as rich as Creases. ‘There ’s a lot of mean devils down 
there as ’ud think nothing of robbing a man.”’ 

The confederate rascals were at first incredulous; but 
Aminadab had conserved a single nugget no bigger than 
a horse-bean which had been presented to him by his chum, 
and nursing this in the hollow of his hand, he showed it first 
to one and then to the other. 

‘*There’s no flies in that, is there?’’? he demanded. ‘*That’s 
the genuine article, ain’t it? Why, the Yank told me you 
might have it by the shovelful. He’d got it by the double 
handful, and might have had as much more as ever he liked, 
only he got drunk at Murphy’s Mansions and misbehaved. 
Old Murph threatened to drill a hole in him at sight, and it was 
wise for him to clear out foratime. I tell you it’s there, boys— 
millions and millions of dollars of it—and I’m the only man 
that knows to it. Now, if you’ve got the possibles, get me 
down there and I’ll make your fortunes for you, and we'll go 
share and share alike.’’ 

The two ruffians caught fire, and in five minutes they were 
mad with the first flush of gold-fever, which of all fevers is 
one of the swiftest and most virulent. 

** Hold on!” cried Tricky Bill, suddenly. 
name of the place you mentioned ?”’ 

** Redberry Creek,’’ said Aminadab Lenglow. 

Tricky Bill drove one clenched hand into the palm of the 
other and rose from his seat in a kind of frenzy. 

“*T’m game,”’ he said, ‘‘ to start to-morrow !”’ 

** What ’s that about ?’’ Ned demanded. 

**T’ll tell you when the time comes,”’ said the other. 
“*T ve a bone to pick with a man down there, and it ’ll go pretty 
hard if I don’t pick it. I’ll make a combination trip of this. 
Ill do a little bit of business and get a little bit ot pleasure 
at the same time.’’ 


“What was the 


CHAPTER XIV. 

Tricky Bill and his band of confederates reached the district of 
Redberry Creek with no particular adventure by the way. They 
were enlivened by the loftiest hopes to begin with; but they 
were not long without a verification of the younger Hooker's 
philosophy, and they discovered—as he had done before them, 
and as a good many thousands, more or less, had done before 
him — that gold - seeking and gold- finding are two very 
different things. Yankee Maguire had kept the actual where- 
abouts of the gold a secret even frcm his partner, and to 
explore half-a-dozen square miles of mountain country is no 
light or easy task. There were many squabbles and quarrels 
amongst the members of the band, and but for the lingering 
hope that he might yet be of service to them their inspiring 
centre might have had his vital cord cut short on any one of a 
score of different occasions. 

After a week or two of unavailing search, the four were 
half persuaded that they had been brought out upon a wild- 
goose chase, and they occupied most of their time in heaping 
denunciations upon the head of their guide; but the one 
thing of which Aminadab Lenglow was certain in the world 
was that they were on the scent of gold, and that sooner or 
later they would come upon it. 

One of the band was a mountaineer, who had, in all proba- 
bility, long since forgotten his actual name, and had for the last 
fourteen or fifteen years been known about the Rockies and 
amongst the foot-hills as Soda Spring Jack. He, from his 
familiarity with thecountry and his knowledge of Indian wile and 
stratagem, was appointed to be actual leader. He taught his 
companions how to ‘‘ cache’’ at night, how to leave as little 
trail as possible, or how, if need be, to obliterate a trail. It 
was he who did most of the shooting for the band’s sustenance, 
and it was he, finally, who headed the inevitable revolt against 
the one idea of Aminadab Lenglow. 

**T’ve bin in these yar mountins fifteen year,’’ he said, 
‘‘and I’ve never know’d no gold. I’ve trapped for the Com- 
pany, and I’ve trapped as a free hand. ‘Thar aint a creek 
nor a corner betwixt here and Salt Lake that this old child 
don’t know. Gold! there aint no gold here. Wagh!”’ 

‘*There’s gold somewhere about here, and not far off, 
neither,’’ said Aminadab; but his own inward fire of conviction 
could no longer warm his comrades. There was a tremendous 
scene, which half-a-dozen times threatened bloodshed ; and, 
at the end of it, they all hid themselves for the night within 
thirty yards of the coveted, unattainable treasure. It had 
been fiercely decided to abandon the search, and there was a 
pretty general concensus of opinion in favour of doing some 
sort of execution on the person of the misleading guide. His 
own knowledge of this circumstance kept the guide awake, 
and he sat with his back against a tree-trunk, staring out wpon 
the vast expanse of hill and plain before him, as it lay soaked 
in moonlight or dense with shadow. His eyes rested often cn 














the pool where the treasure lay, and rested there with a weari- 
ness and despair as leaden as that with which they lighted on 
everything else in view. His companions breathed heavily in 
their sleep, but the noise of the waterfall drowned all other 
sounds. Such noises as there were were faint and few: the 
apparently causeless cracking of a dry twig high up in the 
branches of some giant tree, and the far-off sighing of the 
wind growing nearer and nearer with a moan which blent with 
the voice of the cataract, and seemed to swell its volume, and 
the long soughing answer of the trees—these were all, unless 
a sleepy squirrel changed his place or a roosting bird called to 
its mate in a dream. 

The intense stillness seemed as if it were made vocal) by 
these interruptions of it, and the watcher was half dozing when 
a faint and far-off click reached his ear, and he woke and sat 
bolt upright. The waterfall. went on pouring down its 
soothing murmur, and he heard no repetition of the sound 
which had startled him. He was settling back to his former 
posture when it came again—click—click— nearer and clearer 
than before, and startled him broad awake again. Then, a 
little later, click—click—click, still nearer and clearer. Now 
the sound was clearly recognisable for the clatter of a horse’s 
hoofs, obscured at irregular intervals by falling upon turf or 
moss, and again ringing out sharply on rock or stone. It 
approached slowly, and by-and-by, in the bright moonlight, 
he could discern the figure of a woman on horseback. 

Whatever attraction the discovery of gold might have for 
other people it had but little for Ella, and it was certainly 
no touch of the common fever which led her to the spot where 
it had been found. She had ridden about the hills until the 
darkness between sunset and moonrise had fallen, searching 
in vain for the party of whom she suspected Tricky Bill to be 
a member. She asked for no more than a convincing sight of 
him. Without that it would be foolish to warn Andrew, and 
she would have felt it impossibly criminal to leave him un- 
warned in case the danger of his enemy’s presence really 
existed. She had lain down to rest for a while wrapped in her 
cloak, and when the moon rose nearly at the full had mounted 
again in pure vacancy of heart and mind, and had once more 
ridden onwards following the upward trail. She paused at the 
pool there and, dismounting, tethered her horse. She stood 
for some time looking over the edge of the rocky slope until 
she thought she sawa way of descending it, and then began 
to climb down fearlessly. She reached the edge of the lower 
basin in safety, and, kneeling at its side, plunged her hands 
into the shallow waters and groped among the sand and 
pebbles. The moonlight was clear enough to have allowed 
her to read the smallest print, and, though it cast a strange 
and unfamiliar colour upon every object, she could not fail 
to know what her fingers had drawn up from that little 
Pactolus. The very gravel was golden and glittered with 
gold, and the first groping double-handful yielded a hundred 
nuggets, varying in size from a large pin’s-head to a horse- 
bean. She turned it over in the moonlight, looking at it long 
and earnestly. There was scarcely, she thought, another 
creature in the world who would not have felt some touch of 
joy or excitement in the presence of sucha find. It left her 
blank and empty. She suffered her hands to fall back into 
the water, and paddled them to and fro there until they were 
free of grit and gravel and gold together. Perhaps the night- 
time, the solitude, and the silence, and that mysterious effect 
which broad moonlight can have upon the best regulated mind 
and nerves were in part answerable for the curiously dreary 
feeling which oppre ssed her. 

**Gold!’’ she said to herself: ‘‘everybody runs after it, 
and what’s the good of it? It’s well to have enough to buy 
bread, to have enough to stave off famine and misery, but 
beyond that ?”’ 

She thought of Griffith and Ada. This finding of gold was 
the first thing that had come between them. There was 1o 
quarrel, no parting, no hint of coldness even on either side, 
and yet there was an interest in the man’s life which broke 
the dream of Heaven in which he had been living, Ella knew 
well enough out of her own experience. Women get but one 
satisfactory draught of love in their lifetime. The cup is never 
filled again; mere drops fall into it, and are tasted eagerly, 
but the full satisfying draught reaches the thirsty lips no more. 
The man whose constant preoccupation the woman aims to be, 
though he remain the most constant and faithful and adoring 
of lovers, finds other interests, other charms. It is only in 
some that ‘*’tis love, ’tis love, ’tis love that makes the world 
go round.’’ Ella was not thinking like a sentimental fool, but 
she could find no pleasure in those hopes of wealth which put 
a distinct period to her child’s perfect happiness. 

She rose to her feet and looked about her, almost wonder- 
ing at the tranquil splendour of the time. The vast opaque 
shadows flung by the giant trees, the fitful breaks of light 
between, the gleams of silver shining upon ebony which 
helped the eye to follow the tracery of branch and foliage here 
and there, the glory of the plunging cataract, here alive with 
light, and there steeped in dead shadow, the roar of sound, 
which, after all, was like the very soul of the night’s silence— 
each and all of these held her spellbound foratime. Some- 
thing of a touch of fear fell upon her, and her daring and 
headstrong nature at once revolted at it. The fear touched 
her, and she sprang upon it instantly, as if she cried, ‘‘ Who 
are you, and what brings you here ?”’ and so, asit were, rent it 
to pieces and scattered it. 

** Why should the loneliness frighten me?”’ 
** Am I any lonelier here than I am anywhere ? ’ 

She climbed slowly back to where she had left her horse, 
and after standing for a moment to look upon the enormous 
panorama spread before her, mounted again, and rode higher 
up the plateau. 

A real and terrible danger had menaced her at the moment 
at which she had experienced that unaccustomed thrill of fear 
The gold-seeker had jealously watched her every movement. 
His own mind was so saturated with its one overmastering 
fancy that all things pointed one way for him. Few human 
footsteps crossed those mountain solitudes. The country of 
the Arapahoes lay beyond, and they were among the least 
trusted and the most ferocious of all Indian nations, but the 
band in its week-long wandering had met once a half-breed 
Indian trader, once a trapper travelling with his pack-mules 
into the interior, and once or twice a settler riding out for 
sport. There was not one of these, to Aminadab Lenglow’s 
mind, who had not in view the same object as himself ; and the 
man was simply in a state of hate and fear against the world 
at large. Anybody might arrive before him, and everybody to 
his fancy was searching as eagerly as he. When, in the dead 
of night, a woman came riding mysteriously alone into that 
savage and desolate region, it was as plain as day that she 
could have but one purpose in view. When, with considerable 
difficulty, she sought and reached a certain spot and there 

attentively examined the bed of a pool, the certainty grew 
absolute. His heart began to thump at his ribs as if it would 
break them down. Whilst her face rested in dense shadow he 
could see her hands, dead white in the moonlight, turning their 
contents over and over, and could have sworn, like the mono- 
maniac he was, to the glitter of gold between her fingers. 
Moving on his hands and knees, he took up his rifle and 
crawled to the edge of the little ravine which separated his 
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hiding-place from the plateau on which the waterfall de- 

scended. He was actually bringing his weapon to his shoulder 

when a hand clutched him by the wrist. A voice said, in a 

scarcely audible whisper— ° 

‘* What are you goin’ to do, you fool ?”’ 

‘‘That woman,”’ he flashed back in the same tone, ‘‘ has 
found the gold !”’ 

‘“‘ What about that, you ass? Do you want to bring the 
whole settlement down on us? The gold aint goin’ to run 
away. Wait and see what she does.”’ 

They watched her from their nest of shadow until she 
climbed the rocks and disappeared from sight. The horse’s 
retreating footsteps reached their straining ears, and by-and- 
by they saw her once more on the upper trail. 

‘Where ’s she going?’’ Lenglow whispered. 

‘* How should I know? ’’ answered Soda Spring Jack. 

“The gold’s there !’’ whispered Lenglow, wildly. 

‘*Gold be d——d!”’ said the trapper. ‘‘ We’ve had about 
enough o° you and your gold, I reckon.”’ 

‘* You’ll change your tune directly,”’ said the other. ‘‘I’m 
going to look.”’ ; 

**Go and look,” said the trapper, ‘‘ and keep on lookin’! 
Anyway, don’t fool me no more. You make me sick, you and 
your gold.”’ 

The man crept out of his ambush like a snake, climbed up 
to the trail, stole cautiously down it for thirty yards, and then 
descended the rocks. He fell upon his knees by the side of 
the pool, which had long since recovered its limpid clearness 
after the disturbance Ella’s hands had made in it. The bed 
glittered with white and yellowish quartz, but almost the first 
thing he sighted was a wrinkled nugget, like an unshelled 
walnut, scarcely inch-deep in water. He grabbed at it with 
so ferocious an eagerness that he tore his fingers, but he knew 
nothing of that for the moment. There was no doubt about 
the question any more: he had rediscovered Yankee Maguire’s 
find. 

He tried to signal his one waiting comrade, but his voice 
stuck in his throat, and if he had forced it would only have 
vented itself in a shriek. He tried to whistle, but his lips, 
suddenly burning, refused him even that. He moistened them 
with water from the pool, and sounded a low and cautious 
signal. Soda Spring Jack responded with equal caution, and 
Lenglow gesticulated to him madly— 

*Tt’s here! The gold! the gold!” 

The trapper aroused his sleeping comrades, and they all 
sped, reckless and crazy with excitement, up to the trail, and 
scrambled with unguarded exclamations down the rocky slope. 
The most ignorant and prejudiced amongst them was con- 
vineed in a second; and, indeed, a child might have discerned 
the value of the find. Nature had run into the quartz mould 
an actual mass of the precious metal there, and for centuries 
the action of the falling water had stripped away the soil, and 
had crumbled the quartz until it had laid the edge of the lode 
quite bare and had worn uncounted fragments from its surface. 

When the first wonder and extravagant joy were over, 
one of the men lit a pine-knot and anpther dashed away to the 
cache in which the horses were bestowed, returning in a while 
with pick and spade. Whilst he was gone the rest were all at 
work like madmen, tearing their nails away and forcing their 
naked fingers into the pebbly soil until their hands were 
bruised and bleeding. There was no especial reason for this 
passionate haste beyond the fact that the soul of each one of 
them was filled with greed. When the pick and spade arrived 
there was a savage tussle for them, and the men who secured 
them wielded them with such want of caution that more than 
one wound was inflicted. They worked up to their knees in 
water, drenched by the spray of the waterfall, but as uncon- 
scious of discomfort or fatigue as if they had been made 
of iron. 

Tricky Bill, with the pickaxe in his hand, stood actually 
behind the arch described by the falling water, and plied his 
tool at an interstice of the rocks. 

‘*That thundering stuff’s all crumbled off from 
where,” he cried, ‘‘ and this is where it comes from! ”’ 

He struck hard, and the point of his pick stuck. 
positively screamed with excitement 

** Here itis! Come and tug at this! 
ton of it !’’ 

The whole blackguard maniacal band broke into a Babel 
of rejoicing oaths and curses, und threw their list rag of 
caution to the winds. Before the swift dawn came up they 
had heaped a pile of gold upon the turf beside the pool. They 
were all drenched from head to foot, all hoarse with jubilant 
curses and savage excitement, and all spent and sore with 
labour 

The noise they made reached Ella two miles away, travelling 
through the still, pure mountain air in the first light of dawn ; 
and she, wondering what the sounds might portend, made 
towards them. At the point at which the watcher had seen 
her disappear, she got a view of the gang working about the 
pool, and in a second she seemed to know exactly what had 
happened. She did not wait long enough there to be observed, 
but, swerving her horse from the tra.k, rode him for a 
distance of two or three hundred yards, and then, alighting, 
sped on foot to the spot from which she had originally de- 
scended. There, concealing herself behind a boulder, she peeped 
over. The sound of her footsteps had been completely obliter- 
ated by the noise of the falling water, and the men were drunk 
with excitement. Even the trapper was off his guard; anda 
savage host might have sprung upon them at any moment 
unawares. 

Ella, having removed her hat, snaked her head round the 
side of the rock, and, shooting down a rapid glance of extremest 
caution, withdrew again. The men were leaning, lolling, and 
lying in various attitudes of fatigue, but talking volubly and 
hoarsely all together. They carried Tass whisky with them in 
plenty; but though they had helped their labours with it with 
more than usual freedom, it was not the rough and fiery spirit 
which had intoxicated them: it might, indeed, rather have 
been said to have kept them sober. The real maddening 
draught they had taken was the realisation of the very ideal 
of wealth. There was nota man of them who did not bathe 
in prospect in every coarse delight the world, the flesh, and the 
devil can afford in combination. 

** Chuck that canteen over here,”’ cried the voice she knew, 
‘*T’m going to drink the health of the lady who led us to the 
find. Who was she, ’Minadab?’’ 

‘** How should I know ?”’ answered the discoverer. 

Somebody hurled the flask. The man caught it: the cork 
flew out, and the spirit spurted over his head and face. 

‘*Here’s to her, anyhow!” he said, and drank, leaning 
backward until she could discern his features. 

In spite of the great beard he had grown, and the ruddy 
tan which had overspread his skin, she knew him instantly. It 
was her own act which had guided him to this gigantic fraud 
upon her husband, and the thought of all the possible sus- 
picions which might be aroused by his presence in the neigh- 
bourhood and her absence all night from home, drove through 
her veins like a poison. She was in the very act of rising 
stealthily with the instantly-formed resolution to ride away 
and apprise Andrew of the truth, when the sound of hoof- 
beats springing suddenly from turf to rock arrested her. She 
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turned, and saw, at the bending of the trail, a figure on 
horseback, pausing suddenly, and fixed for the second like 
a statue against the skyline. His lank black hair streamed 
wildly about his shoulders, and a feather, disarranged by his 
sudden arrest of motion, worked forward over his forehead. 
He was naked to the waist, and clothed only in buckskin 
trousers and moccasins. He waved a sweeping hand at the 
men below. 

‘“*Heh! wagh!’ Merican men!’ he shouted. 
out! Raise hair! Face black! ahs 


“* Rapahoes 
Run ! 

‘*What’s that?’’ roared the trapper in return. 

‘* Rapahoes out,’’ repeated the half-breed messenger in a 
voice of panting haste. ‘‘Go! Fast! Ride! Run! Fast!” 

** When did they start? ’’ 

** Sun-up yes’day.”’ 

‘* Where are they now?”’ 

**Wankanaga. I go Murphy. I go Deering.’’ 

“Do you?” said Tricky Bill to himself in a tone of quiet 
menace, which yet reached Ella’s ears distinctly. ‘I don’t 
think you ’ll ‘go Deering,’ anyhow.”’ 

The messenger was already riding on when Calthorpe 
reached out his hand for a rifle which leaned against a tree 
close by, and, cocking it, fixed the cap coolly with his thumb. 
The messenger had disappeared beyond the bend; but in the 
staring silence in which the men regarded each other they 
heard the gallop of his unshod horse. He showed again for 
a mere second between the trees, and hurled a panting cry 
at them in passing— 

** Fast! Go!” 

Thirty yards lower he showed again. A rifle-shot stabbed 
the silence which followed on his call. The bronze, half-naked 
figure waved his arms in the air and fell. The steed tore 
on, riderless. 

**T don’t think he’ll ‘ go Deering,’”’ said Tricky Bill, in a 
voice of ghastly cynicism. ‘‘The people who'll ‘go Deering’ 
will be the Redskins. They ’ll wipe off my score as well as 
anybody.”’ 

‘*What’s that for?’’ asked the trapper, with a curse. ‘‘ Do 
you know they’ll make meat of every mother’s son and 
daughter for twenty mile if they aint warned? ‘They won't 
even leave a baby 's hair on.”’ 

** Well,” said Tricky Bill, ‘‘what’s that to me? I tell 
you,’’ with a sudden snarl, ‘‘ I don’t care a cent what happens 
to anybody within a hundred miles. Let the niggers settle 
my account with Deering and I’ll make ’em welcome to the 
rest. Here! don’t let’s have any foolery. You ought to know 
your way about. Have we got time to pack this stuff and get 
away? ’”’ 

** We've got a good five hours,’’ said Soda Spring Jack, 
adapting himself with a cynicism equal to the other's to the 
fact of the murder just committed, and the probability of 
wholesale murder to follow. 

‘* We'd better pack at once,’’ said Tricky Bill, ‘* This 
ruction won't last for ever. We can come back again. When 
Deering’s wiped out there'll be nobody within a thousand 
miles to dispute our claim.”’ 


Ella’s story has indeed been told but poorly if she present 
herself to the reader’s fancy as anything but a woman of most 
unusual courage. But, for the moment, her blood seemed to 
turn to ice, and it was not until one of the gang began to 
clamber up the rocks that she found nerve enough to run for 
safety. Crouching behind the bole of an enormous tree she 
saw the man race past her, and when once he was out of sight 
and hearing she hurried towards her horse at her topmost 
speed, clutching her dress at the knees and t aring heedlessly 
through briars and brambles. The wild vine tripped her twice 
and threw her violently to the ground, but she hardly knew it. 
Reaching the spot where her horse was tethered she sprang 
into the saddle, and rode regardless of obstacles and with 
such a surging impatience in her heart that she seemed, to her 
own imagination, to crawl in flying. 

She was a full two miles away and far out of the reach of 
momentary danger when her mind began to assume its ordinary 
complexion. She was a woman to whom romantic expedients 
were likely to come easily, and one such expedient presented 
itself to her with a force so startling that she reined in her 
horse in mid flight. She had read of the amazing rapidity 
with which a forest fire once started, at that season of the 
year, would spread itself, and she saw there a means of 
securing safety not only for Deering but for the white settle- 
ments of the whole country side. More than anything else 
perhaps, a sense of gratitude nerved and strengthened her. 
She had thought herself useless, had thought herself unhappy, 
had fancied her whole life here thrown away and wasted, and 
now the providential purpose of her presence was revealed 
to her. 

She had never felt calmer—more collected—in her life. She 
sat for a moment surveying the country and searching for the 
direction of the wind, and, having made her plan, rode 
straight for the edge of the southern precipice. For the last 
year she had accustomed herself in the use of flint and steel, 
At the very edge 
of the sheer rock she found a great patch of rock-gorse, and 
striking a light she applied it to the branches, which were 
almost as dry as her own tinder. A fresh wind was blowing, 
and to her joy it seemed to strengthen every second. She 
gathered a skirtful of twigs and fir-cones and threw them upon 
the fire, which began to roar and crackle angrily. A little 
knoll of stunted pines buried deep in dry undergrowth caught 
fire with almost an incredible swiftness. She stood for a 
moment or two to watch the progress of her work. The flames 
began to enlace one lonely forest giant—a huge pine, on the 
rough bark of which the resinous gum stood in great drops as 
large as a man’s fist. ‘The fire licked at the trunk for a second 
or two only, and then to her astonishment climbed up the pro- 
digious column until it wreathed it to the top. A huge cloud 
of resinous smoke arose, and sparks began to flutter through 
the air like a fiery snow, alighting in a thousand places upon 
the sun-dried underbrush, where, being fanned by the fresh 
wind, each gave birth to a new conflagration. 

The heat grew so fierce that she had to retire before it. The 
road by which she had travelled there had grown impassable, 
and she had to choose another and more difficult one, leading 
her horse by the bridle. Before she found ievel ground again 
she had retreated from the fire a hundred yards or more. By 
this time it was roaring with noises like the sea in tempest, and 
one might have fancied a rocky coast lashed and scourged by 
some tremendous storm. She reached the top of the eminence 
up which she had toiled, and there remounting, turned to look 
upon the scene. There were already columns of fire a hundred 
yards in height, and for hundreds and hundreds of yards to her 
left front the flames tossed and bellowed as if the earth had 
gaped and given vent to its subterranean forces. In but an 
hour or two, at the outside, she thought, the whole plateau 
would have grown impissable for days. The a 
savages would be compelled to make a detour of at least fifty 
miles, and they must needs come through a country so difficult 
and broken that, at their topmost speed, they could scarcely 
travel more than sixteen or seventeen miles a day. She sur- 
veyed the whole position like a general, and looked upon it 
with a calmly exultant mind. After all, by God’s help. she 
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had done something to pay her debt to Andrew. But for her, 
he and his child would have fallen an easy prey to the savages. 

She found a passable track and rode along it at a hand- 
gallop, watching the progress of the conflagration. Suddenly 
a hail greeted her, and she saw young Hooker riding rapidly 
towards her. She quickened her horse’s pace to meet him. 

‘* What is it all about?’’ cried Hooker. ‘‘ Have you got 
lost, or what’s the matter? Here’s Mr. Deering frightened 
out of his life at you being out all night; an’ everybody there 
is tearin’ and rarin’ around to find you.”’ 

**T hada purpose in coming here,’’ 
saved Mr. Deering’s life and yours.’’ 

As she spoke, the wind veered round towards them and 
brought with it a whiff of black resinous smoke which set them 
both coughing. 

** We'd better get out of this,’’ said Hooker, as soon as 
he could speak. ‘* This flare’ll travel like 
forked lightnin’.’’ 

The fire, urged by the changing wind, 
charged on them jike an inundation. ‘The 
fiery snow whirled past them though they 
began to ride at full speed, and every here 
and there the brushwood was ignited in front 
of them. 

‘*T aint so durned sure,”’ said Hooker, 
grimly, ** that you ’ve saved my life or yourn. 

Who, in thunder, started this blaze? ’’ 

**T did,’”’ said Ella. 

**You!’’ he cried, in a voice of astonish- 

ment. ‘‘In the name of God, what for? 
Come across here to the right,’’ he addcd, 
without waiting for an answer. ‘* We ‘re rid- 
ing with the wind. It'Iltake us all our time 
to get round this, I reckon. The way we'll 
have to take ll be a good fifty mile round. 
We’ll have to go by way of the Wankanaga 
trail and across the Mishotunga rocks.”’ 

‘* The Rapahoes are out,’’ said Ella: ‘‘ we 
can’t go that way. They were at the Wan- 
kanaga an hour ago. We can easily ride 
round the fire.’ 

“Can we, by Jingo!” cried 
*“We ‘ll have to be smart to do it. 
along !”’ 

They rode like the wind, until the frontiers- 
man turned in his saddle to watch the bellow- 
ing flood of flames. 

“We'll try,’ he said drily and coolly. 
‘We ’ve jest got to try. If the Reds are out, 
how is it we got no warning ?”’ 

‘«' The messenger was shot,’’ Ellaanswered. 
‘* He was a half-breed. I have seen him at 
the settlement.”’ 

**Shot?’’ cried 
him ?”’ 

‘“‘One of that gang they were talking 
about yesterday,’’ said Ella, breathlessly. 
‘*They have found the gold, and they shot 
poor Matosapa so that he might not bring 
the news to the Creek. I fired the wood to 
prevent the Indians from passing.”’ 

‘* Bully for you !’’ shouted Hooker. ‘‘ But 
itll be bullier if we get through with our 
ha’r on.”’ 

Kide as they might, and they were both 
daring, skilled, and well-mounted, they could 
do no more than keep level with the travelling 
flame. They verged towards the further edge 
of the fire with some faint hope that they 
might pass in safety, but they dared not ap- 
proach too near, and, indeed, the heat thrown 
out was insupportable. A score yards away 
the air roared and reverberated like a fur- 
nace, and scorched their hands and faces. 
Ella’s horse began to shriek with terror, and 
in his headlong race for life grew to be hardly 
manageable. Hooker, riding with clenched 
teeth and a face gone pale beneath its 
weatherbeaten bronze, slipped his rifle from 
his shoulder and hurled it away. 

“We'll try thar!’’ he roared, his voice 
scarcely audible amidst the tumultuous crack- 
ling of millions upon millions of burning 
branches. hes 


said Ella. ‘‘I have 


Hooker. 
Come 


Hooker. ** Who shot 


‘* It’s all b’ar and bowie now! 

They chose the place he indicated, but, as 
they rushed for it, great tortured spirals of 
flame soared upwards, and they had to try 
still further. 

‘“‘Come on!” he said, flourishing his arm. 
**We shall cheat the Devil yet !”’ 

Ella said not a word, but, though she knew 
that she rode between death and death, 
the exultant quiet in her soul seemed to grow 
and brighten. The whole cry of her nature 
for years had been that she might find some 
impossible atonement for her past. Here, by 
God’s grace, it came. 

‘“There’s our 
**come along!”’ 

It was a slender one indeed, and needed 
either a bold heart or one gone mad with 
the hysteria of terror to face it for a moment. 

jut they were going so near the northern 
precipice now that the chance was like to be 
their last, and they strained every nerve and 
fibre of body and soul to take it. 

They were in the middle of a blinding 
smoke, and the smell of fire was on their hair 
and on theirclothing. The red tongues licked 
at Ella’s skirts, and scorched her fingers as 
she rode with hands low down. Hooker 
dashed for the only possible way of safety 
with a yell half of defiance and half of encouragement. At 
that instant Ella’s horse, frenzied with pain and fear, swerved 
round. She caught a momentary glimpse of her companion’s 
figure clear and solid beyond the floating smoke-wreaths. but 
blurred a little by the tears the pungent cloud had brought 
to her own eyes. The maddened brute she rode refused al- 
together to obey the rein, and, leaping forward, went over the 
sheer edge. 

At such moments thought is swift, and in the very act of 
falling Ella had time to see her own body dashed to pieces, 
to see her remains discovered, to picture her husband’s and her 
daughter’s faces. 

The horse landed upon a ledge of rock no more than thirty 
feet below the point from which he had sprung, and lay there 
shoulder-slipped, and with one leg broken. The smoke and 
the flying sparks writhed and volleyed overhead, and Ella saw 
that for one moment she was safe. Here and there along the 
monstrous cliff were places, towards the lower end of it, where 
a daring climber might descend. She knew she had left no 
such passage for the enemy; but at the thought that she 


chance,”’ said Hooker; 


might have lighted upon the first of them, her heart b>gan to 
beat with hope of life. She looked swiftly about her, and made 
up an instant mind. ‘Ihe horse’s case was hopeless, and 
there was nothing for it but to relieve him from a lingering 
agony. She set her revolver to the poor brute’s fore- 
head and fired. The wild vine hung everywhere, and, 
clutching one of its branches, she crawled downwards until 
she found herself at the extreme ridge of a perpendicular rock 
some twenty feet in height. Below it was a slab, sloping 
downward to its parent rock, and not more than six feet wide. 
Below that, again, lay ledge beyond ledge, some Lroader and 
some narrower. If she dropped, and missed her footing, the death 
which had seemed inevitable but a few seconds earlier would be 
beyond escape. She clutched a trailing vine and let herself 
over, and went down hand under hand until she had reached the 
limit of the natural cord. ‘There she closed her eyes, and, 
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“T am proud and charmed to have the honour of your acquaintance, Miss.” 


commending her soul to Heaven, was in the act of releasing 
the vine when it snapped in her hold, and she fell to find her- 
self in a new miraculous safety. After a little pause she found 
a desperate way by which she could crawl down the face of 
the hill for a hundred feet, and then again the wild vine 
helped her to another enterprise, as perilous as the first. 

Half-way down she knew that she was safe, and lay down 
upon the boulder she had reached in an actual prostration of 
body. Where she reposed the air was motionless, but hundreds 
of feet overhead the wind drove the smoke out over the plain 
like a pall, and the roaring of the fire made noises so profound 
and terrible that the fragments of rock her foot disturbed had 
gone down the hillside unheard in that appalling tumult. 

The very daylight sky, when it was visible through the 
tormented wreaths of smoke, was reddened by the glare of the 
flames. 

From the point at which she had rested, the way down was 
comparatively safe and easy, and when once she renewed the 
descent she reached the hollow of the gorge in little more than 
half an hour. 


From the moment at which she was first assured of her 
escape from death one thought became busy in her brain. 
She saw the hand of Providence in her extorted presence there. 
But now that the work was done she saw a way of leaving a 
life which had, from its commencement, laid such a burden 
upon her as she was hardly equal to. Hooker would 
carry home the news that she was dead. Andrew would 
believe that she had died for his sake and for Ada’s. There 
was no crime in running away this second time. She would be 
taking a weight off Andrew’s heart and would leave him free 
to live whatever life he chose, untroubled by the constant 
poison of her presence. She blessed him with tears, and, 
kneeling beside the creek, she prayed aloud with a sobbing 
voice and a burning heart, that his future might be happy. 
At least, he should be vexed by her no more. 

She forded the shallow waters of the creek and found for 
herself a hiding-place in the brushwood on 
the opposite side. How she could escape 
across the plains she did not know, but she 
was conscious of a bright inward certainty 
that the thing she so desired would somehow 
be made possible. 

She had still some broken provisions in the 
white haversack she carried, and having eaten 
a part of these and drunk from the clear 
mountain waters of the creek, she lay down 
in her hiding-place, and there, overwhelmed 
by fatigue ot mind and body, fell asleep. 

CHAPTER XV. 

The whole settlement household was scattered 
far and wide in pursuit of Ella; and Master 
Tim and the Irish help were left in sole 
guardianship of the house. ‘The elder and 
the younger Hooker had passed the night 
with Deering, and there had been a good deal 
of vivid gold-talk, and a rather considerable 
consumption of the vintage of Tass. When 
in the morning Ella's absence was discovered, 
Deering and Griffith instantly coupled it with 
the presence of the gang the latter had so 
lately encountered, and full of fears for her 
safety they organised ah immediate search, 
Ada and Griffith riding off together, and the 
rest scattering in various directions. 

It appeared to Tim to be quite outside the 
nature of things that his services had not 
been put in requisition. Not to include him 
in the expedition was to foredoom it to 
failure. Tim had grown to have a real 
affection for Mrs. Elsworth, and in the course 
of a very little time made up his mind that 
it was his bounden duty to go out in search 
of her. He had never had the faintest 
glimpse of an understanding of Ella’s story, 
but he knew perfectly well that he was re- 
sponsible for the accident which had changed 
her poverty into affluence, and he had from 
the first allowed the light of his countenance 
to fall upon her, and had extended to her his 
kindest patronage and protection. 

It was not only 'Tim’s actual duty, to his 
own way of thinking, that he should start upon 
the search, but the project gave promise of 
unusually delightful adventure. To begin 
with, there was Pueblo George’s horse tran- 
quilly feeding about in the inclosure, and it 
had always been Tim’s ambition to mount 
him. The fact that George would allow no 
living creature but Ella to retain a place in 
his saddle for a minute, inspired ‘Tim with a 
fervent desire to prove to himself and to the 
world at large that there was one other person 
who could manage that redoubtable steed. 
He was ready to witch the world with noble 
horsemanship, and was only sorry that there 
was nobody present to witness his anticipated 
triumph. 

George allowed himself to be saddled 
with a surprising docility. He made some 
slight objections to the bridle, but at last 
consented to assume it. But when Tim 
brought out the stable-bucket and, turning 
it bottom upward, strove to mount by its 
aid, the horse turned round and looked at 
him, as if to express a kind of grave wonder. 
Tim was very lordly with the animal, and 
cried ‘* Woa!”’ and ‘Steady !’’ in the man- 
liest and deepest tones he could command. 
George wrinkled his black muzzle curiously, 
and a suspicion crossed Tim’s mind that the 
noble beast was laughing at him—a thing 
altogether intolerable and not to be endured. 
**Steady there! Steady there!’’ said Tim; 
and, keeping firm hold of the rein, planted 
the upturned bucket once more at the horse’s 
side. The mesmeric quality of his tone had 
evidently subdued the horse, for, to Tim’s 
delight and astonishment, he stood like a 
statue, and allowed himself to be mounted 
without so much asa sign of opposition. Tim 
had already shortened the stirrup-leathers as 
far as the last buckle-hole of the strap would 
permit, and, in preparation for any contin- 
gencies which might befall him, had slung a 
double - barrelled fowling - piece belonging 
to his master over his shoulder, and had 
provided himself with a powder-horn, shot- 
flask, and cap-pouch, as if he were going 
out on a shooting expedition for a fort- 
night. 

George stood stock still at first, as if he supposed that 
nothing but that was expected of him; but learning from 
Tim’s energetic chucking of the reins that he was intended to 
move, he adapted himself for the moment to the boy’s 
humour and began to walk at a slow and stately pace. In 
this way Tim guided him from the inclosure, and George, pre- 
sumedly supposing that his rider’s whim was gratified, turned 
back again to repass the gateway. This was by no means in 
accord with Tim’s intention, and he tugged violently at the 
right hand rein. Then the equine intelligence awoke to the 
fact that Tim was not accepting a friendly indulgence, but 
positively supposed himself to be there by right of mastery. 
The idea was no sooner formed than acted upon, and Tim, 
with all his paraphernalia jingling about him, hung for one 
inglorious instant to the flap of the saddle by his spurs, and 
then lay prostrate on the turf. George looked at him for a little 
space and then walked away prairiewards. Tim was a good 
deal shaken by his tumble; but at the sight of Mrs. 
Elsworth’s horse making off into the wide, wide world with 
saddle and bridle, he rose to his feet in consternation and ran 
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after him, with the fowling-piece clumping at his heels and 
the big boots and huge Mexican spurs pulling him down like 
lead. Black George struck into a gentle trot, and Tim halted 
in despair. What would happen to him when Mrs. Elsworth 
came home was more than he dared to think of. The runaway 
horse must be secured somehow, and the wretched boy saddled 
the last horse left in the stable and rode eff to see if he could 
not possibly repair the mischief he had done. George curvetted 
frolicsomely about him. The rein had somehow become 
twisted with the saddle and afforded him no embarrassment. 
Tim called, coaxed, cajoled, held out a hatful of imaginary 
oats, and, in short, did his utmost; but all to no effect. The 
escaped steed aggravated his pursuer’s troubles by a hundred 
sardonically jocular pretences that he was willing to be caught, 
and never really troubled himself to trot away until the very 
second when Tim made sure of laying his hand upon the rein. 

The poor Tim was so intent upon the capture that he took 
no notice of the distance he had travelled until, on a sudden, 
he discovered that the settlement house was nowhere in sight, 
and with a dreadful sinking at the heart awoke to the con- 
viction that he was a lost boy. Tim had heard, read, invented 
many stories of the death and suffering of lost travellers, and 
now he was suddenly possessed with terror lest all he had 
learned and imagined should happen to himself. Just then a 
swift and horrible change in the general aspect of things 
began to be noticeable to him. The sky had changed colour, 
and a reddish gloom was cast upon the landscape. A bellow- 
ing noise was in the air, the meaning of which he could not 
divine. Far and far away above him, on a level with the 
mountain top, the lurid clouds were filled with countless 
glittering, swift-scudding points of light. Moment by moment 
the cloud increased in density and in the horror of its colour. 
The profound indescribable bellowing grew louder and louder, 
nearer and nearer, until Tim came to the conclusion that this 
was the Day of Judgment, and was altogether paralysed, as 
older and braver people than himself have been under the 
elfect of a similar imagination. When the actual fire declared 
itself on the mountain’s brow, he began to have a better idea 
of the situation, and the greater fear left him to make 
room for the smaller one. George was still as frolic- 
some as ever, and was apparently ready to keep Tim’s steed 
dancing after him all day. He chose to ford the creek, 
pausing midway to drink, and Tim saw nothing for it but to 
follow. He was quite hopeless by this time, but held on with 
a dogged and despairing perseverance which asked for no 
reward, and was not even useful as a salve for conscience. 

The ineffectual chase went on for a full two hours further, 
and Tim, in a fit of desperation, began to wear out his own 
mount by putting him in a series of rushes after the other, who 
always evaded him with perfect ease. In one of these rushes, 
if the horse had not been more wary than his rider, he would 
have trampled over Ella’s prostrate figure. Tim, almost 
thrown by the sudden swerve and stop, looked down upon her 
as she lay—her head pillowed upon her arm—in a slumber so 
profound that even the noise of his approach had failed to 
awaken her. His first fancy was that she was dead; but the 
warm flush on her cheek and the regular rising and falling of 
her bosom soon dismissed that fear. He called to her aloud— 

‘**Mrs. Elsworth! Ma’am! Everybody ’s out looking for 
you. Wake up, Ma’am; we've all been scared to death.” 

She sat up with a startled look, and gazed at him for an 
instant with no recognition. Sound as her sleep had been to 
all appearance, she had been dreaming—or perhaps the dream 
had but flashed its rapid panoramic succession of scenes 
through her mind in the very action of her awaking. In any 
case, she opened her eyes upon a world which was for the 
moment strange to her, and which looked infinitely more 
dreamlike than her dreams. 

* They're all frightened out of their lives at home, Ma’am,”’ 
Tim repeated, as she rose to her feet. 

He added with an instant grin of conscious triumph— 

‘**T knowed I'd find you. Everybody else is out looking 
after you.”’ 

‘* Where are they?’’ she asked, rising to her feet. Her 
hands and face were still smarting and tingling from her late 
nearness to the fire; but her half-hour’s slumber had wonder- 
fully refreshed her, and her dread of being discovered by 
Deering lent her unusual strength. 

‘They went out different ways, Ma’am,”’ said Tim. ‘I 
don't rightly know where they are. Young Mr. Hooker rode 
up the mountain. So did Master, but he went another way.” 

‘** You must let me mount your horse, Tim,’’ she said, with 
atone and manner midway between coaxing and authority. 
‘** You can ride behind.”’ 

‘* There ’s George out there, Ma’am,’’ Tim answered with 
an uneasy look. ‘‘ I dessay he ’d come if you was to call him.”’ 

Ella turned, and Black George neighed suddenly. She did 
not wait to ask by what chance he came there, but raised her 
voice in a long, soft call, to which he had long since been 
accustomed. He came to it instantly; and though his late 
freedom had a little excited him, and he was less disposed to 
obedience than he commonly was, a repetition of the call 
brought him to her hand. 

‘* How does he come to have a man’s saddle ?’’ she asked. 

**T put it on him, Ma’am,”’ said Tim, with a rather hangdog 
aspect. ‘‘I thought I’d ride on him to look after you, 
Ma’am. But he throwed me, a-did, and I had to go after him 
on old Chester. I think George knowed where you was all 
along, Ma’am, for it was him that brought me here.’’ 

‘** You must come with me, Tim,’’ said Ellaas she mounted. 
The man’s saddle made but little difference to her, if any. 
‘*Give me your rein, Tim. Chester will come better if I 
lead him.”’ 

Tim, altogether rejoicing at the turn his adventure had 
taken, surrendered the rein to her care, and allowed himself to 
be led in whatever direction she chose. He naturally supposed 
that they were going homewards, but after an hour’s swift 
riding it occurred to him that his mistress as well as he had 
lost the way. 

**T don’t see the house nowhere, Mrs. Elsworth,”’ he said, 
when this idea had had ample time to form. 

‘You won't see the house any more, Tim,’’ she answered 
quietly, and at this the boy, who, being deprived of the reins, 
had maintained a precarious seat in the saddle by a grip upon 
the pommel, raised a bitter howl, and imperilled his position 
seriously by screwing a small grimed fist into the corner of 
either eye. ‘‘ You need not be afraid,” she said, ‘‘ you "ll come 
to no harm, but we re going away together.’’ 

Behind them, and far to the right, a vast pall of smoke 
gloomed over the landscape topped by a crown of fire. It shut 
out the whole great mountain range from view, and blotted out 
the prairie on that side like a fog. The roaring noises of the 
fire had by this time grown faint with distance, but the mid- 
day sky even in the full power of the unclouded sun bore a 
reddish reflection. 

**I’ve been with Master Deering all my life, M-a-a-m,”’ 
Tim sobbed, clinging again to the saddle. 

*‘You must come with me now,” she said decidedly but 
kindly, and Tim rode on in a fresh dismay, not knowing what 
would become of him. Ella surrendered the reins to him, but 
sent an occasional glance his way, to be sure he was following; 
and he, not daring to disobey and dreading solitude even more 





than flight, pursued her. They rode all day almost without 
drawing rein, and, just as evening was descending, struck the 
Arkansas River. There, half-a-mile’s prospecting along the 
bluffs brought them to a disused trapper’s hut, and within its 
walls they took up their quarters for the night. She gave 
Tim what remained of the broken meats in her haversack, and 
was herself contented to go hungry. She knew that the log- 
trap and rafting station of one Floyd were within thirty miles, 
and counted on reaching them a little after midday on the 
morrow. 

By the aid of the flint and steel which had already that 
day done such extraordinary service, she lit a fire, and for 
more than an hour after Tim had cried himself to sleep she 
sat by the blaze, thinking over the past and revolving plans 
for the future. She was not without money, for Deering had 
supplied her generously and even lavishly, and she had bills 
for three or four hundred dollars in a little leathern wallet 
which she carried constantly in the bosom of her dress. She 
counted that she had enough and more than enough to 
carry herself and Tim back into civilisation, and to maintain 
them both until she could find some means of livelihood. She 
felt herself so well and strong, after the last year’s experi- 
ences, that she could face the world without fear; and even 
if all the advantages she had had “been denied her she would 
have rejoiced at the chance of freeing Andrew from the weight 
of her presence. 

She would go back to the old business in a new country. 
She was not vain with respect to her professional powers; but 
she thought that she and Black George together would be a 
valuable acquisition to any circus, and looked forward, without 
doubt, to finding employment. She counted over her money 
by the light of the fire, and selected from it a sum of fifty 
dollars in small bills for early uses. Then securing both sums 
in the bosom of her dress, she lay down and addressed herself 
to sleep, with her saddle for a pillow. 

She was awakened in the morning by the noise of the 
fowling-piece, and, rising suddenly, found herself alone. 
She ran to the door of the hut, and there beheld Master Tim 
rejoicedly tugging a huge wild turkey by the leg. He had 
shot the bird at point-blank distance, and was as proud of the 
achievement as if-he had slainadragon. It was very welcome 
to the two hungry stomachs, and the legs baked in the ashes 
of the rekindled fire made a meal at once delicious, substantial, 
and invigorating. There was enough left over from the feast 
to ensure a meal for midday in case of delay or accident, and 
Ella, wrapping the remains in cotton-wood leaves, stowed 
them away in her haversack. 

Whether the shooting of the wild turkey had anything to 
do with it, or whether a sense of safety and adventure in com- 
bination inspired his small soul, need hardly be inquired, but 
Tim that morning was in splendid feather, and willing to go 
anywhere and dare anything. The soreness consequent on 
yesterday’s ride took the steel out of him a little when he re- 
mounted, but as that wore away his spirits rose again and he 
began to chatter like a monkey. 

‘“*What are we going to do, Ma’am?’”’ asked Tim, with 
fully recovered confidence in his own wisdom. ‘‘I reckon 
we ’ve got to be something, aint we? We shall have to learn 
to fend for ourselves somehow. Can’t reckon on shooting 
wild turkeys every day.”’ 

They were riding now more leisurely than they had done 
on the previous day, and Ella founda relief to her own thoughts 
in Tim’s prattle. 

‘** You'll find that everything will be all right, Tim,’’ she 
answered. ‘I shall make it my business to take care of you.”’ 

Beyond that she would tell him nothing, not desiring that 
he should expose her projects by the way, if by any unlooked- 
for chance her escape should be suspected. 

An hour after high noon they came to Floyd’s trap, and, 
by good fortune, discovered a raft almost about to start. A 
Scottish trader, who had taken advantage of the freedom of 
the land to turn trigamist, was going down the stream with 
his Mexican wife and a brace of Indian squaws. A couple of 
mountaineers were returning to their homes in Louisiana ; and 
the little Polish Jew, with the remnant of his stock of watches, 
was travelling east again to finish his sales and to replenish 
his pack. So that, on the whole, there was no lack of company. 
The river formed one of the natural and recognised routes to 
the civilised world, and Ella’s appearance excited no surprise 
and but little comment. People without luggage travelled 
eastward every time a raft was floated. Even the man’s saddle 
on which she rode called for no observation; a side-saddle, on 
the other hand, would have been somewhat of a special luxury, 
and would, probably, have been a good deal looked at. 

The Scotch pedlar came in handy, for he had still a 
remnant of his pack with him; and Ella, having purchased 
scissors, needles, and thread, and thimble, and a length or 
two of decent woollen stuff, soon contrived respectable attire 
for herself. As for Tim, he was fully reconciled to his fate, 
and in a day or two had apparently taken command of the 
raft and was on terms of tolerant familiarity with the head 
raftsman. 

The journey down was quiet and uneventful. A straggling 
body of Indians would be visible nowand again, but offered them 
no molestation and took but little notice of their presence. In 
twelve days the raft had swung down as far as the mouth of 
the Naskutunga, and there the travellers found the Eliah Morris 
trading-steamer bound for Vicksburg. A week later the 
fugitive had finished her journey for the time being and had 
found sufficiently comfortable quarters in the Yazoo House. 

Her arrival there had fallen upon a Friday. That and the 
two following days she spent in almost complete retirement ; 
but on the Monday morning she descended for the first time to 

the public table of the hotel. There before a hungry little 
crowd was spread a true south - western breakfast. The 
capacious table was loaded with hot and cold roast meats of 
all kinds, poultry, game, buckwheat-cakes, oat-cakes, corn- 
cakes, eggs boiled and fried, water and mush melons, tomatoes, 
cooked pears and blackberries, sweet and Irish potatoes, bacon, 
hominy and beans, maple sugar, molasses, milk, cream, coffee, 
bread, butter, apples, peaches, and every kind of food the 
district could command. She seated herself before this plenti- 
ful and varied supply, and took her own share of it in silence. 
A man with an unusually bustling and important manner 
came banging into the room, and having slammed the door 
behind him, reopened it to shout a string of orders to some- 
body outside. His voice was good-humouredly loud and 
noisy, and recognisably English. Ella, at first, took no notice 
of him, and he, planting himself opposite to her, set to work 
with vigour on the eatables spread out before him. On a 
sudden the busy clatter of his knife and fork came to a halt, 
and, without looking at him, she knew that he was staring at 
her. She looked up involuntarily, and the newcomer, smiting 
the table violently with the hilt of his knife, rose to his feet 
and stretched his right hand across towards her. 

‘* Why, Darrie,’’ he said, in answer to the look of surprise 
with which she regarded him, ‘‘ you don’t mean to say that 
you ’ve forgotten me ?”’ 

“* I’m afraid I have,’’ she answered doubtfully. 

The other breakfasters were staring at them, 
resigned their labours to do it thoroughly. 

** Take another look,’’ he said. ‘‘ It’s nineteen or twenty 


, 


and had 











years since we set eyes on each other at the very least; but 
I could have bet that you'd have known meanywhere. Come ! 
I’ll help you with a letter—H. I'll help you with another— 
E. Dash it all! I’ll he! you with another —R.” 

She rose to her feet with flushed face and sparkling eyes, 
and took the hand extended to her. 

** Mr. Herrick! ’’ 

**That’s me,’’ said the noisy Briton, shaking her hand 
heartily. ‘‘The same old Jim. As much as there’s left-of 
him, that is.”’ 

‘*Well,’”’? she answered, still suffering him to retain her 
hand; ‘‘there are not many people in the world whom I 
should have been so pleased to meet. I was looking for you 
a year ago in England.”’ 

** Were you ?’’ shouted Mr. Herrick, genially. ‘I should 
never have thought of looking here for you;’’ and with that 
and a final hand-shake he sat down to resume his breakfast. 

Her companions at table had all been interested in the 
recognition; but finding that the small social drama was 
ended so far as they were concerned, devoted themselves 
once more to business. 

** You and I must have a talk together, by-and-by,”’ said 
Herrick, with his mouth full, and Ella merely nodding in 
reply, they finished their repast almost in silence. When 
they were left alone, Ella opened her mind at once. 

** You are here on business, Mr. Herrick ?”’ 

** Yes,’? he answered; ‘‘the show’s coming down river 
from Memphis. It’s due here in an hour or two, and opens 
here to-night.’’ 

**Do you want help ?”’ 

**Do you mean your help?”’ 
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** You’re game to join us?” 

**T want to get back to work again.’ 

‘*Right you are!’’ cried Herrick. ‘* You ’re engaged. You 
may reckon that everything’s sealed, signed, and delivered 
straight away !”’ 

‘* How long do you take me for?’’ she asked. 

‘** For as long as you like,’’ he answered, ‘‘if you turn out 
what you used to be.’”’ 

*T can do as good work as ever,’”’ she told him. 
*“‘T have a splendid horse with me. He’ll want training 
for the show, but I can manage that in three or four 
weeks.”’ 

** Well,”’ said Herrick, with unbusinesslike candour, ‘‘ you 
can, if anybody can.’’ Then, dissembling his pleasure a little, 
he continued, ‘‘We won’t say anything about salary yet; 
we ‘ll talk about that when we see what you're like. I shall 
make a fair bargain, Darrie.’’ 

‘**T know you will,’’? she answered. ‘I can trust you for 
that—unless you ’re very changed indeed.’ 

** The show,”’ said Herrick, ‘‘is a ripper. 
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It’s A 1, first- 


class, copper-bottomed, and filled up with all the latest 
luxuries. We’re going to sail right round the planet with it, 
Darrie. Orleans, Havannah, Honolulu, Melbourne, Sydney, 


sjombay, Calcutta, Cape of Good Hope, and back to Old 
England. We'll see what you’re like, and then, if you care 
to book clean through, you can.”’ 
‘*T shall be very glad to go,” she answered simply. 
have been wanting for a long while to get to work again.”’ 
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CHAPTER XVI. 
In the August of 1863—which is to say, after a lapse of seven 
years—a youngish American gentleman, very handsome, 
apparently very happy, and certainly very communicative, sat 
in a first-class railway carriage between Crewe and Stafford. 
He was dressed to the very highest point of retinement, and 
when silent had an air of marked distinction. 

** Yes, Sir,’ he said, addressing his sole fellow-passenger ; 
**T have made my pile and I count on spending a part of it in 
the Old World. ‘The pile is not as big as your St. Paul’s 
Cathedral, but it’s bigger than a pea-nut, and, anyhow, it’s 
big enough forme. My old dad, Sir, who has gone under this 
three years now, had no more notion that he was laying the 
foundations of an almighty big fortune than you or any other 
innocent British gentleman had at the same time. He bought 
twelve thousand acres of prairie and mountain land and built 
a log-hut on it. Silver City stands there now, Sir, and I own 
the freehold of it. Silver City, Sir, is no one-horse affair: it 
owns a church and a post-office and a theayter and a saw-mill ; 
the population is increasing fast, both by natural causes and 
by immigration. The present war is stopping it some, but I 
hardly count on knowing the place when I get back. 

** At the time of the Pike’s Peak rush we fetched as much 
gold out of the land as would macadam the high-street of 
Paradise for half a mile. There’s a great paying lode of 
silver, too; and [I tell you, Sir, that if the family of Hooker 
should last for three or four generations it may, for wealth 
and consideration, knock your old Yew-ropean financial houses 
as high as a kite.”’ 

The gentleman to whom the young American addressed 
himself laughed good-humouredly, and said that he saw no 
reason to believe the contrary; he: added that his fellow- 
traveller would seem to be an exceptionally fortunate young 
gentleman. 

** You ’ll never find me saying ‘ No’ to that, Sir. I have not 
got everything I should like, but I have got a heap more than 
I ever merited, and a heap more to the back of that than I 
should ever have had the cheek to ask for. There’s some 
appointed to be lucky in this world, and there’s some 
appointed to be unlucky. What? The appointments are not 
made by merit; but a man may be glad of his slice of the 
puddin’ though he knows there are twenty more that have 
earned it fairer.’’ 

**You have friends in the Old World, I suppose? 
fellow-passenger asked him. 

‘*T have, Sir,’’ the young man responded, with a quiet 
emphasis of conviction. “I have three of the best friends, 
Sir, that man ever owned, and’’—drawing out his watch, and 
consulting it with a smiling face—‘‘I hope to be shaking 


” 


his 


hands with all three of them in half an hour from now. 
They rs going to meet me, Sir, at the county town of 


Stafford.”’ 

- ** Indeed,’ sas. 
people then? ”’ 

‘* Yes, Sir,’’ the American ret::rned. ‘‘ They are located at 
a place called Trenton, and I believe that they are not looked 
upon as being small potatoes there. The old gentleman got 
about the biggest haul in the way of a gold-find that any 
man has lighted on since this old planet began to spin. You 
may have heard, Sir, of the Wamdi Falls gold-find ?”’ 

“*As it happens,” the gentleman answered laughingly, 
‘‘T hear a good deal of it. Mr. Deering is a neighbour of 
mine.”’ 

Mr. Hooker executed a solemn shake-hands. 

‘‘Tf you are a friend of Mr. Deering’s, Sir,’’ he said, with 
a grave warmth and seriousness which made the declaration 
more than respectable, ‘‘ you are a friend of mine, Sir, Mr. 
Andrew Deering, Sir, is a man in a million.”’ 

‘“Mr. Deering,’’ said the stranger, ‘‘is a very excellent 
man—a good neighbour and a good landlord.”’ 


the other. ‘‘ Your friends are Midland 








THE 





** Waal, Sir,’’? returned the American, ‘‘I’ll tell you how 
it is, maybe. You don’t get to know folks here as we do at 
home. Out there a man’s got to be good grit all through or 
no account at all. Here you can shuffle along with all sorts, 
and it takes longer to find out who’s got the grit and who 
hasn’t. Now, Andrew Deering has, and you may play your 
pile to-that at any minute.”’ 

As the train brought Mr. Hooker nearer to his destination 
he became uneasy, and consulted his watch at least once in 
every mile. He looked constantly out of window also, and 
gave every indication of a growing impatience. 

‘This country,’’ he said, ‘‘don’t look as if there was 
much of it—all packed up in little parcels--brushed and 
dusted and tidied, and as neat asa new pin. I should know 
it for a little country by the look of it; but there’s room to 
spend some time in travel too.”’ 

But the train at last drew into Stafford Station, and the 
stranger, taking a benevolent interest in his travelling com- 
panion, saw him shaking hands with three people at once, he 
and his receivers all beaming with tl e friendliest gratification 
conceivable. Deering look- 
ed a little older, and had 
grown a trifle grey, but 
was ruddy and sturdy and 
as well set as ever. The 
Lieutenant had settled 
down a bit, with no great 
difference to look at, and 
yet with something there 
marked and definable. He 
looked like a man made— 
like a responsible man— 
in a word, he had the 
married aspect. Ada was 
matronly—young matron- 
ly, of course—and charm- 





ing; but not the sun- 
bonneted and _ cotton - 


frocked damsel of Hooker's 
dreams and memories. He 
was half afraid of her in 
her silks, gloves, ribbons, 
and whztnot, and in the 
very fervour of his warmth 
could not conquer a certa:n 
shyness. 

** Good-day, Deering, 
said the stranger from the 
carriage window. 

** Good - day,”’ 
Deering heartily 
there ’s 


” 


cried 
back 


again. ** Ada, 
Lor Bartield.”’ 

Hooker turned round 
and scrutinised his late 


companion, and exchanged 
a salute of Indian gravity 
with him as the train 
steamed away from the 
platform. ‘* That gentle- 
man and me,’’ he said, 
‘“*have rode all the way 
from Liverpool together. 
He never let on who he 
was, and we ’ve had a very 
good time. If I’d have 
known he was a Lord I 
shoald probably have felt 
rowdy. IL shoild have 
thought a Lord would 
have put frills on and have 
worn a lot bigger head 
than that man does.’’ 

**Oh!” cried Deering, 
laughing, ‘‘ you'll find the 
Brfish aristocracy bear- 
able. We’re fifteen miles 
away from home here, and 
we have arranged to lunch 
at the Swan, and then 
drive back in the after- 
noon. Is that mountain 
of luggage yours?”’ 

“Yes, Bis,” said 
Hooker. ‘*There’s some- 
thing to it, it seems, when 
a man moves about in 
Yewrope. But you 
couldn’t come out here in 
one buckskin shirt and 
turn it once a month for a 
change.”’ 

‘*Come, Mr. Hooker,”’ 
said Ada, ‘‘ there is one 
member of our paity to 
whom you haven't spoken. 
You must be introduced 
to her at once. Ella, dear, 
come here !”’ 

At this call a child of 
six, who had been staring 
with widely-rounded eyes 
at the stranger from -the 
moment of his arrival, de- 
tached herself from a 
respectable, middle - aged 
woman, by whom she was accompanied, and advanced with a 
small hand outstretched. Hooker stooped and took it witha 
seriousness equal to her own. 

**T am proud and charmed to have the honour of your 
acquaintance, Miss,’’ he said; ‘‘ I have had the news of your 
progress through the world mailed to me with great reg’ larity. 
You ‘ve heard o’ me? I’m Uncle Abraham.’’ 

‘* Uncle Hooker,”’ said the child, as if she corrected him 
upon a point on which she felt that she had a right to her 




















opinion. 
‘* Waal, yes,’’ he answered: ‘‘combinate the two, my 
darling. Make it Uncle Abraham Hooker, and then we'll be 


” 


about where we ought to be. 

This ceremony of introduction over, they all drove gaily to 
the hotel, and sat down in high spirits to luncheon. 

** By-the-way,”’ cried Deering, suddenly, ‘‘I have to beg 
your pardon, Hooker. Here are half-a-dozen letters for you. 
Your banker sent them on from London, and they arrived this 
morning. I brought them on with me, thinking you might 
care to have them as soon as possible.”’ 

Hooker accepted the letters, and turned them over with 
some indifferent ‘‘ Hums”’ and “ Ha’s,’’ until, at the sight of 
the superscription of the last, a sudden expression of delight 
escaped him. 

Oh! I say, 


Mrs. Broadhurst,”’ he cried, ‘‘ you'll forgive 
me if I open this? 


This is the Old Crib Biter. I haven’t seen 
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We sha’n't forget the Old 


’ 


his fist for nigh on three years. 
Crib Biter for one while, any of us, I reckon !’ 

Ada looked at him with a puzzled face and slightly-lifted 
eyebrows. 

‘*You don’t remember him he asked with a half- 
humorous, half-serious air. ‘‘ Nor you, Broadhurst?’’ Griffith 
shook his head also. ‘‘ Nor you, Mr. Deering?”’ 

‘*No,’’ said Deering; ‘‘I don’t remember anybody who 
went by that name. Is it some old Western friend of ours? ”’ 

‘* Yes,’’ said Hooker, drily, with the same air of blended 
humour and earnestness as before. ‘‘It’s an old Western 
friend of ours. Let me see if I can’t call him back again. Did 
anybody here ever hear tell of a place called ‘ Murphy’s 
Mansions’? ”’ 

Well, yes; they said they had all heard of Murphy’s 
Mansions ; and Ada added very gravely that they had reason 
to remember the place. 

‘* Maybe,’’ said Hooker, ‘‘you can wemember them 
infernal Rapahoes dancing and raving round the place for 
three days ¢”’ 


9” 


wap a> 





4 She rode off to receive the roaring plaudits 


of the house. 


**T don’t think,”’ said Griffith, ‘‘ that any one of us forgets 
anything that belongs to that time, but I don’t recall your 
correspondent.”’ 

‘*Maybe you remember when our last plug of lead was 
spent ?”’ 

‘** | remember that,’’ Griffith answered. 

** And the whole melancholy biling of us kneeling down,’ 
said Hooker, ‘‘ and Mr. Deering speaking a prayer, and we all 
waiting to have our hair raised ?”’ 

‘*QOh! Mr. Hooker,’”’ cried Ada, ‘‘you don’t think any 
one of us has forgotten one minute of those awful hours! ’ 

She put her arm about her little daughter as she spoke, 
and drawing her close to her side gave her a vehement kiss. 

‘*T see you haven’t,’’ said Hooker, with unusual dryness. 
A moment later he laughed aloud. ‘ Lord, I haven’t had time 
to think about these things for years. Do you remember 
Murphy’s nigger hiding himself in the flour-barrel? What a 
sight he looked when he turned up again !"’ 

** But who’s the Old Crib Biter, Mr. Hooker ?’’ Ada asked 
with pretended impatience. ‘‘ Tell us that.”’ 

‘* He ’d be nice and pleased, he would,’’ returned Hooker, 
wilfully postponing his answer, ‘‘ to know as you'd forgotten 
him! Look here, all. Do you remember the Yankee boys 
cheering outside? Do you remember the first United States 
regular that got inside that thundering door and sang out— 


‘Saved, boys!’ ?’ 


, 


‘* Remember him!” said Deering. ‘‘I’d travel a hundred 
miles any day to shake hands with him, and I’d go round the 
world to do him a service !”’ 

‘* Waal,’’ said Hooker with a chuckle, ‘‘ we’ve got to the 
beaver’s lodge at last. That’s the Old Crib Biter. You 
didn’t know him by that name? Why, bless your hearts, 
he wasn’t known by any other within a hundred miles! 
You ’1l let me look at the Crib Biter’s letter, won’t you, Mrs. 
sroadhurst ? The old boy’s Colonel now,’’ he went on as he 
skimmed over the letter. ‘‘He’s got the command of Fort 
Garland—Bully, old hoss! Hallo! here’s news! Wait a 
minute! M--m, M—m, M—m!”’ he read on rapidly in a 
humming undertone, and then slamming an emphatic hand 
upon the letter, so that the table below it resounded, he 
looked up with an excited sparkle in his eyes. ‘‘ Listen to 
this,’’ he said, and so began to read aloud— 

‘* Chapatanka, the Big Beaver, is a prisoner here. I’ve 
been after him this last seven years, and at last I’ve nailed 


him. He was the gentleman who 1:d the assault on Murphy’s 
when you were there, and when I came in just in time not to 
be too late. His folks 
have got three of our 


fellows, and I’m holding 
him for a hostage. He’s 
an intelligent rascal, and 
I’ve had one or two longish 
yarns with him. He told 
me last night a story which 
I think will interest you. 
We could never get any 
record of the fate of the 
scoundrels who shot the 
half-breed messenger ; but 
it seems now that the poor 
lady who lost her lite in 
the fire left them between 
the Devil and the deep 
sea. The Raps came up 
with them, shot one, and 
captured the other four. 
I needn’t tell you what 
they did with them. It 
wouldn’t be pretty writing 
or pretty reading either. 
They lasted a month or 


two, and when it was 
plain they couldn’t last 
any longer, they were 
finished. The act by which 
they really suffered was 
their own, and as black 


a piece of villainy as ever 
was done on the face of 
the carth. I know pretty 


well what they went 
through, but, aiter all, my 
voliia Nl Wi verdict ’s ‘Serve ’em 
i | | tu right.’ ” 
ith : | ‘*T say amen to that,”’ 
\ Hi said the Lieutenant. 
, LMM “Oh, Griffith!” cried 
: his wife; ‘‘ think of what 
the poor wretches must 
have endured ! ”’ 
**Hear, hear!’’ cried 
Hooker in a half satiric 
nasal singsong. ‘‘And 


think of what they meant 
Abe Hooker, and his old 
man, and Mrs. Griffith 
Broad hurs t’’— He 
paused suddenly there, and 
rose with a face white with 
many mingled feelings. 
‘*The filthy rattlesnakes! 
Whatever the Redskins did 
to them,’’ said Hooker, 
‘“‘they’d have done to 
every creature here, except 
that charming little angel 
at yourside. They ’d have 
done as much to every 
white—man, woman, and 
child—for fifty miles ; and 
the men that suffered 
knew that, and meant it 
should be so. I tell you, 








Mrs. Broadhurst, if it 
hadn't been for that de- 
voted lady, as the Old 


Biter calls her ”’ 

His voice began to 
grow treacherous, and, 
turning away, he blew his 
nose with violence. 

** We all know all about 
that,””’ he added in a 
changed tone. ‘I aint 
running for Congress, but I co feel inclined to get upon the 
stump when I think of that woman. There now,’’ he con- 
cluded, with a new break in his voice, ‘‘I can’t talk about 
her, and that’s flat.”’ 

There was a silence which endured for some three or four 
minutes, and was broken at length by some timid common- 
place of Ada’s. Even then some time passed on before the 
tide of conver:ation once more flowed freely. Hooker's three 
listeners knew all the story of which he knew only a part, and 
the memory of Deering’s wife, though it had a halo of pity and 
of admiration round it, now brought many revivals of old 
pangs with it. They cherished it, but they cherished it in 
silence. 

‘* Let us be riding home,’ 
which had again grown customary with him. 
carriage.”’ 

So said so done. Hooker's 
stowed away in the brake. Little 
amongst it, and the others were passing towards the landau 
which stood outside in waiting when their progress was 
momentarily arrested by a portly personage. He wore a hat 
of unusual gloss, and carried more diamonds and more gold 
watch-chain than are commonly shown upon the person of a 
single gentleman. He flourished off his hat and bowed with 
a more than courtly grace as he stepped aside to make way for 
the advancing party. 

‘** Herrick’s Circus is here this evening, Madam and Gentle- 
men. I trust you may be induced to give it your patronage. 
The completest star combination in the world. Madame Garcia, 
‘La Reine Equestrienne de la Mexique,’ and all the talent. 
Ali the talent, Madam and Gentlemen! ”’ 

He was so portly, so overwhelming, so oiled and glittering, 
so altogether splendid in voice and manner, that it was next to 
immossible to pass him by without a response. 














, 


said Deering, in the cheery tone 
**1’ll order the 


luggage had already been 
Ella’s nurse took her place 




















“*Unfortunately, Sir,’’ said Hooker, ‘‘ we are not staying 
in the town. Much obliged to you, all the same, for your 
kind invitation. I should like to have seen the show,” he 
added regretfully, as he moved away. ‘‘I’m dead nuts on a 
circus ! *” 

** You can have your wish,”’ Griffith answered with a laugh. 
“*The circus, which appears to be represented by that superb 
gentleman, is coming to Trenton to-morrow.”’ 


CHAPTER XVII. 
The superb gentleman stood in the gateway to look after the 
departing equipage, which he saluted gracefully as it drove 
away, thereby earning for himself a certain consideration in 
the minds of passers-by who did not happen to observe that 
the salute was unnoticed and unreturned. He was a man who 
did all things with a flourish, as if, being prosperous and self- 
contented, he desired the world to know it. He drew out a 
cigar-case with a certain largeness of gesture not employed by 
common people, and even in his selection of a cigar he showed 
a freedom of movement which not one man in a million could 
gracefully have displayed over so trifling a business. When it 
came to striking a light, he squared his shoulders and displayed 
his cuffs as though he were about to perform a feat of wonder, 
and finally achieved his purpose with such a smiling swagger- 
ing consciousness of success that he half imposed upon the 
onlookers the belief that he had done something unusual and 
remarkable. 

He stood puffing gloriously for a few minutes, and then 
lounged away with the air of a man whose time was his own. 
He was easily conscious of the attention his manners and 
adornment excited, and modestly gratified by it. A wayfaring 
man, though a fool, if he had only happened in the very least 
to be a student of manners, might have cried ‘‘ Ring-master”’ 
at the first sight of him. The suggestion of the whip, the tan 
and sawdust, the careering lady in tights and gauze, and the 
painted visage of Mr. Merryman lived about him like an 
atmosphere. There was a bouquet of orange-peel in the air 
for the nostrils of Fancy. 

He walked in his lordly leisure to a very quiet quarter of 
the quiet town; and, pausing before a house of shabby genteel 
exterior, rang the bell and waited with nobody but one small 
boy to impress for the moment with his splendours, yet not 
bating one jot or tittle of them, if it were only for the sake of 
practice. A  shabbily-respectable woman answered his 
summons. 

‘* Madame Garcia is, of course, at home?”’ 

‘Yes, Sir,”’ the woman answered ; “ she is in her sitting- 
room.”” 

**'Tell me seriously,’’ he said, in a confidential tone, which 
like everything else about him, was over-emphasised, ‘‘ how 
is she?”’ 

‘She is very poorly, poor lady,’’ the woman answered ; 
‘* how she ever manages to get through her business at night, 
in her state, I am sure I can’t imagine, Mr. Herrick. It’s her 
high sperit as helps her, but she is dreadfully pulled down 
since you was here last year.’’ 

He frowned and nodded with an exaggerated air of mourn- 
fulness and understanding, and, passing by the woman, 
rapped at a side-door in the hall. A voice from within bidding 
him enter, he obeyed, and closing the door behind him, walked 
forward a step or two, with something of the manner and 
aspect of a family doctor. 


** Well, how are we now, Darrie?’’ he asked. ‘‘ You’ll 
be all right for to-night, do you think ?”’ 
**You needn't be afraid of me,’’ she answered. ‘I shall 


mafhage to get through somehow, as I always have.”’ 

‘*T don’t want you to rag yourself to pieces here,” he said. 
‘* You ‘ve done two shows already, and the people know that 
the announcement of Madame Garcia isn’t bogus. What I 
want you to do is to save yourself for the little places where we 
only stay one night. It'll be a great expense to change the 
bills—even where it isn’t too late to do it.”’ 

** Leave me alone, Herrick,’’ she answered with a little show 
of impatience. ‘* You talk as if I were a baby. I have never 
disappointed the house yet, and I’m not going to begin it 
now. 

“Oh, you'll run till you drop, I know—if you’re left to 
yourself,"’ said Herrick: ‘‘that’s your sort. That’s how 
you ‘re made, and you can’t help it. But I tell you what it is, 
Darrie : if you had stopped down in Torquay last Christmas as 
I asked you to, instead of coming on that beastly cold Scotch 
tour, you ’d have been as right as ninepence by this time.’’ 

‘*Perhaps I might, Herrick,’’ she said; ‘* but I can’t do 
without the show. I want the lights and the faces. The very 
smell of the place is good for me. I really do believe, if I were 
dying, if they took me out of bed and dressed me and put me 
on old George’s back, I should get through somehow. I should 
live half an hour longer for it, if I dropped in the socket at the 
finish.”’ 

For a moment or two the superb creature forgot to display 
his perfection. He looked at her with a troubled face and 
gnawed the end of his cigar furiously. 

‘* Look here, Darrie,’’ he said suddenly, ‘‘ I won’t have you 
talk like this. You've signed a contract with me that’s got 
three years to run yet, and by Gad you’ll have to take care of 
yourself !”’ 

** Ah!” she answered with a sigh, ‘‘ there ’s something that 
dissolves all contracts, Jim.”’ 

**T won't have it,’’ the man answered with a sullen fierce- 
ness; ‘‘you’re fretting yourself into the grave! Why the devil 
don’t you marry me and have done with it? ”’ 

“T can’t, Herrick,”’ she responded. 

** Why can’t you’ ”’ he asked desperately. 

He could not help feeling outwardly superb, and had worn 
the fineries of the gentleman of the ring too long to cast them 
in an instant; but he was desperately in earnest for all that. 

** Look here, Darrie: don’t yor be a fool,”’ he said. ‘‘ You 
might have had me when I was a lad if you’d have taken me. 
You might have had me any day this seven years. I might 
have been married five-and-twenty years ago if it hadn't been 
for you.” 

** You ’re a good fellow, Jim,’’ she answered; ‘‘ but you'd 
never have made me a husband and I should never have made 
youawife. Isn't it time we gave up talking about that, Jim?”’ 

**T’d make you a good husband, Darrie,’’ he said, pulling 
at his cigar in a subdued desperation; ‘‘ by God, I would! 
I’d make you a good husband !”’ 

‘Why, Herrick,’’ she answered, ‘‘I’m an old woman. 
I’m forty-four last birthday. You’re three-and-forty at the 
outside, and might marry a girl of twenty. Don’t talk any 
more about it, please.’’ 

** Well,’’ he said surlily, ‘‘I didn’t mean to talk about it ; 
I never do mean to talk about it. I know it’s no good when 
Ido; but it comes out now and then in spite of me. Look 
here,”’ he added suddenly, with a complete change of tone. 
** Don’t you show to-night : you ’re not fit for t.’’ 

** Don’t ask me that,’”’ she said. ‘‘It’s my best medicine. 
I’m quite serious and honest, Jim, dear. I shouldn’t live a 

month without the show.”’ 

‘Well, look here,’ he urged her. 
anyhow.”’ 





‘*See a doctor, 
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She shcox her head gently, txt with a decision so marked 
that it left him helpless. 

**You’ll kill yourself,’’ he added, ‘“‘and that’ll be the 
end of it. It’s no use talking to you, I suppose. You’ve 
always had your way since I’ve known you, and I suppose 
you always will.”’ 

He wes flinging from the room in some heat of temper, 
when she rose and Jaid a hand upon his arm. 

‘*Don’t go away angry,’’ she said. ‘*‘ What’s the use of 
that? I sha’n’t’’—— 

‘* You won’t what?’’ he asked almost savagely. 

“‘T sha’n’t have the chance to make you angry much 
longer, Jim.”’ 

‘The man dashed his hat upon the floor, and stood in silence, 
gnawing at his cigar. 

**T don’t know,” he said at last. ‘‘ I suppose there’s 
something at the bottom of it all. JZ don’t understand it. If 
you 'd give me the right to take care of you you might live to 
be a grandmother. To think of the position you ’ve got in the 
business, and to think of you being willing to lose it all— 
why, it makes a fellow mad! Well’’—in answer to a pressure 
of her hand upon his shoulder—‘‘I won’t go away angry. 
You’ve made a fool of me ever since I was a lad—or, I’ve 
made a fool of myself. A bit of both, I dare say. Good after- 
noon, Darrie.’’ 

He stooped for his hat, picked it up, and, brushing it with 
his sleeve, surveyed somewhat mournfully a severe dint in- 
flicted on the rim of the crown. Then, suddenly putting it 
on, he strode from the room, and made his way into the 
street. Almost at the door he was encountered by an under- 
sized groom in irreproachable coat, breeches, and tops, and 
with a hat as glossy as his own. He was belted, gloved, and 
spurred in readiness for the saddle, and saluted Herrick as he 
went by. 

** You won’t be wanted to-day, Tim,’’ said Herrick. ‘‘ Your 
mistress isn’t well enough to go out.”’ 

“We'll see about that, Sir,’ Tim responded. ‘She is 
always the better for her afternoon ride, and I won’t have it 
missed if I can help it.’’ 

Herrick strolled on gloomily, without further speech, 
and Tim, having rung at the door of the house, was imme- 
diately admitted. 

** Not ready yet, Ma’am ?”’ he asked onentering. ‘‘I don’t 
want. to bring the horses round for nothing.”’ 

‘*T sha’n’t ride to-day, Tim,’’ she answered. 

‘* Now look here, Ma’am,’’ said Tim, in a tone of almost 
fatherly remonstrance, ‘‘ this is the third day in this blessed 
town, and you ’ve took no exercise except at night. Not so 
much as a mouthful of fresh air have you drawed, except 
just in going from here to the tent and back again. That’s 
suicide, that is. I aint going to stand by and see you kill 
yourself, not me.”’ 

*“*T don’t care to ride just now, Tim,”’ she made answer. 
**Go away, like a good boy, and let that be enough for you.”’ 

**T’on’t go away like a good boy,”’ said Tim, with some 
asperity, ‘‘and I ’on’t let that be enough for me. You’ve 
got to be took care of, and if you don’t know what’s good for 
you, Ma’am, there’s them as does, and you must let yourself 
be guided. You’re going all wrong, you are. You aint no 
more like what you used to be than’?——— He paused in vain 
for a simile, and rumpled his hair in his irritation at not 
finding one. 

‘*T must save myself for my work, Tim,’’ she answered ; 
**and you must really be a good boy, and not trouble me.’’ 

‘“*Work!’’ grumbled Tim. ‘* You won’t take a gentle 
breather, as would. be the making of you, but you go and 
slave yourself to death, night after night, because you got 
some maggot in your head about its being your dooty! As if 
Herrick’s Circus couldn’t get along without you for a week !”’ 

‘*Tim!’’ she cried, in a pretence of anger, ‘“‘ you forget 
yourself ! ’’ 

“‘Tf I do, Ma’am,”’ Tim returned, “it’s only because I 
remember you. Do you think as I’m going to let all the 
benefit be on one side? Not if I knows it! You come out 
and take a gentle bit of a ride now,’’ he continued, with a 
ludicrous change to a coaxing submissiveness, ‘‘now do, 
Ma’am!”’ 

**T know you mean kindly,” Ella said; ‘‘ but you must not 
presume too far, Tim. I forgive you this, once more, butif 
you speak to me again in this way I shall be angry with you. 
Now you may go.”’ 

Tim withdrew, grumbling audibly, and marched into the 
street with an offended air. 

“T’ll go and grizzle my head off,” ‘Why 
can’t a man be miserable for two?”’ 

Ella sat alone, and, folding her hands in her lap, looked out 
on the shabby-genteel street with dreaming eyes She was 
greatly changed, and without the paint and powder with 
which she was condemned to face the lights, had but few 
remnants of herold physical beauty A beauty of another, a 
rarer anda finer sort, had grown into her face, and her eyes were 
full of an exquisite melancholy. She looked worn and pale, 
and her hands even more than her face showed signs of the 
ravage of constant care and recent ‘Illness. 

For the second, time since the one crime and folly of her 
life, she had come back into the neighbourhood from which 
she had run away much more than a score of years ago. The 
whole district was full of memories for her, and though her 
remembrances were with her constantly, they seemed to crowd 
about her more thickly here than elsewhere, as was natural. 
Most of us who have reached the age of forty have ghosts 
enough around us who push their faces between us and the 
printed page at lonely moments, or intrude themselves between 
the fire of solitary chambers and our eyes of reverie. But for 
her the ways of life were peopled with beings who moved only 
in the past, or with more shadowy creatures who moved in the 
world that might have been. And whether the things that 
have been or those that might have been and now could never 
be were bitterer m the contemplation of them, she could not 
tell. That obliteration of herself, which had seemed at first to 
promise peace, had failed her altogether. 

To-morrow she was going on to Trenton, and though she 
had no fear that any creature there would remember her after 
the lapse of nearly a quarter of a century, she drifted towards 
the place with a profound inward reluctance. There still 
stood the home from which she had run away into such a 
dreadful maze of trouble. She had left its hearth cold this 
many and many a year, but to her unmanageable fancy the 
old forms sat around her. It was like the desecration of a 
sacred spot to go there, and yet, in the strongest and most 
natural contrast with her unwillingness, she was aware of a 
longing in her heart to see the place again. If she could have 
passed through it without the fanfare which everywhere 
accompanied the circus—could have gone like an unnoticed 
pilgrim toa shrine sacred to herself alone, she would gladly 
have given freedom to her longing. She had thought so much 
of herself and so little of others in her wild youth, that in her 
repentance she had trained herself too hard on the other side. 
The balance between Herrick’s possible loss and her certain 
pains was hardly worth striking, the difference between the 
two was so widely disproportionate. But Herrick wished it, 
and she would go. 


he said 





When the time came she made her way to the circus, where 
Herrick had contrived a dressing-room of unusual comfort in 
one of the travelling-vans.- There she dressed for her nightly 
performance, and with the necessary aids looked beautiful 
again in her perfectly-fitting habit of dark green, her spotless 
cuffs and collar and the coquettish little hat that raked forward 
on the masses of her yet dark hair. Black George was saddled 
in readiness, and thrust his nose affectionately into her gloved 
hand as she approached. Herrick, white-waistcoated, whitc- 
gloved, and with his hair oiled and brushed to such perfection 
as only ring-masters and the barber’s dummy know, came 
from the circle, whip in hand, to speak to her. 

‘*You think you ’ll get through all right?’’ he asked her 
somewhat anxiously. 

She looked at him, flushed and smiling. 

‘“ Why not?’’ she answered him. 

Tim stood in waiting, and, tendering him her foot, she swung 
herself lightly into the saddle, adjusted her robe, and rode off 
to receive the roaring plaudits of the house. Herrick, standing 
at the entrance to the ring, admitted that she had never been 
more superb, with more power, or with a more delicate finish. 
But when it was all over she rode off a little drooping. 

‘*Get someone to send me a cup of tea,’’ she said, as she 
dismounted; and so, with the excitement all over, and the 
nervous reaction strung upon her, she walked slowly towards 
her dressing-room. 

Five minutes later one of the women carrying the tea she 
had asked for knocked at the van-door, and, receiving no 
answer, entered to find the great equestrienne as white as 
death below her paint, extended in a swoon. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

The three hosts and their guést drove gaily in charming 
weather through a pleasant country. An hour and a half 
brought them to the end of their journey, and the Westerner, 
who was very simple-minded on some sides, experienced an 
almost awe-struck feeling as the carriage, bowling swiftly 
over the great sweep of gravel, brought them suddenly in 
sight of the manor-house—a noble old building of the ‘Tudor 
period. 

‘* That ’s the house,”’ said Deering, with some little pride. 
‘* = was born pretty close by here—at the Grange. That’s a 
fine old place too, but it’s in rather a different style of archi- 
tecture, as you ’ll see.”’ 

There were two young gentlemen in the hall, naval officers 
and old chums of Griffith, and to these the new arrival was 
instantly presented. He shook hands with serious warmth 
with each, and to each offered the same observation— 

‘*[ am pleased to meet you, Sir. Any friend of Mr. Broad- 
hurst’s is a friend of mine.”’ 

The butler, a very responsible-looking old gentleman, 
grey-headed, clean-shaven, and of a rotund figure, had been 
hovering in the background. He came forward now to dis- 
embarrass the visitor of his hat and gloves, and was a good deal 
amazed, though like the well-bred servitor he was he did not 
show it, when the young fellow took him also by the hand, 
and went through the same hearty formula. The incident 
being allowed to pass in silencc, though the two naval men 
grinned delightedly at :ach other, Hooker remained at perfect 
vase until the butler was dispatched to his chamber to inquire 
if he had everything he needed; then, discovering his error, 
he fell into a temporary confusion and distress of mind. 

** Though J don’t see,’’ he said to himself, ‘*‘ how in thunder 
I was to know who the old coon was. I guess I'll be making 
a fool of myself lots of ways. I’d better do it here than any- 
where else, for here, at least, I can trust ’em all to take it 
kindly.”’ 

He was not without excuses with regard to the butler, for 
that personage was altogether so stately to look at that he 
might have been taken for a banker, a bishop, the chairman 
of a railway board, or a member of the House of Commons. 
The reflection that Deering gave that eminently respectable 
person orders almost took the Westerner’s breath away. 

**T’ll get a chap like that,’’ he mused; ‘ I reckon I can 
stand the racket.’’ But a moment later he changed his mind. 
**No, I won’t, though. I don’t want to spend my days 
skulking round in fear of no man. It aint all beaver's tail 
and buffalo hump being rich. It’s got tough and gristly 
streaks in it—yes, Sir.’’ 

New York had already in part inducted him into the uses 
of civilised man. But from the log-hut in the foot-hills to the 
frame-houses of Council Bluffs, thence to the yellow-brick 
tenements of Milwaukee, and thence agi): to the brown 
stone - fronted houses of Fifth-avenue, had been such an 
astonishing progress for him that, at each step, he had 
decided that nothing in the way of splendour, polish, and re- 
finement could exist beyond it. But as far as Fifth-avenue 
passed Milwaukee, and as far as Milwaukee passed Council 
Bluffs, the old-fashioned and rather sombre splendours of the 
English country-house went beyond everything he had known. 
The suits of armour standing about the hall, the trophies of 
arms that hung upon the walls, the stained glass—which bore 
the devices of the old family, who had built the place between 
three and four centuries ago—had all a glory about them 
which no splendour of merely modern wealth could have im- 
parted. In his own bed-room he found the walls panelled with 
native oak, beautifully carved and darkly lustrous with age. 
His bedstead was a monument of Elizabethan workmanship, 
grand and massive, like a catafalque; the hangings were of 
Flemish tapestry, and on the walls were rare old sconces of 
chased and polished English brass. The young Hooker, in 
fine, was almost ready to bow down and worship the furniture. 

Ada was at home here, and so were her husband and her 
father. In his innate humility, Hooker thought he never 
could be, and wondered at the temerity which had inspired him 
seven years ago. 

He dressed for dinner—an exercise in which he had learned 
to take an unexpected relish—and at the sound of the gong 
descended, looking very handsome and distinguished. His 
flowing and redundant locks had long since been brought 
under the barber’s shears; and, except that he was better- 
looking than the average of men, he had come in all outer 
respects to be one of the ordinary civilised crowd. He found 
himself alone for a moment in the drawing-room, but was 
speedily joined there by Ada, who looked radiant as she entered 
the room with gleaming arms and shoulders, and jewels flash- 
ing on her bosom and in her hair. 

‘* You must know, Mr. Hooker,’’ she said, with an innocent 
archness which became her very prettily, ‘‘ that I have settled 
into a hardened match-maker. I am so lucky as to have 
about me a bevy of the best and prettiest girls you ever saw ; 
and I am determined, if I can, to make a Benedick of you.”’ 

Mr. Hooker first blushed, then laughed, and finally shook 
his head. 

‘*T think,” he said, “‘ that the old woman meant me for a 
bachelor.”’ 

‘You mean Dame Nature, I suppose?’’ Hooker nodded. 
‘* Well,” said Ada, ‘‘I sha’n’t pretend in the least to agree 
with you, and I warn you beforehand to expect the worst on 
my part.” 

“ Mrs. Broadhurst,”’ responded Hooker with a bow. “I 

(Continued on page 35.) ‘ 
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1 vol, 
“Tt is pleasantly rt ‘witha plentiful seisoning of descrip- | 
tions of scenery.... a wholesome, fragrant book,”—Saturday 
Review. 


(THE PENANCE OF JOHN LOGAN, and 
Two other Stories. By WILLIAM BLACK, Author of 
“In Far Lochaber,” “A Daughter of Heth,” “ The Strange 


Adventures of a House-Buat,” &c, In 1 vol., crown 8vo, cloth, 
10a. 6d. 
“<The Penance of John Logan’ is so well contrived, so 


brightly told, and so lifelike, that its simple pathos 18 irresist- 
ipie.”—Athenwum, 


TN. HE VASTY DEEP: A Strange Story of 
To-Day. By STUART CUM BERLAND., Author of “ The 
ueen’s Highway from Ocean to Ocean,” “ A Thought-Reader's 
houghts, "&c. 2 vols,, crown &vo, cloth, 213, 
“A brisk and interesting story.”—Manclhester Examiner, 


RINCE MASKILOFF: A Romance of 
Modern Oxford. By ROY TELLET, Author of “ The 
Outcasts,” &c, vol, crown 8vo, cloth. 10s. 6d, 














“ Powerful, original, aud fascinating.” —Scotsman, 
M IRIAM: A Light-ship Tragedy. By 
Mra. MU BGRAV gE, Author of “ [llusions,” &c. 1 vol., 
} 2 8vo, cloth, 10s, 
“A peculiarly tr cate, “terrible, and realistic story.”—Court 


Journal, 


TNHE DESPOT OF BROOMSEDGE COVE. 
By CHARLES EGRE RT CRADDOCK, Author of “In 
the Tennessee Mountains,” &c. Crown sy, cloth extra, 6s, 
“Delineated with a ble nded vigour und acute ness Which 
gives to the work the hall-mark of gemius.’—Court Journal, 


DOOR: A Novel. By Miss 
BLANCHE WILLIS HOWARD, Author of “Gne 
Summer,’ “Guenn,” &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 
Miss Howara’ 8 new story promises to be one of the most 
notabie literary features of the season, 


YASSE- ROSE. By Prof. A. 8. HARDY, 

Author of “ But Yet a Woman” &c. Crown 8vo, cl:to, 63, 

Ali critics of “ Passe-Rose” agree that 10 1s a novel of un- 
common charm, 


TLU. An African Romance. By JOSEPH 

THOMSON, Author of “ Through Masai Land,” &c., and 

Miss PAREIS SMITH. New and Cheaper Editiva, Cruwn 
8V0., 

“K peotures1de, direct, well-told story. The pictures | of 

mvane age pune represent actual experiences of Mr, Thoms m".— 
ime 


OHN WESTACOTT. By JAMES BAKER. 
Third Edition. Crown &vo, 448 pp., cloth, 6% 

“A really good sound novel.”—Illustrated London News, 

“ Exquisite literary work.”-—Scotsman. “ A book to read and 

reread with unflagging interest.”—DevonGazette. “ Eutrane- 

ing novel.”"—Liverpool Post, “Effective picture of fe. 





Spectator, 
JNDER THE STARS AND UNDER THE 
CRESCENT. By EDWIN DE LEON, Author of “ Eeypt 
asa ies Khedives,” &c. New and Cheaper Edition, Simali pose | 


8V0, Clotn, 63 


ALF-WAY: An Anglo-French Romance, 

By Miss BETHAM EDWARDS Author of “The White 

House oy, _the sea,” &c. New and Clieaper Edition, Smau 
post svO, 

“A asaths straightforward story.” 


THE OLD HOUSE AT SANDWICH. By 
JOSEPH HATTON, Author of “Three Recruits,” &c. 
Small post 8vo, cloth, 63, 

“Ie is impossible to miss the fascination of interest, of 
stirring change and novelty, of iifelike incident. of exciting 
adventure, in Mr. Josepu Hatton's singularly vivid novel 
Dauly Teiegraph, 

London: SaAmMPsoN Low, MARSTON, SEARLE, and RIVINGTON 

Limited, St. Dunstan's House, Fetter-lane, Fleet-street, E.C 


*—Pall Mall Gazette, 








STANFORD’S 


TWO.SHILLING SERIES 


TOURISTS’ GUIDES. 


Feap 8vo, cloth, with Maps, &c. 

BEDFORDSHIRE. By A. J. Foster, MA. 
BERKSHIRE. By E. Walford, M.A. 
CAMBRIDGE. By A.G. Hill, B.A., F.S A. 
CHANNEL ISLANDS. ByG, P. Bevan, FG.S. Second Edition 
CORNWALL. By W.H. Tregeilas. Fifth Edition 
DERBYSHIRE. By the Rev. J.C. Cox. Third Edition 
DEVON, NORTH. By R.N. Worth, F.G.S. Fourth Edit‘on. 
By R,. N. Worth, F.G.S. Fourth Edition. 
The above Guides to North and Souta Devon, 

vol, 3a, 6d, 





Second Edition. 
Fourth 


DORSETSHIRE. By R. N. Worth, F.G.S, 

BRGL ISH LAKE DISTRICT, By H. I. Jenkinson 
dition, 

ESSEX. By E. Walford, M.A. 

GLOUCESTERSHIRE. By R. N. Worth, FG.S 

HAMPSHIRE. By G. P. Bevan. Second Edition. 

KENT. By G. P. Bevan. Sixth Edition. 

LONDON (Through). By the Rev. W. Loftie, BA., F.S.A. 

LONDON (Round About) By the Rev. W. J. Loftic, 
Fifth Eaition. 

NORFOLK. By Walter Rye. Fourth Edition. 

SOMERSETSHIRE. By R.N. Worth, F.G.S, Second Edition. 

SUFFOLK. By Dr. J. E. Taylor, F.L.S. 

SURREY. By G.P. Bevan, Third Edition 

SUSSEX. By G. F. Chambers, F.R.A.S. Fourth Edition. 

WARWICKSHIRE. By G. P. Bevan, F.GS, 

WILTSHIRE. By R.N. Worth, F.G.S. 

WORCESTERSHIRE. By R. N. Worth, F.G.S. 

wie te (THE) AND ITS NEIGHBOURHOOD. 


By G. P. Bevan. 


B.A. 


By G. P. Bevan, 


YORESHIEE. oo and East Ridings. 
Fourtn Edit 

"Ofkaition. West Riding. By G.P. Bevan, F.G.S. Fifth 
dition 


J ENKIN: SON’S "PRACTICAL ‘GUIDES. 


With Nine Maps and 
Smatier 


Fighth Edi Edition. 


ENGLISH LAKES. 
Feap. 8v0, cloth, 78, 


hree Panoramic Views. 
Guide, 1s, 6a, 
NORTH WAL bag? , Fourth Edition. 
8vo, cloth, 6 
Aigo, wo Five Sections, separately :-— 
Chester ; Llandudno; Bett ws-y-Coed and Sno wdon; 
and Bala; Aberystwith and Llangollen. 
With Maps, 1s. 6d. each. 
THE hg 4 OF MAN. Third Edition. Feap 8vo, with Map, 
clot 
CARL ry GILSLAND, THE ROMAN 
NEIGHBOURHOOD. Second Editivn. 
with Map, 5s. Smaller Guide, 2s. 
THE ISLE OF WIGHT. Third Edition. With Frontisp‘ece 
and Six Maps. Feap 8vo, cloth, 5 8. 


With Two Maps. Fceap 


Delgelly 


WALL, 
Feap 8yo, 


AND 
cloth, 








Second Edition, Revised and Enlarged. wits Correct: ons and 
Additions for 188 
TMHE HANDY GUIDE TO. ‘NORWAY. By 
THOMAS B. WILLSON, M.A. With Mapsand Appendices 
on The Flora and History of Norway, Fishiag Notes and 
Photography. Small post § 8yo, Timp cloth, 5s. 


Third E Edition, Rev ised. 


THE BATHS AND WELLS OF EUROPE; 

withaSketch of Hydrotherapy ,and Hints on Climate, Sea- 
bathing, and popular cures. By JOHN MACPHERSON, M.D. 
Small post 8vo, cloth, 6s. 6d. 





Second Edition, Revised. 


N ADEIRA: Its Scenery, and How to See It. 

With Letters of a Year’s Residence, and Lists of the 
Trees, Flowers, Ferns, and Seaweeds. By ELLEN M. TAYLOR 
With Frontispiece, Map of the Island, and Plan of Funchal. 
Crown 8v0, cloth, price 7s. 6d. 


Books and MAPS for TOURISTS. 
STANFORD'S Catalogue of the Best Maps and Books 
for Tourists, irrespective of Publisher, free on apj-lication, or 
y post for penny stamp. 
ondon ; EDWARD STANFORD, 26 and 27, Cockspur-street, 
Charing-cross, 8.W. 








“*The Cornhill’ is the most interesting of Eaglish 
Magazines,”—Vanity Fair. 


“The magazine reader will find no better investment 
for his sixpence.”—Pall Mall Gazette. 


PRICE SIXPENCE, MONTHLY. 


[THE CORNHILL MAGAZINE. 


Edited by JAMES PAYN, 
A NEW SERIAL STORY, ENTITLED 


[He BURNT MILLION, 
By JAMES PAYN, 


Author of “By Proxy,” “The Heir of the Ages,” 
Will be commenced in the JULY number 


&e., 


The same number will contain the continuation of the 
POVv'ULAR NEW STORY OF THE PRESENT DAY, 
entitled 


[THE Country, 


and, as usual, 
SHORT STORIES AND ARTICLES 
BY THE BEST WLITERS 


MONTHLY. 


M AGAZI 
Edited by JAMES PAYN. 


“* The Cornhill’ still holds its place as the best of the 
sixpenny monthiies, and deservedly so.”—Scottish Review 


PRICE SIXPENCE, 


THE CORN HILL NE 


To be had of all Bonkseliers and Newsagents, or direct from 
the Pulbtishers, 


London: Smirn, E).ver, and Co., 15, Waterioo-piace. 


Boeks FOR HOLIDAY READING. 


CHEAP EDITIONS OF 
POPULAR WORKS 
BY EMINENT MODERN WRITERS. 
Crown 8vo, each 6s. 
By MRS. HUMPHRY WARD. 
ROBERT ELSMERE. 


By H. RIDER HAGGARD. 
JESS. 
By the AUTHOR OF “MEHALAH.” 
RICHARD CABLE, | THE GAVEROCKS, 
By GEORGE GISSING. 


A Story of Socialist Life in Engtand, 


OF ~ VICE VERSA.” 


DEMOS. 
By the AUTHOR 





A FALLEN IDOL, THE GIANT'S ROBE. 
By MISS THACKERAY, 

OLD KENSINGTON, 

THE VILLAGE ON THE CLIFF. 


TO ESTHER: and Other Sketches. 

BLUE BEARD'S KEYS; and Other 

THs STORY OF _ IZABETH ; 
FRC yM AN ISLA 

MISS WILLI AMSON" ‘3 DIVAGATIONS. 


LADY VERNEY. 


Stories, 


TWO HOURS; 


By 
LLANALY REEFS, | LETTICE LISLE, 


Crown 8vo, each 5s. 


By the SISTERS BRONTE, 
JANE EY RE. By Charlotte Bronté, 
SHIRLEY. By Charlotte Bronté. 
VILLETTE. By Charlotte Bronté. 
7S P aoe E rage AND FORMS. By Charlotte Bronté : 
‘oems by r Sisters and Father 
wu THERING HE NIGHTS. By Emily Bronté AGNES 
po gat f By Anne, a With a Preface and Memuir 


of both Aurhors Chariotte Bronte. 
Tus ti. iN ANT OF WIL DFELL HALL. By 


LIFE "OF CHARLOTTE BRONTE. By Mrs. Gaskeli. 
Crown 8vo, each 3s. 6d. 


By MRS. GASKELL, 
WIVES AND DAUGHTERS, 
NORTH AND SOUTH. 
SYLVIA’S LOVERS. 
CRANFORD, and Other Stories. 
MARY BARTON, and Other Stories. 
RUTH—THE GREY WOMAN, and Other Stories. 
LIZZIE LEIGH. A DARK NIGHT'S WORK, And 
Other Stories, 


By ANTHONY TROLLOPE, 
THE SMALL HOUSE AT ALLINGTON, 
FRAMLEY PARSONAGE, 
THE CLAVERINGS, 
By NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE. 
TRANSFORMATION : A Romance. 


By the AUTHOR OF “ JOHN HALIFAX.” 
DOMESTIC STORIES. 


By WILKIE COLLINS, 
NO NAME, | ARMADALE, 
AFTER DARK. 





Anne 


By MRS. J. H. RIDDELL. 
THE MOORS AND THE FENS. 
By MRS. OLIPHANT. 


CARITA. 
WITHIN THE PRECINCTS. 
By MARGARET VELEY., 
FOR PERCIVAL. 
By RICHARD ASHE KING, 
LOVE THE DEBT, 
y W. E. NORRIS, 
NO NEW THING, 
Feap 8vo, limp cloth, each 2s. 6d.; or fcap 8vo, 
boards, pictorial cover, each 2s. 
MITH, ELDER, and COS POPULAR 
7 LIBRARY of CHEAP EDITIONS of STANDARD 
WORKS. Handy Volumes, printed in ciear, boid type, on 
good paper. 

Among the Authors whose works are comprised in this 
Series are the following: ~The Author of “ Mo 
Author of “John Herring,” W. E. Norris, 
Authony Trollope, Mrs, Gasketl, Wilkie Collins, 
tue Bronte Sisters, &c, 

Fcap 8vo, price 1s. 6d. per volume in half cloth, 
cut or uncut edges, or in paper cover, 1s, 
(THE POCKET EDITION OF W. M. 

THACKERAY’'S WORKS. In 27 volumes. 

The set of 27 volumes canalso be had ina handsome ebonised 
case, price £2 12s, 6d. 

With Frontispiece, bound in half-cloth, cut or 
uncut edges, price 1s. 6d. per volume, 
POCKET EDITION OF THE LIFE AND 


WORKS OF CHARLOTTE, EMILY r 
BRONTE. In 7 vols, : —— 


Messrs. SMITH. ELDER, avi CO. wil! be happy to send a 
Copy of their Catalogue, post-free, on appiication, 


Hoime Lee, 


London; Smita, ELpgr, and Co., 15, Waterloo-placo, 8. W, 
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VAN HOUTEN’S COCOA. 


EASILY DIGESTED--PURE—SOLUBLE—MADE INSTANTLY. 
BEST « GOES FARTHEST. 


Very strong and nutritious. THIS Cocoa is cheaper and more satisfying than tea. 
Admirable, ") BRITISH | : Solubility, agreeable taste,” ) “Delicate aroma,” | THE 
: flavor perfect,” MEDICAL _PURIT Y beyond question,” > HEALTH. "PURE & unmixed,” LANCET 
“and so PURE.” ) JOURNAL. | Once used, always used.” ’ goes a long way.” 
REMARKABLY SUITED FOR EXPORTATION to the most distant countries. 
Cc. J. VAN HOUTEN & ZOON, WEESP, HOLLAND. 





BENSON'S “SPECIAL” £10 LEVER WATCHES. 


Purchasers in all parts of the World using these Watches testify to their Strictly Accurate Timekeeping Qualities. 
SILVER CASES. 


GOLD CASES, 


SILVER CASES. GOLF CASES. 


BENSON'S 


KEYLESS LEVER WATCH 


ENSON’S Gentlemen’s Keyless 

LEVER WATCH, fitted with 
3#-Plate Lever Movement, Jewelled 
throughout, Compound  Balancr, 
Strong KEYLESS Action, Hard 
White Enamel Dial, in 18-Carat Gold, 
Crystal Glass Cases, combining the 
strength of the Hunter with the 
convenience of the Open Face Cases, 
Plain Polished, or Engine Turned, 
for £10, or in Silver Cases, £5. 














containing full particulars of these and 
all othe fatches, from £2 23. to £230. Clocks of a 
kinds, Silver and Electro-Piate, and Fine Gold and Gem 






‘ 

















‘NUAND 043 ‘W'H 0} s9oxV 











Itaker to H.M. the QUEEN 


Jewelry post-free. ’ “ ” 
ENSON’S SPECIAL MAKE 
LADY’S £10 WATCH is fitted with a 
Pilate LEVER Movement,Compound Balance, 
These Watches sent free and safe at my risk, to all parts Jewelled thioughout, and Strong KEYLESS = 

f the W f Cash, P.0.0. able Action, thus making it the Best and cheapest 
= G se “ a o OS Tm tad produced. and far superior for Strength and Timekeeping to the Swiss Horizontal Watches sold by all other Firms. The Cn es 
oS Seaww Fue mt ire of 18-Carat Gold, very strong, and well made, either Huntir z, Half-Hunting, or Crystal Glass, richly engraved all o.«1, ut 

Piain Polished, with Monogram engraved free. 

THE STEAM FACTORY— Price £10, or in Silver Cases,£5. Lady's Gold Albert Chains to match from £1 15s. 





J. W. BENSON, 62 & 64, LUDGATES-HILL, E.C., *00%% 20% tna's, OLD BOND-STREET, W., London. 


Cine 
ey | (| 
me nde ee 


Tottenham-Court-Road, London, W. 


THE LARGEST AND MOST CONVENIENT 


FURNISHING ESTABLISHMENT 


IN THF ~"ORLD. 





andes th 


MiTIYETEY 
ibd dd dL), 
- 


NEW SPECIAL 


CATALOGUES Medicine Cupboard, in bamboo and China matting, 

extreme height 24in., 24in. wide, 12s. 9d. 

FREE. This can also be supplied in real Japanese paper 
instead of matting, at same price. 


BEDSTEADS. BEDSTEADS. 


MAPLE and Co. have seldom less than Ten Thousand 
: BEDSTEADS in Stock, comprising some 600 various patterns, in 
sizes from 2ft, 6in. to 5ft. 6in. wide, ready for immediate delivery—on the 
day of purchase if desired. The disappointment and delay incident to 
choosing from designs only, where but a limited stock is kept, is thus 
avoided, 
APLE and CO.—300 BRASS and IRON BED- 
STEADS, fitted with bedding complete, in Show- Rooms, to select 
from. Strong Lron Be isteads, from 8s. 6d. to 10 guineas; Brass Bedsteads, - = 
from 70s. to 40 guineas, 10,000 in Stock.—Tottenham-Court-road, London solid brass supports, loose 
and Paris. > container, best lever-action 
burner with extinguisher, 
APLE and CO. have aSPECIAL DEPARTMENT ornamental globe and 


for TRON and BRASS Four-Post BEDSTEADS, Cribs, and Cots, Chimney, complete, 


COMPLIMENTARY 
; ' AND WEDDING 
The Ethelred Chair, in brown or 

white wicker, seat 16 in. high - £0 8 9 PRESENTS. 


” CARPETS. 


and drapery . ee oe 
CARPETS. 
ORIENTAL CARPETS.—Messrs. MAPLE and CO. 
have just cleared an importer’s stock, comprising several hundreds of 
antique and modern Persian, Indian, and Turkey Carpets, mostly medium 
sizes, which are being offered at about one third less than the usual cost. 
rhese are worth the early attention of tra le and other buyers. 
ORIENTAL CARPETS.—These real Indian, Persian, 
and Turkey Carpets, so justly famous for durability as for great beauty 
ts regards sheen and colour. cost only about the same as the poor imitations 
sid under the style of Anglo-Indian or Anglo-Oriental Carpets.—MAPLE 
wil CO., Oriental Carpet and Rug Warehouse. 
CARPETS.—10,000 Pieces WILTON PILE, 


BRUSSELS, and TAPESTRY CARPETS, in all the latest Designs. 





Handsome Decorated 
China Duplex Lamp, with 





Brouzed Pillar Lamp, 


wi h marble foot, eut- Owing to the state of the market for English wool, Carpets and all woollen specially adapted for mosquito curtains, used in India, Australia, and the £1 12s. 6d. 
— os Duplex fabrics can now be had at lower prices than ever known before. Buyers Colonies. Price, for full sized Bedsteads varying from “258 ”” Shi ypers — 

mirner, extinguisher, wonid therefore do well to take advantage of the present unprecedented and Colonial Visitors are invited to inspect this varied Stock, the tars est 

fancy globe and chim- jow rates: 500 pieces (25,000 yards) best Brussels at 2s. 11d. per yard ; 450 in England, before deciding elsewhere 70,000 Bedst ads te select from . CLOCKS 

ney, complete, 12s. 9d. pieces Tapestry Brusscls, best quality, but old patterns, at 1s. 9$d. per yard, MAPLE as Oe fee ye es Sagenn steads to se n.— . 

; : . : Handsome marble clock 


usually sold at 28. 6d. 


CLOCKS. MAPLE and CO., London, Paris, Smyrna, and 
MAPLE and CO. have a suenos Ayres. 


BAR BED-ROOM SUITES from 65s. 


ment. suitable for Dinin« 
and Draw. ne Ron 


MAPLE and Co., Manufacturers of Bedding bySteam with incised lines in gold, 
Power. Purity and intrinsic value guaranteed, and superior cight- day 
movement, £1 3s. 6d. 


DINING-ROOM FURNITURE. 


APLE and CO., Manufacturers 

of DINING - ROOM FURNITURE. The 

largest Assortment to choose from, as well as the 

best possible value. Three more houses have been 

mided to this important department. Half a 
century's reputation. Catalogues free. 


APLE and CO. devote special 
attention to the production of high-class 
DINING-ROOM FURNITURE that will afford 
permanent satisfaction in wear. The numerous 
recommendations with which Messrs. Maple and 
Co. have been favoured by customers who have 
used the furniture for years is a pleasing testimony 
to the excellence of the articles. 


DINING - ROOM SUITES.—The 
LICHFIELD SUITE, in solid oak, walnut, 
or mahogany, consisting of six small and two 
—s N elbow chairs, in leather; dining-table, with patent 
’ We a, is “tw » ‘ screw ; also Early English sideboard, with platc- 
with marble top and tile back, pe lestal eupb: ard, - _ - lass t : y “ellare ~aAs 

and three chairs, £10 15s. Illustrations free. foes . aphemciony iene \ an w 
rass Corinthian - e 
BED-ROOM SUITES. Pillar Lamp, £8 10s. D STAFFORD SUITE, comprising six small 
The SCARBOROUGH SUITE, in solid ash With cut-glass con- chairs, two easy chairs in leather, telescope dining- 
or walnut, including wardrobe with plate-glass tainer,Duplexburner, table, sileboard with plate-glass back and cel- 


BED-ROOM SUITES. 

500 Bed-room Suites, at from 65s. to 275 
zuineas. These comprise a great variety of styles, 
many being of a very high-class and distinctive 
character, novel both in construction, arrange- 
ment, and combination of woods. 


BED-RoOM SUITES. 

The WEYMOUTH SUITE, in solid ash, 
consisting of wardrobe with plate-glass door, 
toilet-table with glass affixed, washstand with 
marble top, tile back, towel-rods at sides, cup- 
board beneath, three chairs, £7 15s. Dllustrations 
free. 


ED-ROOM SUITES. 
The WHITBY SUITE, in solid ash or 
walnut, consisting of wardrobe with plate-glass 
(loor, twoilet-table with glass affixed, washstand 





The Florence Chair, in plain wicker, doors, and new shaped washstand, £12 15s.; or, withextinguisher,cut laret, and dinner waggon, in light or dark oak, The Frankfort Cane Chair .. se ~- £019 6 
with cushions and drapery, seat about with bedstead and spring bedding, £17 10s. De- tulipshadeand chim- walnut, or ash; very substantial in character, Ditte ditto with cushion and drapery: 
15 in. high ee ee oe -. £1 5 6 sign and fu"! particulars free. ney, complete, 23 guincaus, seat 17 in, high oe oe —  @ 











haven't had a great deal of experience in that sort of warfare, 
but I promise you one thing: I'll die hard.’’ 

**Now, judging from your letters to Griffith,’ said Mrs. 
Broadhurst, ‘I should have thought you were practised 
already.’’ Hooker blushed again, but smiled with an infinite 
dry innocent cunning. ‘The war seemed, to my thinking, 
to have been carried on pretty smartly in New York.” 

‘** Waal, you see,’’ drawled Hooker, the sly smile mingled 
with a certain shyness, ‘‘ there wasn’t any time to lose, and 
they had to force the fighting. It was known I was coming 
over to the Old World, and they wanted ’?—— 

** What did they want?’’ asked Ada. 

‘*T guess,’’ he answered, ‘‘ they wanted to keep the dollars 

for home consumption.”’ 
_ “* Now, really,’’ said Ada, raising her forefinger and shaking 
it at him with a mournful severity, ‘‘ that’s very cynical 
and very unlike you, Mr. Hooker. Four years ago you could 
neither have thought that nor have said it. You mustn’t let 
prosperity spoil you, an1 you mustn’t think that if a pretty 
girl is agreeable to you it 
is because she wants your 
dollars.’’ 

** Tf you ’Il tell me what 
to think, Mrs. Broad- 
hurst,’? Hooker responded 


gallantly; ‘I'll try to 
think it.’’ 

‘“*T gee,”? said Ada, 
laughing, ‘‘you have 


grown cunning of fence. 


I shall introduce. you in 
i minute or two to two 
delightful girls. Hush! 


they’re coming. I can 
hear the rustle of their 


dresses.”’ 

At that instant entered 
two English girls obviously 
sisters, and each owning 
the most agreeable charac- 
teristics of the English 
young lady. They looked 
pretty, and modest, and 
sensible, andlight-hearted, 


and had an air at once 
homely and refined. One 
was about nineteen year 


of age and the other a year 
younger. 

‘**Mr. Hooker,’’ said 
Ada; ‘this is Lady Edith 
Wray. ‘This is Lady Ethel 


Wray. Mr. Ilooker is our 
old neighbour in the 
West.”’ 


Neither of the two girls 
realised Hooker’s idea of 
a lady of title, which was 
somewhat conventional. 
He remembered from his 
boyhood a picture of Lady 
Cornwallis in an appalling 
turban and an ermine tip- 
pet, and somehow his ideas 
of titled ladies were colour- 


ed by that early recol- 
lection. When he found 
time to think about it, 


he was rather pleased than 
otherwise at the shock Fact 
had given to Fancy. 

‘The old-world tradition 
was most agreeably re- 
plac d by the modern di - 
velopment, and the two 
girls were so natural, sv 
unaffectedly modest «aad 
self-possessed, that he was 


at his ease immediately 
As for the ladies them- 
selves, they laughed at 
him a little and with him 
a great deal, and before 
dinner was over he had 
made great inroads upon 


the friendship of both of 
them. The talk turned 
mainly upon Western 
themes, and Hooker, being 
once launched, gave a 
vivid description of the 
attack on Murphy's Man- 
sions. Interested as he 
was in his own narrative, 
and deeply as his rough 
and picturesque way of 
telling it moved the 
strangers amongst hi 
audience, he could not help 
feeling that forsome reason 
or another his friends were 
a little ill-at-ease. There 
was a special constraint 
upon Ada, and both Deer- 
ing and Broadhurst looked 
anxiously watchful at mo- 
ments. ‘lI'wice or thrice he 
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revelation of Ella’s real connection with Deering had been 
a prodigious surprise to him, and it was not until long after- 
wards that he gave himself fair credit for the tact and readiness 
with which he had adapted himself to his new knowledge. 
‘*We should have had half an hour alone together,’ 


Deering told him when the ladies had retired. ‘‘Do you 
care for any more wine?’ he asked. ‘‘No? Nor I 


either. We have broad moonlight to-night, and we sha’n’t be 
missed for half an hour, and I have something I should like to 
show you.”’ 

‘* Very well,’’ said Hooker, ‘‘I’ll just get out of this claw- 
hammer if you ’re going out, and, if you don’t mind, I ’ll bring 
my old sassafras-root along. I’ve tried my hardest to cotton 
on to cigars; but I cau’t manage it anyhow.”’ 

** We’ll meet in the hall in five minutes,’’ said Deering. 
‘* Hooker and I,’’ he added to the others, ‘‘ are going out for 
a little stroll. We have had no chance for a private word with 
each other yet ; but we’ll be back in half an hour at latest. 
You won’t be going upstairs before then, Griffith ? ’”’ 
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wicked 
But if sorrow and repentance could atone for what she 
It was a noble nature 
A fine heart ill-used, undisciplincd, 


and—there’s no use in blinking it—she was 
too. 
did, I know she paid for everything. 
thrown away, Hooker. 
wasted.’ 

They were at the lodge by this time, and the lodge-keepc=, 
hearing their approaching footsteps, had already thrown open 
one side of the gate. 

‘* We didn’t pass through the village when we came,’’ said 
Deering, in an assumed tone of cheerful commonplace, ‘‘ so 
we'll turn to the right now and have a look at it.’’ He cast 
an upward look at the skies. ‘‘'Ihe light will be on that side 
of the stone,’’ he said. ‘‘ You'll be uble to read the inscrip- 
tion. Here. Stand here.” 

He took his companion by the arm and turned him round. 
They had been walking by the village churchyard, and the 
stones reclining this way and that, and the square old Norman 
church with its truncated tower scarcely rising higher than 
the roof, and the gentle landscape in the distance lay all in a 
silver dream steeped in tlie 
summer moonlight. 

*'There,’”’ said Deering 
in a trembling voice, point- 
ing between the rails. 

Hooker leaned forward 
and read— 

** Sacred to the ae mory 
of Ella Deering, the beloved 
wife of Andrew Deering 5 
who sacrificed her life lo save 
her husband and her child. 
No stone marks her vesting- 


MUTT 
I Ki | i] place ; but this 


monnient 


Din ee i | is dedicated to her wmeuery 
NTN by her affectionate and sorrou- 
OO AT hag te. ey 
fa ll mM j mmm ing husband. 
“Chime. "a IM 
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hy i CHAPTER XIX. 


** We will show you this 
morning, Mr. Hooker,’’ 
said Ada, addressing her 
guest at breakfast, ‘*‘ some- 
thingthoroughly English.”’ 
**Very pleased, I’m 
sure,”’ he answered; ‘I 
want to see things just as 
English as I can find’em.’’ 
**You are going to be 
impressed into the service 
yourself,’?’ Ada told him. 
‘We are decorating the 
church for the harvest 
festival. Of course, Griffith 
and I were idle yesterday, 
and since that was entirely 
on your account, you will 
be expected to work for 
two to-day in atonement 
for our lost time.”’ 
Hooker, with an air of 
languor, murmured some- 
thingabout ‘‘constitooshun 
enfeebled vy early hard- 
ship ’’—at which everybody 


laughed. He promised, 
however, to do his best, 
and to submit himself to 
orders. 


The Ladies Wray were 
enthusiastic amateurs in 
church decoration, and had 
not only drawn out an 
elaborate and strikingplan, 
but had positively slaved 
to realise it. Half-a-dazen 
girls of the neighbourhood 
had been pressed into the 
service ; but the localyoung 
gentlemen were shy, and, 
with the exception of the 
curate, Griffith was the 
sole male recruit. His part 
of the work consisted chiefly 
in smoking cigars in the 
churchyard, though he oc- 
casionally proffered advice 
and criticism, which were 
unanimously voted worth- 
ess. 

“You mustn’t allow 
Mr. Broadhurst’s example 
to spoil you, Mr. Hooker,”’ 
said the elder of the two 
young ladies. ‘‘ His habits 
are dreadfully  sailorlike, 
and he hasno enthusiasm.”’ 

‘“*The man who tries to 
spoil me,’’ Hooker pro- 
mised, ‘‘ will suffer for it.’’ 
And on this understanding 
they set out together.. Little 


Ella seemed to take to 
Hooker by instinct, and 
accomplished the whole 


of the short distance be- 
tween the manor-house and 





noticed this, or thought 
he noticed it; but being 
unable to assign a reason 
for it, he set it down to fancy, and dismissed it from his 
mind. But when from the history of the Indian fight he 
plunged into that of the forest fire, Deering stretched a hand 
across his neighbour and laid it upon Hooker's on the table. 

“fT should tell you,’’ he said, with a meaning look at his 
latest guest, and an emphatic grip of the hand which nobody 
remarked but Hooker, ‘‘ that this is the man who was with my 
wife when she performed that last act of heroism, and that he 
risked his life to save her.’ 

At the words ‘‘ my wife ’’ Hooker turned a swift glance of 
inquiry upon Deering, and, meeting his eye, read and under- 
stood so much that he went on with his story almost without a 
pause. He told it plainly and with no vigour ; but his hearers 
set that fact down to Deering’s interruption of him, without 
recognising its real object. When Hooker first had occasion 
to mention Ella, he spoke of her as Mrs. Deering, and from 
that moment the atmosphere of constraint disappeared com- 
pletely. 

‘*f oughtn’t to have told that story here,’’ he said. ‘TI 
allow it was clumsy.”’ 

They passed to other themes, but he was distrait all the 
time, and occasionally answered at random. The sudden 





“ Don't be frightened, darling! Don’t let me frighten you!” the woman implored. 


‘“No, no!”’ said the Lieutenant, who thought he divined 
the other’s purpose. ‘*‘We’ll have our smoke out and leave 
the ladies to themselves till then.’’ 

A few minutes later Deering and Hooker were walking 
arm-in-arm down the drive. 

** If I could,’’ the elder said, ‘‘ I would have told you earlier. 
It was natural that you should begin to talk of old times when 
we all got together again ; and when Ada and Griffith invited 
their friends to meet you, I did not think of what might 
happen if you began to speak amongst comparative strangers. 
It’s a painful history. It’s a terrible history, Hooker; but 
it’s an old story now, and, thank God, I’ve lived to be able to 
talk about it calmly. Years and years ago my wife ran away 
from me. She fell into deep distress, and I found her weak and 
almost starving. I took her to the Far West, where nobody 
knew either of us. There she took her maiden name of 
Elsworth, and it was supposed that she was some poor relative 
of mine. You know how and why she died, and I’’——_ His 
voice faltered, and he had to pause to clear his throat; but a 
step or two later he went on in a drier tone. ‘I have 
many reasons to know how sincerely she repented for 
her fault. She was wild and wilful in her youth, 





the church either upon his 
shoulder or clinging to his 
hand. It was an odd thing, 
but during his rambles through civilisation Hooker had 
never lighted upon a child, and in all the wild free life 
of the foot - hills he had never so much as seen one. 
The dirty papooses carried on the backs of Indian squaws 
did not count, having, in point of fact, no closer resemblance 
to the civilised ideal of childhood than an ape has to a 
man. There was a marked childlikencss in the young 
fellow’s own disposition, and he fell in love with little Ella 
immediately. The child knew it at once, and from the first 
moment of her acquaintance with him reposed all her con- 
fidence in him, and followed him about and frisked around 
him as an affectionate-minded puppy will do with the people 
he takes a fancy to. 

In spite of the stoutness of his promises, he was betrayed 
into joining that Sadducee of a Lieutenant before the labour of 
church decoration was an hour old that day, and took to 
smoking with him, and yarn-spinning in quiet corners of the 
churchyard, returning to encounter grave rebuke. On all his 
idle excursions little Ella accompanied him, and, indeed, he 
made himself tacitly responsible for the child, who in the 
course of the morning was supposed to have been made 
entirely over to his protecting care. 
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The sense of responsibility did not weigh upon him very 
heavily, and when the little creature made a great business of 
gathering wild flowers for the church decorators, he let her 
have her way, keeping only an occasional eye upon her comings 
and goings, and chattering tranquilly with his old comrade 
Miss Ella, having secured half-a-dozen daisies, would gravely 
march into the church and surrender them, returning for 
more with an air of business purpose which was delightful to 
look at. By-and-by she began to forage further abroad, and 
coming on a knot of scarlet poppies under the churchyard 
wall, culled them, and went back to Mamma in triumph. 
This contribution being reccived, on account of its extreme 
with loud tions than had greeted any of 


neele 
uselessness ; 
her former bounties, the child grew more resolved and enthu- 








siastic yet, and, being free of her outdoor guardian’s eye, 
ventured not only outside the gates, but right across the 
ri n. It was a journey of some thirty or forty 


and her small footsteps led her directly to the 
The Red Dragon, as depicted on the signboard, 
wus a blatant beast, but harmless, his chief expression being 
one of idiotic self-satisfaction—perhaps at finding himself 
tedly in such peaceful quarters. He stared down 
directly upon ] street, and almost immediately under 











> villag 
his Dragonship’s nose was the garden of the rustic hostelry, 


with its faded green tables and benches and an arbour over- 
grown with clematis. At the sight of the clustering blossoms 





Miss Ella advanced eagerly 1 standing on tiptoe to seize one 
of the lower bunches tried to break it off, but found it a 
tough undertaking. a great ctruggle eeded, 


and, having in the c her first effort discovered the 


she suc 





knack, went on with ill she had both small hands 
quite f ill. Still eager for oil she passed from the side of 
the arbour to the front, and there, behold! a lady in a riding- 


habit crying quic tly to herself. The child stood with the 
blossoms in her hands and surveyed the stranger with that 
staid sincerity of inquiry which is peculiar to childhood. The 
lady, drying her eyes, looked up, and with a sudden pretence 
of there being nothing the matter spoke to her— 

‘* Who are you, my pretty child ?”’ 

The child waived the subterfuge 


‘‘What are you crying for?’”’’ the child asked. ‘* When 


I’m grown to be a big woman I sha’n’t cry.”’ 
**I hope you won’t, I’m sure, dear,’’ the lady answered. 
‘‘Then what are youcrying for? Have you hurt yourself?” 
** Indeed I have, my dear,’’ the lady answered. 
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She bent an indescribable glance wpon him, and 


suffered her head to fall upon his shoulder. 


‘‘ Don’t cry any more,” said little Ella. ‘‘I’ll give you a 
flower if you won’t cry any more.”’ 

‘* Will you, darling? ”’ said the lady. 
you give me a kiss as well ?”’ 

The little maiden, advancing with pity in her face, gave 
both the flower and the kiss that was asked of her. 

‘“‘Oh! but you’re crying again,’’ she said; ‘‘and you 
promised you wouldn’t cry any more if I gave you the flower! ”’ 

The lady dried her eyes once more, and made an effort to 
recover herself. 

‘Give me another flower, dear,’’ she said. Her sadness 
was gentle enough to permit her to humour the child’s mood. 
‘* Give me another and I will really be good this time and not 
cry any more.”’ 

‘‘T can spare you one,’’ said the child. ‘‘ The rest are for 
grandmamma. Mamma’s making the church pretty,’’ she 
went on, ‘‘and I’m finding the flowers. But these are not for 
the church. They ’re nicer than the others, and I shall keep 
them for grandmamma.’’ 

‘‘ Do you often gather flowers for grandmamma, darling ? 
the lady asked. 

“Oh! yes; 
Sundays.” 

‘* And is grandmamma very fond of flowers?’ 

‘IT don’t know,” said the child, shaking her head with an 
unusual seriousness. 

*€ You don’t know, dear?’ 

‘‘ No,” said the child; ‘‘I don’t know. Nobody knows.” 

‘‘ Ah!” said the lady, putting an arm about her and 
drawing her to her side, ‘‘ but everybody knows that grand- 
mamma is very fond of her little granddaughter.”’ 

‘* No.”’ the child answered, shaking her solemn little head ; 
‘* nobody knows that cither. Grandmamma’s in heaven.”’ 

‘‘And you gather the flowers,’’ said the lady softly, 
put upon grandmamma’s grave, dear child?’’ 

‘Tt isn’t quite a grave,”’ the child answered, 
grandmamma isn’t there.”’ 

‘*Not there? Why, how can that be ?’’ 

‘‘T ’ll show it to you, if you’ll come with me,” said little 
Ella; ‘‘ it’s not far away.”’ 

‘* Would you like me to see it, dear? ”’ 

‘‘Oh, yes; indeed I should !”’ the child answered, withsome 
sense of courtesy to a stranger expansive in her mind. 

‘‘ Very well,”’ the lady answered, rising and accepting her 
new companion’s hand; ‘‘ we will go together and look at it.”’ 


‘Thank you. Will 


” 


very often,’’ said little Ella. ‘‘ Always on 


, 


, 


to 


** because 


“‘Tt’sa pretty monument,’’ said the child, leading her. 
‘*Of course it’s newer than the rest; but that makes no dif- 
ference. It’s all white marble,’’ she prattled on, ‘‘ and Nurse 
says it cost grandpapa a mint of money. But Nurse. says 
grandpapa wouldn’t mind that because he loved grandmamma. 
And he wouldn’t, would he? ’’ 

‘*T suppose not, darling, 
which was scarcely trustworthy. 

‘** This is the monument,”’ said the child, laying her flowers 
upon the low wall. She released the stranger’s hand, and by 
the aid of the railings scrambled on to the top of the wall, 
which was no more than a foot and a half in height. ‘‘ You 
see it says that grandmamma is not here.”’ 

**Read it to me, dear. Tell me what it says.’’ 

““Can’t you read ?’’ the child asked in grave astonishment. 
‘*T can read, and I’m ever so littler than you are.”’ 

** Yes, I can read, dear,’’ the lady answered; ‘‘ but I don’t 
see well just now.’’ Her eyes, indeed, were brimmed with 
tears; for she was thinking of her own lonely lot, and saw in 
fancy her own neglected and uncared-for grave, which 
might, if she had been an honest woman, have been made 
sacred by the ministration of some such innocent hands 
as these. 

The child read, ‘‘ Sacred to the memory of Ella Deering’’- 
and the listener clutched the railings with a gasping, inward 
sob—‘‘the beloved wife of Andrew Deering’’—the childish 
voice piped on in a clear, monotonous treble, such as children 
use when reading or reciting their lessons—‘‘ who sacrificed 
her life to save her husband and her child. No stone marks 
her resting-place; but this monument is dedicated to her 
memory by her affectionate and sorrowing husband.”’ 

Little Ella stood suddenly terrified in the strange lady’s 
grasp. 

** Who are you, dear?’’ the woman asked her in a voice of 
terrible intensity. ‘* What is your name?’”’ 

** My name is Ella,’’ said the child. 

**Don’t be frightened, darling! Don’t let me frighten 
you !’’ the woman implored, lifting her up from the ground 
and kneeling down beside her. ‘‘Tell me your other 
name.”’ 

‘* Broadhurst,”” said little Ella, and the strange lady, 
releasing her trembling hold, fell sideways, and lay still. 

For a moment the little creature stood in terror, and then 
racing back to the churchyard gate, screamed affrightedly for 
‘* Uncle Hooker !?’ Hooker, lurking behind a tombstone near 
at hand, in solitary companionship with the sassafras-root, 
sprang to his feet and ran towards her. 

‘““What’s the matter, my pretty 
responded. 

‘** The lady ’s hurt herself !’’ sobbed the affrighted child. 

‘** Let ’s have a look,”’ said Hooker, taking her in his arms. 
**Don’t you cry, my dear. We'll put the lady right in a 
minute. Where is she ?”’ 

The child’s gesture guided him, and once beyond the gate 
he saw the figure of a woman lying prone, and reached it in a 
dozen rapid paces. For the moment the shock of recognition 
was so terrible, even for him, that he held the railing to sup- 
port himself. ‘*‘Great Heaven!’’ he murmured half aloud. 
** At the foot of her own monument !”’ 


” 


the lady answered in a voice 


, 


little angel?” he 





CHAPTER XX. 

It was nighttime. A shaded lamp cast a dim light about an 
exquisitely furnished boudoir in the manor-house at ‘l'renton. 
A wood-fire crackled with a cheerful sound and sparkled on 
the polished brass dogs in an open fire-place framed in black- 
carved oak. Ella, propped with pillows, sat beside it, her worn 
white hands hanging loosely at her knees, and her whole 
attitude expressing a profound fatigue. She was alone for the 
moment, though, since her unconscious steps had led her to 
this most unlooked-for goal, she had been left in solitude but 
rarely. She had awakened from her swoon to find herself in 
this chamber, and had since had every care lavished upon 
her that wealth and tenderness could supply. But for all 
that she was dying, and she was weary enough to be glad to 
know it. 

She thought, though with no bitterness, that everybody 
about her must be glad to know it too. It was the one fact 
which made reconciliation possible; it was the one fact which 
made open tenderness possible. If she had returned in robust 
health, and if by any chance she had been found and detained 
by the gratitude and affection of those who belonged to her, 
the old pane of ice which had always stood between themselves 
and her could never have been melted, whatever warmth there 
might have been on either side of it. 

The process of gradual decay had begun five years ago on 
shipboard. She had caught a dreadful cold in a heavy squall. 
She had insisted on staying on deck to watch the heaving seas 
and pelting rain, and had disdained the dangerous symptoms 
which showed themselves a few days later. Before she could 
be awakened to any sense of the necessity for precaution she 
was doomed. Perhaps she had even courted this danger as 
she had certainly courted many others. At least, she gave it 
welcome when it came. 

For the last three or four weeks, since she had awakened 
to find herself in her husband’s home, the dying prophecy of 
that poor little Irish lady, whom she had forgotten for years 
past, had come back into her mind. She remembered con- 
stantly how she had told her of her own wilful throwing away 
of home and husband and child. ‘‘ You’ll find them all ’— 
the tone and the speaker’s face were as clearly remembered as 
the words. ‘‘ Dying folks see clearly, my darling; and I 
know you'll find them all!”’ 

Well, she had found the home again, though not for long. 
She had found the child, and thought that she had found her 
not for the few brief hours of life alone, but for good and all, 
never again to be divided, save by that insignificant streak of 
darkness which lies between the narrow chambers of our earthly 
life and the measureless expanse of light and joy which dwells 
beyond it. She had not found Andrew yet in that sense,, 
though if a less awful consciousness of her own past had 
lived about her she might perhaps have done so. But the very 
passion of her own desire for his complete forgiveness held 
her back from claiming it. To have asked for it, and to have 
seen it given with anything but the freest and most eager 
will would have been bitterer than even her own self-accusa- 
tion. She was thinking thus when he came in noiselessly and 
stood beside her, bending over with one hand upon the back 
of the capacious arm-chair in which she sat. He had natur- 
ally been entertaining no guests of late except Hooker, who 
cared for him too sincerely to leave him at such a time; but that 
night he had been perforce compelled to receive a visitor and he 
was in evening dress, and poor Ella had always in her girlhood 
admired him most in that attire, and now looking feebly up at 
him thought in her worshipful and humble mind how hand- 
some and noble and like a man he looked. 

‘You are better to-night?’’ he said gently 
out of pain?”’ 

‘*T have no pain at all,’’ she answered and there paused, 
trying vainly to find courage to speak her mind. At last she 
found it in a sudden desperation. ‘‘ I know why.”’ 

She spoke in such a tremor that her voice was husky and 

(Continued on pag: 89.) 
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her words scarcely audible. 
hand on the arm of the chair. 

**T did not hear you,’’ he said. 

*T know why I am better.’’ She spoke more clearly, 
though her voice was extremely faint and low. ‘‘I nursed an 
Irish lady years ago, Andy, who died in the same way. 

‘‘ Hush,’’ said Deering, ‘ you must not talk of that.” 

** She was quite out of pain,’’ Ella went on, as if she had 
not heard him, ‘‘ the day she died. I have been thinking about 
her a great deal lately.” 

**You should choose brighter themes to think about,’’ he 
answered, somewhat constrainedly. 

**T can find nothing better,’’ she answered ; ‘‘ nothing else 
so bright. She begged me to tell her, Andy, what I had done 
to be so alone and wretched. I couldn’t tell her everything, 
for shame; but I did tell her that I’d thrown away my hus- 
band and my child and my home by my own wicked, wicked 
fault. She told me with her last breath, Aydy, that I should 
find them all.’’ 

‘Then with a vivid swiftness, in which her old self shone out 
again, she seized his hand and fell upon her knees before him. 

‘**Shall I find them, Andy? Shall I find them?” 

He put his arm gently about her, lifted her, and placed her 
back in the chair before he answered— 

** You have found them, Ella.’’ 

He obeyed instinctively the motion of her hand, and knelt 
beside her. She bent an indescribable glance upon him and 
suffered her head to fall upon his shoulder 

‘* | have found them all?’’ she asked, ** All?”’ 
a sudden tempest of despair, ‘‘ You can’t forgive me, Andrew !”’ 

‘* As truly as I hope to be forgiven,’’ he answered. ‘‘ I can 
tell you everything now, Ella. I loved you always; I don't 
believe I ever changed an hour, or ever could change. I had 
given you a place in my heart, and though I tried hard, I 
confess it, I could never drive you out.”’ 

She lay, weeping silently, upon his shoulder, with his arms 
about her and his hands soothing and caressing her. But 
there was one last flush of her old intense nature yet to come, 
and suddenly she threw her arms about him and, straining 
him to her bosom, kissed him on the forehead. 

This was the end of Wild Darrie, for before his guarding 
arm had suffered her to fall back into her scat aguin she had 
breathed her last breath. 


He bent lower, placing his right 


Then, with 
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A SECRET OF TELEGRAPH HILL. 


BY 


BRET HARTE. 


CHAPTER I. 


Mr. Herbert Bly 

glanced for the first 

time at the house 

which was to be his 

/ future abode in San 

Francisco, he was 

somewhat startled. In that 

early period of feverish 

civic improvement, the 

street before it had been 

repeatedly gradea and lowered until 

the dwelling — originally a pioneer 

suburban villa perched upon a slope 

of Telegraph Hill—now stood sixty feet 

above the side-walk, superposed like 

some Swiss chalet on successive galleries built in the sand-hill, 

and connected by a half-dozen distinct zigzag flights of wooden 

staircase. Stimulated, however, by the thought that the 

view from the top would be a fine one, and that existence 

there would have all the quaint originality of Robinson 

Crusoe’s tree-dwelling, Mr. Bly began cheerfully to mount the 

steps. It should be premised that, although a recently- 

appointed clerk in a large banking-house, Mr. Bly was some- 

what youthful and imaginative, and regarded the ascent as 

part of that ‘‘Excelsior’’ climbing pointed out by a great 
poet as a praiseworthy function of ambitious youth. 

Reaching at last the level of the verandah, he turned to 
the view. ‘The distant wooded shore of Contra Costa, the 
tossing white caps and dancing sails of the bay between, and 
the foreground at his feet of wharves and piers, with their 
reedlike jungles of masts and cordage, made up a bright, if 
somewhat material, picture. To his right rose the crest of the 
hill, historic and memorable as the site of the old semaphoric 
telegraph, the tossing of whose gaunt arms formerly thrilled 
the citizens with tidings from the sea. Turning to the house, 
he recognised the prevailing style of light cottage architecture, 
although incongruously confined to narrow building plots and 
the civic regularity of a precise street frontage. Thus a dozen 
other villas, formerly scattered over the slope, had been 
luvoriously displaced and moved to the rigorous parade line 
drawn by the street-surveyor, no matter how irregular and 
independent their design and structure. Happily, the few 
‘*scrub oaks’’ and low bushes which formed the scant vege- 
tation of this vast sand dune offered no obstacle andsuggested no 
incongruity. Beside the house before which Mr. Bly now stood, 
a prolific Madeira vine, quickened by the six months’ sunshine, 
had alone survived the displacement of its foundations, and in 
its untrimmed luxuriance half hid the upper verandah from 
his view. 

Still glowing with his exertion, the young man rang the 
bell and was admitted into a fair-sized drawing-room, whose 
tasteful and well-arranged furniture at once prepossessed him. 
An open piano, a sheet of music carelessly left on the stool, a 
novel lying face downwards on the table beside a skein of silk, 
and the distant rustle of a vanished skirt through an inner 
door, gave a suggestion of refined domesticity to the room that 
touched the fancy of the homeless and nomadic Bly. He was 
still enjoying, in half embarrassment, that vague and inde- 
scribable atmosphere of a refined woman’s habitual presence, 
when the door opened and the mistress of the house formally 
presented herself. 

She was a faded but still handsome woman. Yet she wore 
that peculiar long, iimp, formless house-shawl which in 
certain phases of Anglo-Saxon spinster and widow hood 
assumes the functions of the recluse’s veil and announces the 
renunication of worldly vanities and a resigned indifference to 
external feminine contour. The most audacious masculine 
arm would shrink from clasping that shapeless void in which 
the flatness of asceticism or the heavings of passion might alike 
lie buried. She had also in some mysterious way imported 
into the fresh and pleasant room a_ certain bombaziny 
shadow of the past, and a suggestion of that appalling 
reminiscence known as ‘‘ better days.’’ Though why it shoul 
be always represented by ashen memories, or “why better days 


in the past should be supposed to fix their -atting PT in 
depression in the present, Mr. Bly was too young and too pre- 
occupied at the moment to determine. He only knew that he 
was a little frightened of her, and fixed his gaze with a hopeless 
fascination on a letter which she somewhat portentously carried 
under the shawl, and which seemed already to have yellowed 
in its Arctic shade. 

‘Mr. Carstone has written to me that you would call,”’ 
said Mrs. Brooks, with languid formality. ‘‘Mr. Carstone was 
a valued friend of my late husband, and I suppose has told you 
the circumstances—the only circumstances—which admit of 
my entertaining his proposition of taking anybody, even tem- 
porarily, under my roof. The absence of my dear son for six 
months at Portland, Oregon, enables me to place his room 
at the disposal of Mr. Carstone’s young protegé; who, Mr. 
Carstone tells me, and I have every reascn to believe, is, if 
perhaps not so seriously inclined nor yet a Church com- 
municant, still of a character and reputation not unworthy to 
follow my dear Tappington in our little family circle, as he 
has at his desk in the bank.” 

The sensitive Bly, struggling painfully out of an abstraction 
as t> how he was ever to offer the weekly rent of his lodgings 
to such a remote and respectable person, and also somewhat 
embarrassed at being appealed to in the third person, here 
started and bowed. 

“The name of Bly is not unfamiliar to me,"’ continued 
Mrs. Brooks, pointing to a chair and sinking resignedly into 
another, where her baleful shaw] at once assumed the appear- 
ance of a dust-cover, ‘‘some of my dearest friends were 
intimate with the Blys of Philadelphia. They were a branch 
of the Maryland Blys of the eastern shore, one of whom my 
Uncle James married. Perhaps you are distantly related ?”’ 

Mrs. Brooks was perfectly aware that her visitor was of 
unknown Western origin, and a poor but clever protégé of 
the rich banker; but she was one of a certain class of 
American women who, in the midst of a fierce democracy, 
are more or less cat-like conservators of family pride and 
lineage, and more or less felinely inconsistent and 
treacherous to Republican principles. Bly, who had just 
settled in his mind to send her the rent anonymously —as a 
weekly valentine—recovered himself and his spirits in his usual 
Loyish fashion. 

‘*T am afraid, Mrs. Brooks,’’ he said gaily, ‘‘ I cannot lay 
claim to any distinguished relationship, even to that ‘ Nelly 
Bly ’ who, you remember, ‘winked her eye when she went 
to sleep.’’’ He stopped in consternation. ‘The terrible 
conviction flashed upon him that this quotation from a popular 
negro-minstrel song could not possibly be ‘‘ remembered’’ by a 
lady as refined as his hostess, or even known to her superior 
son. The conviction was intensified by Mrs. Brooks rising 
with a sinileless face, slightly shedding the possible vulgarity 
with a shake of her shawl, and remarking that she would 
show him her son’s room, led the way up-stairs to the apart- 
ment recently vacated by the perfect ‘Tappington. 

Preceded by the same distant flutter of unseen skirts in the 
passage which he had first noticed on entering the drawing- 
room, and which evidently did not proceed from his companion, 
whose self-composed cercments would have repressed any such 
indecorous agitation, Mr. Bly stepped timidly into the room. 
It was a very pretty apartment, suggesting the same touchies 
of tasteful refinement in its furniture and appointments, and, 
withal, so feminine in its neatness and regularity, that 
conscious of his frouticr habits and experience, he felt at once 
r°pulsively incongruous. ‘‘I cannot expect, Mr. Bly,’’ said 
Mrs. Brooks, resignedly, ‘‘that you can share my son’s ex- 
treme sensitiveness to disorder and irregularity; but I must 
beg you to avoid as much as possible disturbing the arrange- 
mentof the book-shelves, which, you observe, comprise his books 
of serious reference, the Biblical commentaries, and the sermons 
that were his habitual study. I must beg you to exercise the 
same care in reference to the valuable offerings from his 
Sabbath-school scholars, which are upou the mantel. The 
embroidered book-marker, the gift of the young ladies of his 
Bible-class in Dr. Stout’s church, is also, you perceive, kept 
for ornament and affectionate remembrance. The harmonium— 
even if you are not yourself given to sacred song—I trust you 
will not find in your way, nor object to my daughter 
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continuing her practice during your daily absence. Thank you. 
The door you are looking at leads by a flight of steps to the 
side street.’’ 

‘*A very convenient arrangement,’’ said Bly, hopefully, 
who saw a chance for an eee unostentatious e scape 
from a too protracted contemplation of Tappington’s per- 
fections. ‘‘ I mean,’’ he added hurriedly, ‘‘ to avoid disturbing 
you at night.” 

‘*T believe my son had neither the necessity nor desire to 
use it for that purpose,’’ returned Mrs. Brooks, severely ; 
‘‘although he found it sometimes a convenient short cut to 
church on Sabbath when he was late.’’ 

Bly, who in his boyish sensitiveness to external impressions 
had by this time concluded that a life divided between the 
past perfections of Tappington and the present renunciations 
of Mrs. Brooks would be intolerable, and was again abstractedly 
inventing some delicate excuse for withdrawing without com- 
mitting himself further, was here suddenly attracted by a 
repetition of the rustling of the unseen skirt. ‘This time it was 
nearer, and this time it seemed to strike even Mrs. Brooks’s 
remote preoccupation. ‘‘ My daughter, who is deeply devoted 
to her brother,”’ she said, slightly raising her voice, ‘* will take 
upon herself the care of looking after Tappington’s precious 
mementoes, and spare you the trouble. Cherry, dear! this way. 
This is the young gentleman spoken of by Mr. Carstone, your 
papa’s friend. My daughter Cherubina, Mr. Bly.’’ 

The fair owner of the rustling skirt, which turned out to be 
a pretty French print, had appeared at the doorway. She was 
a tall, slim blonde, with a shy, startled manner, as of a peni- 
tent nun who was suffering from conventual trans- 
gression—a resemblance that was heightened by hcr short-cut 
hair, that might have been cropped as if for punishment. A 
certain likeness to her mother suggested that she was qualify- 
ing for that saint’s ascetic shawl—subject, however, to 
rebellious intervals, indicated in the occasional sidelong fires 
of her grey eyes. Yet the vague impression that she knew 
more of the world than her mother, and that she did not look 
at all as if her name was Cherubina, struck Bly in the same 
momentary glance. 

* Mr. bly is naturally pleased with what he has seen of our 
dear Tappington’s appointments; and as I gather from Mr. 
Carstone’s letter that he is anxious to enter at once and make 
the most of the dear hoy’s absence, you will see, my dear 
Cherry, that Ellen has everything ready for him ?”’ 

Before the unfortunate Bly could explain or protest, the 
young girl lifted her grey eyes to his. | Whether she had per- 
ceived and understood Lis perplexity he could not tell; but 
the swift, shy glance was at once appealing, assuring, and 
intelligent. She was certainly unlike her mother and brother! 
Acting with his usual impulsiveness, he forgot his previous 
resolution, and before he left had engaged to begin his 
occupation of the room on the following day. 

The next afternoon found him installed. Yet, after he had 
unpacked his modest possessions and put them away, after 
he had placed his few books on the shelves, where they looked 
glaringly trivial and frivolous beside the late tenant’s severe 
studies ; after he had set out his scanty treasures in the way 
of photographs and some curious mementos of his wandering 
life, and then quickly put them back again with a sudden 
angry pride at exposing them to the unsympathetic incon- 
gruity of the other ornaments, he, nevertheless, felt ill at ease. 
He glanced in vain around the pretty room. It was not the 
delicately-flowered wall-paper ; it was not the white and blue 
muslin window-curta ns gracefully tied up with blue and white 
ribbons ; it was not the spotless bed, with its blue and white 
festooned mosquito-net and flounced valances, and _ its 
medallion portrait of an unknown bishop at the back; it was 
not the few tastefully- ey, engravings of certain cardinal 
virtues, “* The Rock of Ages,” and ‘‘ The Guardian Angel ”’ 
it was not the casts in relief of **Night’’ and ‘‘ Morning”? ; it 
was certainly not the cosy dimity-covered arm-chairs and 
sofa, nor yet the clean-swept polished grate with its cheer- 
ful fire sparkling against the chill afternoon sea-fogs without. 
Neither was it the mere feminine suggestion, for that 
touched a sympathetic chord in his impulsive nature; nor 
the religious und ascetic influence, for he had occupied a 
monastic cell in a school of the Padres at an old Mission, and 
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She sat down upon the music-stool, slightly bending forward, with one long, slim white hand on top of the other, 


resting over her crossed knees, 
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slept profoundly ;—it was none of those, and yet a part of all. 
Most itations retain a cast or shell of their previous tenant 
that, fitting tightly or loosely, is still able to adjust itself to 
the new-comer ; in most occupied apartments there is still a 
shadowy suggestion of the owner’s individuality: there was 
nothing here that fitted Bly—nor was there either, strange to 
say, any evidence of the past proprietor in this inhospitality of 
sensation. It did not strike him at the time that it was this 
very /ack of individuality which made it weird and unreal, that 
it was strange only because it was artificial, and that a real 
Tappington had never inhabited it. 

He walked to the window—that never-failing resource of 
the unquiet mind—and looked out. He was a little surprised 
to find that, owing to the grading of the house, the scrub oaks 
and bushes of the hill were nearly on the level of his window, 
as also was the adjoining side street on which his second door 
actually gave. Opening this, the sudden invasion of the sea-fog, 
and the figure of a pedestrian casually passing along the disused 
and abandoned pavement not a dozen fect from where he had 
been comfortably seated, presented sucha striking contrast to the 
studious quiet and cosiness of his secluded apartment that he 
hurriedly closed the door again with a sense of indiscreet 
exposure. Returning to the window, he glanced to the left, 
and found that he was overlooked by the side verandah of 
another villa in the rear, evidently on its way to take up position 
on the line of the street. Although in actual and deliberate 
transit on rollers across the backyard and still occulting a part 
of the view, it remained, after the reckless fashion of the 
period, inhabited. Certainly with a door fronting a thorough- 
fare, and a neighbour gradually approaching him, he would 
not feel lonely or lack excitement. 

He drew his arm-chair to the fire and tried to realise the all- 
pervading, yet evasive Tappington. There was no portrait of 
him in the house, and although Mrs. Brooks had said that he 
“‘favoured’’ his sister, Bly had, without knowing why, 
instinctively resented it. He had even timidly asked his 
employer, and had received the vague reply that he was 
‘** good-looking enough,’’ and the practical but discomposing 
retort, ‘‘ What do you want to know for?’’ As he really did 
not know why, the inquiry had dropped. He stared at the 
monumental crystal inkstand half full of ink, yet spotless and 
free from stains, that stood on the table, and tried to picture 
Tappington daintily dipping into it to thank the fair donors— 
‘** daughters of Rebecca.”” Who were they? and what sort of 
man would they naturally feel grateful to ? 

What was that ? 

He turned to the window, which had just resounded to a 
slight tap or blow, as if something soft had struck it. With 
an instinctive suspicion of the propinquity of the adjoining 
street he rose, but a single glance from the window satisfied 
him that no missile would have reached it from thence. He 
scanned the low bushes on the level before him: certainly no 
one could be hiding there. He lifted his eyes towards the 
house on the left ; the curtains of the nearest window appeared 
to be drawn suddenly at the same moment. Could it have come 
from there? Looking down upon the window-ledge, there 
lay the mysterious missile—a little misshapen ball. He opened 
the window and took it up. It wasa small handkerchief tied 
into a soft knot, and dampened with water to give it the 
necessary weight as a projectile. 

Was it apparently the trick of a mischievous child ? or—— 

But here a faint knock on the door leading into the hall 
checked his inquiry. He opened it sharply in his excitement, 
and was embarrassed to find the daughter of his hostess 
standing there, shy, startled and evidently equally embarrassed 
by his abrupt response. 

‘* Mother only wanted me to ask you if Ellen had put 
everything to rights,’’ she said, making a step backwards. 

**Oh, thank you. Perfectly,’’ said Herbert with effusion. 
‘* Nothing could be better done. In fact”’ 

**You’re quite sure she hasn't forgotten anything? or 
that there isn’t anything you would like changed ?”’ she con- 
tinued with her eyes levelled on the floor. 

‘** Nothing, I assure you,”’ he said, looking at her downcast 
lashes. As she still remained motionless, he continued cheer- 
fully, ‘‘ Would you—would you—care to look round and see ? ”’ 

‘**No; I thank you.” 

There was an awkward pause. He still continued to hold 
the door open. Suddenly, she moved forward with a school- 
girl stride, entered the room, and going to the harmonium, 
sat down,upon the music-stool beside it, slightly bending for- 
ward, with one long, slim white hand on top of the other, 
resting over her crossed knees. 

Herbert was a little puzzled. It was the awkward and 
brusque act of a very young person, and yet nothing now 
could be more gentle and self-composed than her figure and 
attitude. 

** Yes,’’ he continued smilingly; ‘‘I am only afraid that I 
may not be able to live quite up to the neatness and regularity 
of the example I find here everywhere. You know I am 
dreadfully careless and not at all orderly. I shudder to think 
what may happen: but you and your mother, Miss Brooks, I 
trust, will make up your minds to overlook and forgive a good 
deal. I shall do my best to be worthy of Mr. Tap—of my 
predecessor—but even then I am afraid you ll find me a great 
bother.”’ 

She raised her shy eyelids. The faintest ghost of a long- 
buried dimple came into her pale cheek as she said softly, to 
his utter consternation— 

“* Rats!” 

Had she uttered an oath he could not have been more 
startled than he was by this choice gem of Western saloon- 
slang from the pure lips of this Evangeline-like figure before 
him. He sat gazing at her with a wild, hysteric desire to 
laugh. She lifted her eyes again, swept him with a slightly 
terrified glance, and said— 

‘‘Tap says you all say that when anyone makes-believe 
politeness to you.”’ 

““Oh, your brother says that, does he?’ said Herbert, 
laughing. 

**Yes, and sometimes ‘old rats.’ But,’’ she continned 
hurriedly, ‘‘ he doesn’t say it. He says you all do. My brother 
is very particular, and very good. Doctor Stout loves him. 
He is thought very much of in all Christian circles. That 
book-mark was given to him by one of his classes.’’ 

Every trace of her dimples had vanished. She looked so 
sweetly grave and, withal, so maidenly, sitting there slightly 
smoothing the lengths of her pink fingers, that Herbert was 
somewhat embarrassed. 

‘** But I assure you, Miss Brooks, I was not making believe. 
I am really very careless, and everything is so proper—I mean 
so neat and pretty—here that 1”’ he stopped, and 
observing the same backward wandering of her eye as of a 
filly about to shy, quickly changed the subject. ‘‘ You have, 
or are about to have, neighbours?’’ he said, glancing towards 
«ue windows as he recalled the incident of a moment before. 

** Yes; and they ’re not at all nice people. They are from 
Pike County, and very queer. They came across the plains in 
*50. They say ‘Stranger’; the men are vulgar, and the girls 
very forward. Tap forbids my ever going to the window and 
looking at them. They’re quite what you would call ‘ off 
colour.’ ”’ 








Tlerbert, who did not dare to say that he never would have 
ed of using such an expression in any young girl’s 
presence, was plunged into silent consternation. 

‘Then your brother doesn’t approve of them?” he said at 
last, awkwardly. 

**Oh, not at all. He even talked of having ground-glass 
put in all these windows, only it would make the light bad.”’ 

Herbert felt very awkward. If the mysterious missile 
came from these objectionable young persons it was evidently 
because they thought they had detected a more accessible and 
sympathising individual in the stranger who now occupied the 
room. He concluded he had better not say anything about it. 

Miss Brooks’s golden eyelashes were bent towards the floor. 
“Do you play sacred music, Mr. Bly?’’ she said, without 
raising them. 

**T am afraid not.”’ 

‘** Perhaps you know only negro-minstrel songs ? ”’ 

“*T am afraid—yes.”’ 

**T know one.’’ The dimples faintly came back again. 
**Tt’s called ‘The Ham-fat Man.’ Some day when mother 
isn’t in I'll play it for you.” 

Then the dimples fled again, and she immediately looked so 
distressed that Herbert came to her assistance. 

**T suppose your brother taught you that, too ?”’ 

** Oh, dear, no!’’ she returned, with her frightened glance ; 
**T only heard him say some people preferred that kind of 
thing to sacred music, and one day | saw a copy of it in a 
music-store window in Clay-strect, and bought it. Oh, no! 
Tappington didn’t teach it to me ”’ 

In the pleasant discovery that she was at times independent 
of her brother’s perfections, Herbert smiled, and sym- 
pathetically drew a step nearer to her She rose at once, 
somewhat primly holding back the sides of her skirt, 
— fashion, with thumb and finger, and her eyes cast 

own. 

**Good afternoon, Mr Bly.” 

**Must you go? Good afternoon.”’ 

She walked directly to the open door, looking very tall 








To his utter consternation, looking down he saw a pack of 
playing-cards strewn at his feet. 


and stately as she did so, but without turning towards him. 
When she reached it she lifted her eyes, there was the 
slightest suggestion of a return of her dimples in the relaxation 
of her grave little mouth. Then she said, ‘‘ Good-bye, 
Mr. Bly,’’ and departed 

The skirt of her dress rustled for an instant in the passage. 
Herbert looked after her. ‘‘ 1 wonder if she skipped then—she 
looks like a girl that might skip at such a time,’’ he said to 
himself. ‘‘ How very odd she is—and how simple! But I 
must pull her up in that slang when I know her better. Fancy 
her brother telling her that! What a pair they must be!” 
Nevertheless, when he turned back into the room again he 
forbore going to the window to indulge further curiosity in 
regard to his wicked neighbours. A certain new feeling of 
respect to his late companion—and possibly to himself—held 
him in check. Much as he resented Tappington’s perfections, 
he resented quite as warmly the presumption that he was not 
quite as perfect which was implied in that mysterious over- 
ture. He glanced at the stool on which she had been sitting 
with a half-brotherly smile, and put it reverently on one side 
with a very vivid recollection of her shy, maidenly figure. 
In some mysterious way, too, the room seemed to have 
lost its formal strangeness; perhaps it was the touch 
of individuality—hers—that my been wanting? He began 
thoughtfully to dress himself for his regular dinner 
at The Poodle Dog Restaurant, and when he left the room he 
turned back to look once more at the stool where she had sat. 
Even on his way to that fast and famous — of the period, he 
felt, for the first time in his thoughtless but lonely life, the 
gentle security of the home he had left behind him. 


CHAPTER II. 
It was three or four days before he became firmly adjusted 
to his new quarters. During this time he had met Cherry 
casually on the staircase, in going or coming, and received her 
shy greetings; but she had not repeated her visit, nor again 
alluded to it. He had spent part of a formal evening in the 
= in company with a calling deacon, who, unappalled 
ay the Indian shawl for which the widow had exchanged her 
household cerements on such occasions, appeared to Herbert 
to have remote matrimonial designs, as far at least as a 
sympathetic of the vanities of the present, 


an echoing of her sighs like a modest encore, a pre- 
ternatural gentility of manner, a vague allusion to the 
necessity of bearing ‘‘one another’s burdens,’’ andan everlasting 
‘* promise ’’ in store, would seem to imply. To Herbert's vivid 
imagination, a discussion on the doctrinal points of last 
Sabbath’s sermon was fraught with delicate suggestion ; and 
an acceptance by the widow of an appointment to attend the 
Wednesday evening ‘‘ Lectures’’ had all the shy, reluctant 
yielding of a granted rendezvous. Oddly enough, the more 
formal attitude seemed to be reserved for the young people, 
who, in the suggestive atmosphere of this spiritual flirtation, 
alone appeared to preserve the proprieties and, to some extent, 
decorously chaperon their elders. Herbert gravely turned 
the leaves of Cherry’s music while she played and sang one or 
two discreet but depressing songs expressive of her unalterable 
but proper devotion to her mother’s clock, her father’s arm- 
chair, and her aunt’s Bible; and Herbert joined somewhat 
boyishly in the soul-subduing refrain. Only once he ventured 
to suggest in a whisper that he would like to add her music- 
stool to the adorable inventory ; but he was met by such a 
disturbed and terrified look that he desisted. ‘* Another 
night of this wild and reckless dissipation will finish me,”’ 
he said lugubriously to himself, when he reached the solitude 
of his room. ‘*1 wonder how many times a week I’d 
have to help the girl play the spiritual gooseberry down- 
stairs before we could have any fun ourselves ? ”’ 

Here the sound of distant laughter, interspersed with 
vivacious feminine shrieks, came through the open window. 
He glanced between the curtains. His neighbour’s house was 
brilliantly lit, and the shadows of a few romping figures were 
chasing each other across the muslin shades of the windows. 
The objectionable young women were evidently enjoying 
themselves. In some conditions of the mind there is a certain 
exasperation in the spectacle of unintelligible enjoyment, and 
he shut the window sharply. At the same moment someone 
knocked at his door. 

It was Miss Brooks, who had just come up-stairs. 

‘* Will you please let me have my music-stool ? ”’ 

He stared at her a moment in surprise, then recovering 
himself, said,‘‘ Yes, certainly,’’ and brought the stool. For 
an instant he was tempted to ask why she wanted it, but his 
pride forbade him. 

**Thank you. 

** Good-night.”’ 

**T hope it wasn’t in your way 

**Not at all.’’ 

** Good-night.”’ 

** Good-night.”’ 

She vanished. Herbert was perplexed. Between young 
ladies whose naive exuberance impelled them to throw hand- 
kerchiefs at his window and young ladies whose equally naive 
modesty demanded the withdrawal from his bed-room of a 
chair on which they had once sat, his lot seemed to have fallen 
in a troubled locality. Yet a day or two later he heard Cherry 
practising on the harmonium as he was ascending the stairs on 
his return from business; she had departed before he entered 
the room, but had left the music-stool behind her. It was not 
again removed. 

One Sunday, the second or third of his tenancy, when 
Cherry and her mother were at church, and he had finished 
some work that he had brought from the bank, his former rest- 
lessness and sense of strangeness returned. The regular after- 
noon fog had thickened early, and driving him back from a 
cheerless, chilly ramble on the hill, had left him still more 
depressed and solitary. In sheer desperation he moved some 
of the furniture, and changed the disposition of several smaller 
ornaments. Growing bolder, he even attacked the sacred shelf 
devoted to Tappington’s serious literature and moral studies. 
At first glance the book of sermons looked suspiciously fresh 
and new for a volume of habitual reference, but its leaves were 
carefuily cut, and contained one or two book-marks. It was 
only another evidence of that perfect youth’s care and neatness. 
As he was replacing it he noticed a small object folded in white 
paper at the back of the shelf. To put the book back into its 
former position it was necessary to take this out. He did so, 
but its contents slid from his fingers and the paper to the floor. 
To his utter consternation, looking down he saw a pack of 
playing-cards strewn at his feet ! 

He hurriedly picked them up. They were worn and slippery 
from use, and exhaled a faint odour of tobacco. Had they been 
left there by some temporary visitor unknown to Tappington 
and his family, or had they been hastily hidden by a servant? 
Yet they were of a make and texture superior to those that a 
servant would possess ; looking at them carefully he recognised 
them to be of a quality used by the better-class gamblers. 
Restoring them carefully to their former position, he was 
tempted to take out the other volumes, and was rewarded with 
the further discovery of a small box of ivory counters, known 
as ‘‘ poker-chips.”’ It was really very extraordinary! It was 
quite the. cache of some habitual gambler. Herbert smiled 
grimly at the irreverent incongruity of the hiding-place selected 
by its unknown and mysterious owner, and amused himself by 
fancying the horror of his sainted predecessor had he made the 
discovery. He determined to replace them, and to put some 
mark upon the volumes before them in order to detect any 
future disturbance of them in his absence. 

Ought he not to take Miss Brooks in his confidence? Or 
should he say nothing about it at present, and trust to chance 
to discover the sacrilegious hider? Could it possibly be Cherry 
herself, guilty of the same innocent curiosity that had impelled 
her to buy the “‘Ham-fat Man’’? Preposterous! Besides, 
the cards had been used, and she could not play poker alone! 

He watched the rolling fog extinguish the line of Russian 
Hill, the last bit of far perspective from his window. He 
glanced at his neighbour’s verandah, already dripping with 
moisture ; the windows were blank; he remembered to have 
heard the girls giggling in passing down the side street on 
their way to church, and had noticed from behind his own 
curtains that one was rather pretty. This led him to think of 
Cherry again, and to recall the quaint, yet melancholy, grace 
of her figure as she sat on the stool opposite. Why had she 
withdrawn it so abruptly ? Did she consider his jesting allusion 
to it indecorous and presuming? Had he really meant it 
seriously ; and was he Cogiunine to think too much about her ? 
Would she ever come again? How nice it would be if she 
returned from church alone early, and they could have a com- 
fortable chat together here! Would she sing the ‘‘ Ham-fat 
Man”’ for him? Would the dimples come back if she did? 
Should he ever know more of this quaint repressed side of her 
nature? After all, what a dear, graceful, tantalising, loveable 
creature she was! Ought he not, at all hazards, try to know 
her better? Might it not be here that he would find a perfect 
realisation of his boyish dreams, and in Aer all that—what 
nonsense he was thinking ! 

Suddenly Herbert was startled by the sound of a light but 
hurried foot upon the wooden outer step of his second door, 
and the quick but ineffective turning of the door-handle. He 
started to his feet, his mind still filled with a vision of Cherry. 
Then he as suddenly remembered that he had locked the door 
on going out, putting the key in his overcoat pocket. He had 
returned by the front door, and his overcoat was now hanging 
in the lower hall. 


Good-night.”” 
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(Continued on page 13 ) 
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The door again rattled impetuously. Then it was supple- 
mented by a female voice in a hurried whisper :—‘‘ Open 
quick—can’t you? Do hurry!” 

He was confounded. ‘The voice was authoritative, not 
unmusical; but was not Cherry’s. Nevertheless he called out 
quickly : ‘‘One moment, please, and I’1l get the key ! ’’ dashed 
down-stairs and back again, breathlessly unlocked the door 
and threw it open. 

Nobody was there ! 

He ran out into the street. On one side it terminated 
abruptly on the cliff on which his dwelling was perched. On 
the other, it descended more gradually into the next thorough- 
fare; but up and down the street, on either hand, no one was 
to be seen. A slightly superstitious feeling for an instant 
crept over him. Then he reflected that the mysterious visitor 
could in the interval of his getting the key have easily slipped 
down the steps of the cliff or entered the shrubbery of one of 
the adjacent houses. But why had she not waited? And 
what did she want? As he re-entered his door he mechanically 
raised his eyes to the windows of his neighbour’s. This time 
he certainly was not mistaken. The two amused mischievous 
faces that suddenly disappeared behind the curtain as he 
looked up showed that the incident had not been unwitnessed. 
Yet it was impossible that it could have been either of them. 
Their house was only accessible by a long détour. It might 
have been the trick of a confederate; but the tone of half- 
familiarity and half-entreaty in the unseen visitor’s voice 
dispelled the idea of any collusion. He entered the room and 
closed the door angrily. A grim smile stole over his face as 
he glanced around at the dainty, saintlike appointments of 
the absent Tappington, and thought what that irreproachable 
young man would have said to the indecorous intrusion, even 
though it had been a mistake. Would those shameless Pike 
County girls have dared to lauczh at him ? 

But he was again puzzled to know why he himself should 
have been selected for this singular experience. Why was he 
considered fair game for these girls? And, for the matter of 
that, now that he reflected upon it, why had even this gentle, 
refined, and melancholy Cherry thought it necessary to talk 
slang to Aim on their first acquaintance, and offer to sing him 
the ‘* Ham-fat Man’’? It was true he had been a little gay ; 
but never dissipated. Of course he was not a saint, like 
Tappington—Oh ! that was it! He believed he understood it 
now. He was suffering from that extravagant conception of 
what worldliness consists of, so common to very good people 
with no ‘knowledge of the world. Compared to Tappington, 
he was in their eyes, of course, a rake and roué. The explana- 
tion pleased him. He would not keep it to himself. He would 
gain Cherry’s confidence and enlist her sympathies. Her 
gentle nature would revolt at this injustice to their lonely 
lodger. She would see that there were degrees of goodness 
besides her brother’s. She would perhaps sit on that stool 
again and not sing the ‘‘ Ham-fat Man.”’ 

A day or two afterwards the opportunity seemed offered to 
him. As he was coming home and ascending the long hilly 
street, his eye was taken by a tall, graceful figure just pre- 
ceding him. It was she. He had never before seen her in the 
street, and was now struck with her ladylike bearing and the 
grave superiority of her perfectly simple attire. In a thorough- 


fare haunted by handsome women and striking toilettes, the: 


refined grace of her mourning costume, and a certain stateli- 
ness that gave her the look of a young widow, was a contrast 
that evidently attracted others than himself. It was with an 
odd mingling of pride and jealousy that he watched the 
admiring yet respectful glances of the passers-by, some of 
whom turned to look again, and one or two to retrace their 
steps and follow her at a decorous distance. This caused 
him to quicken his own pace, with a new anxiety and a re- 
morseful sense of wasted opportunity. What a booby he had 
been, not to have made more of his contiguity to this charming 
girl—to have been frightened at the naive decorum of her 
maidenly instincts! He reached her side, and raised his hat 
with a trepidation at her new-found graces—with a boldness 
that was defiant of her other admirers. She blushed slightly. 

“T thought you’d overtake me before,’’ she said naively. 
** T saw you ever so long ago.”’ 

He stammered, with an equal simplicity, that he had not 
dared to. 

She looked a little frightened again, and then said 
nurriedly, ‘‘ I only thought that I would meet you on Mont- 
gomery-street, and we would walk home together. I don’t 
like to go out alone, and mother cannot always go with me. 
Tappington never cared to take me out—I don’t know why. I 
think he didn’t like the people staring and stopping us. But 
they stare more—don’t you think /—when one is alone. So I 
thought if you were coming straight home, we might come 
together—unless you have something else to do ?"” 

Herbert impulsively reiterated his joy at meeting her-—-and 
averred that no other engagement, either of business or plea- 
sure, could or would stand in his way. Looking up, however, 
it was with some consternation that he saw they were already 
within a block of the house. 

‘* Suppose we take a turn around the hill and come back by 
the old street down the steps?’’ he suggested earnestly. 

The next moment he regretted it: the frightened look 
returned to her eyes ; her face became melancholy and formal 
again. 

‘*No!”’ she said quickly. ‘‘ That would be taking a walk 
with you like these young girls and their young men on 
Saturdays. That’s what Ellen does with the butcher’s boy on 
Sundays. Tappington often used to meet them. Doing the 
‘Come, Philanders,’ as he says you call it.”’ 

It struck Herbert that the didactic Tappington’s method 
of inculcating a horror of slang in his sister’s breast was open 
to some objection; but they were already on the steps 
of their house, and he was too much mortified at the reception 
of his last unhappy suggestion to make the confidential dis- 
closure he had intended—even if there had still been time. 
‘There ’s mother waiting for me,’’ she said after an awkward 
pause, pointing to the figure of Mrs. Brooks dimly outlined on 
the verandah. ‘‘I suppose she was beginning to be worried 
about my being out alone. She’ll be so glad I met you.”’ It 
didn’t appear to Herbert, however, that Mrs. Brooks exhibited 
any extravagant joy over the occurrence, and she almost 
instantly retired with her daughter into the sitting-room, 
linking her urm in Cherry’s, and, as it were, empanoplying her 
with her own invulnerable shawl. Herbert went to his room 
more dissatisfied with himself than ever. 

Two or three days elapsed without his seeing Cherry ; even 
the well-known rustle of her skirt in the passage was missing. 
On the third evening he resolved to bear the formal terrors of 
the drawing-room again, and stumbled upon a decorous party 
consisting of Mrs. Brooks, the Deacon, and the Pastor’s wife— 
but not Cherry. It struck him on entering that the momentary 
awkwardness of the company and the formal beginning of a 
new topic indicated that he had been the subject of their 
previous conversation. In this idea he continued, through 


that vague spirit of opposition which attacks impulsive people 
in such circumstances, to generally disagree with them on all 
subjects, and to exaggerate what he chose to believe they 
thought objectionable in him. He did not remain long; but 
learned in that brief interval that Cherry had gone to visit a 
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friend in Contra Costa, and would be absent a fortnight ; and 
he was conscious that the information was conveyed to him 
with a peculiar significance. 

The result of which was only to intensify his interest in the 
absent Cherry, and for a week to piunge him in a sea of con- 
flicting doubts and resolutions. At one time he thought 
seriously of demanding an explanation from Mrs. Brooks, and 
of confiding to her—as he had intended to do to Cherry—his 
fears that his character had been misinterpreted, and his 
reasons for believing so. But here he was met by the diffi- 

“culty of formulating what he wished to have explained, 
and some doubts as to whether his confidences were prudent. 
At another time he contemplated a serious imitation of 
Tappington’s perfections, a renunciation of the world, and an 
entire change in his habits. He would go regularly to 
church—her church, and take up Tappington’s desolate Bible- 
class. But here the torturing doubt arose whether a young 
lady who betrayed a certain secular curiosity, and who had 
evidently depended upon her brother for a knowledge of the 
world, would entirely like it. At times he thought of giving 
up theroom, and abandoning for ever this doubly dangerous 
proximity; but here again he was deterred by the difficulty of 
giving a satisfactory reason to his employer, who had procured 
it as afavour. His passion—for such he began to fear it to 
be—led him once to the extravagance of asking a day’s 
holiday from the bank, which he vaguely spent in the streets 
of Oakland in the hope of accidentally meeting the exiled 
Cherry. 





CHAPTER III. 


The fortnight slowly passed. She returned, but he did not 
see her. She was always out or engaged in her room with 
some female friend when Herbert was at home. This was 
singular, as she had never appeared to him asa young girl 
who was fond of visiting or had ever affected female friend- 
ships. In fact, there was little doubt now that, wittingly or 
unwittingly, she was avoiding him. 

He was moodily sitting by the fire one evening, having 
returned early from dinner. In reply to his habitual, but 
affectedly careless, inquiry Ellen had told him that Mrs. 
Brooks was confined to her room by a slight headache, and 
that Miss Brooks was out. He was trying to read, and listen- 
ing to the wind that occasionally rattled the casement and 
caused the solitary gas-lamp that was visible in the side street 
to flicker and leap wildly. Suddenly he heard the same foot- 
fall upon his outer step and a light tap at the door. Deter- 
mined this time to solve the mystery he sprang to his feet, and 
ran to the door; but to his anger and astonishment it was 
locked, and the key was gone. Yet he was positive that he 
had not taken it out. 

The tap was timidly repeated. In desperation he called 
out: ‘‘ Please don’t go away yet. The key is gone; but I’ll 
find it in a moment.’’ Nevertheless he was at his wits’ end. 

There was a hesitating pause and then the sound of a key 
cautiously thrust into the lock. It turned; the door opened, 
and a tall figure, whose face and form were completely hidden 
in a veil and long grey shawl, quickly glided into the room, 
and closed the door behind it. Then it suddenly raised its 


* arms, the shawl was parted, the veil fell aside, and Cherry 


stood before him ! 

Her face was quite pale. Her eyes, usually downcast, 
frightened, or coldly clear, were bright and beautiful with 
excitement. The dimples were faintly there, although the 
smile was sad and half-hysterical. She remained standing, 
erect and tall, her arms dropped at her side, holding the veil 
and shaw] that still depended from her shoulders. 

“*So—I’ve caught you!” she said, with a strange little 
laugh. ‘‘Oh! yes. ‘ Please don’t go away yet. I'll get the 
key in a moment,’”’ she continued, mimicking his recent 
utterance. 

He could only stammer, ‘‘ Miss Brooks—then it was you ?’’ 

‘Yes; and you thought it was she, didn’t you? Well, 
and you’re caught! I didn’t believe it; I wouldn’t believe it 
when they said it. I determined to find it out myself. And I 
have, and it’s true.’’ 

Unable to determine whether she was serious or jesting, 
and conscious only of his delight at seeing her again, he 
advanced impulsively. But her expression instantly changed : 
she became at once stiff and school-girlishly formal, and 
stepped back towards the door. 

‘** Don’t come near me, or I'll go,”’ she said quickly, with 
her hand upon the lock. 

** But not before you tell me what you mean,”’ he said half 
laughingly, half earnestly. ‘‘ Who is she ? and what wouldn't 
you have believed? For upon my honour, Miss Brooks, I 
don’t know what you are talking about.”’ 

His evident frankness and truthful manner appeared to 
puzzle her. ‘‘ You mean to say you were expecting no one ?”’ 
she said sharply. 

**] assure ,ou, I was not.”’ 

** And—and no woman was ever here—at that Coor?’’ 

He hesitated. ‘‘ Not to-night—not for a long time; not 
since you returned from Oakland.’’ 

‘Then there was one ?”’ 

**T believe so.”’ 

** You believe—you don’t know ?”’ 

‘*T believed it was a woman from her voice: for the door 
was locked, and the key was down-stairs. When I fetched it, 
and opened the door, she—or whoever it was—was gone.”’ 

‘And that’s why you said so imploringly, just now, 
‘Please don’t go away yet’? You see,I’ve caught you. Ah! 
I d. a’t wonder you blush ! ’’ 

If he had, hjs cheeks had caught fire from her brilliant eyes 
and the extravagantly affected sternness—as of a school. girl 
monitor—in her animated face. Certainly, he had never seen 
such a transformation. 

** Yes; but, you see, I wanted to know who the intruder 
was,’’ he said, smiling at his own embarrassment. 

** You did—well, perhaps that will tell you? It was found 
under your door before I went away.’’ She suddenly produced 
irom her pocket a folded paper, and handed it tohim. It was 
a misspelt scrawl, and ran as follows :— 

‘*Why are you so cruel? Why do you keep me dansing 
on the stepps before them gurls at the windows? Was it that 
stuck-up Saint, Miss Brooks, that you were afraid of, my 
deer? O you faithless trater! Wait till I ketch you! I’ll 
tear your eyes out and hern!” 

It did not require great penetration for Herbert to be 
instantly convinced that the writer of this vulgar epistle and 
the owner of the unknown voice were two very different indi- 
viduals. The note was evidently a trick. A suspicion of its 
perpetrators flashed upon him. 

** Whoever the woman was, it was not she who wrote the 
note,’”’ he said positively. ‘‘Somebody must have seen 
her at the door. I remember now that those girls—your 
neighbours—were watching me from their window when I 
came out. Depend upon it, that letter comes from them.”’ 

Cherry’s eyes opened widely with a sudden, childlike per- 
ception, and then shyly dropped. ‘‘ Yes,’’ she said slowly ; 
“they did watch you. They know it, for it was they who 
raade it the tik of the neithbourhvo 1, an taat’s how it came 








She stopped, and, with a frightened look, 


to mother’s ears.”’ 
stepped back towards the door again. 

**'Then that was why your mother”’ 

‘*Oh, yes,’’ interrupted Cherry, quickly. ‘‘ That was why I 
went over to Oakland, and why mother forbade my walking 
with you again, and why she had a talk with friends about 
your conduct, and why she came near telling Mr. Carstone all 
about it until I stopped her.’’ She checked herself—he could 
hardly believe his eyes—the pale, nunlike girl was absolutely 
blushing. 

‘* I thank you, Miss Brooks,’ he said gravely, ‘‘ for your 
thoughtfulness, although I hope I could have still proven my 
innocence to Mr. Carstone, even if some unknown woman tricd 
my door by mistake, and was seen doing it. But I am pained 
to think that you could have believed me capable of so wanton 
and absurd an impropriety—and such a gross disrespect to 
your mother’s house.”’ 

‘* But,” said Cherry, with childlike naiveté, ‘‘ you know you 
don’t think anything of such things, and that’s what I told 
mother.”’ 

** You told your mother that?”’ 

‘*Oh, yes—-I told her Tappington says it’s quite common 
with young men. Please don’t laugh—for it’s very dreadful. 
Tappington didn’t laugh when he told it to me as a warning. 
He was shocked.”’ 

** But my dear Miss Brooks ’’-—— 

‘* There—now you ’re angry—and that’s as bad. 
sure you didn’t know that woman?”’ 

** Positive !”’ 

“* Yet you seemed very anxious just now that she should 
wait till you opened the door.”’ 

‘That was perfectly natural.” 

‘*] don’t think it was natural at all.” 

** But—according to Tappington ’’?—— 

‘* Because my brother is very good you need not make fun 
of him.”’ 

‘*T assure youl have no such intention. But what more 
can I say? I give you my word that I don’t know who that 
unlucky woman was. No doubt she may have been some 
nearsighted neighbour who had mistaken the house, and | 
daresay was as thoroughly astonished at my voice as I was at 
hers. Can I say more? Is it necessary for me to swear that 
since I have been here no woman has ever entered that door— 
but ’?—— 

** But whom ?”’ 

** Yourself.’’ 

‘*T know what you mean,”’ she said hurriedly, with her old 
frightencd look, gliding to the outer door. ‘ It’s shameful 
what I’ve done. But I only did it because—because—I had 
faith in you, and didn’t believe what they said was true.’’ 
She had already turned the lock. There were tears in her 
pretty eyes. 

‘* Stay !’’ said Herbert, gently. He walked slowly towards 
her, and within reach of her frightened figure stopped with 
the timid respect of a mature and genuine passion. ‘* You 
must not be seen going out of that door,’’ he said gravely. 
‘*You must let me go first by the front door, and, when I 
am gone, go through the hall to your own room. No one 
must know that I was in the house when you came in at that 
door. Good-night.’’ 

Without offering his hand he lifted his eyes to her face. 
The dimples were all there—-and something else. He bowed 
and passed out. 

Ten minutes later he ostentatiously returned to the house Ly 
the side-door. As he cast a glance around he saw that the music- 
stool had been moved before the fire, evidently with the view of 
attracting his attention. Lying upon it, carefully folded, was 
the veil that she had worn. ‘There could be no doubt that it was 
left there purposely. With a smile at this strange girl’s last 
characteristic act of timid, but compromising, recklessness 
after all his precautions, he raised it tenderly to his lips and 
then hastened to hide it from the reach of vulgar eyes. But 
had Cherry known that its temporary resting-place that night 
was under his pillow she might have doubted his superior 
caution. 

When he returned from the bank the next afternoon Cherry 
rapped ostentatiously at his door: ‘* Mother wishes me to usk 
you,’’ she began with a certain prim formality which never- 
theless did not preclude dimples, ‘‘if you would give us the 
pleasure of your company at our Church Festival to-night ? 
There will be a concert and a collation. You could accompany 
us there if you cared. Our friends and Tappington’s would 
be so glad to see you, and Dr. Stout would be delighted to 
make your acquaintance.”’ 

‘** Certainly !’’ said Herbert, delighted and yet astounded. 
**Then,’’ he added in a lower voice, ‘‘ your mother no longer 
believes me so dreadfully culpable? ’’ 

**Oh! no,’’ said Cherry in a hurried whisper, glancing up 
and down the passage, ‘‘I’ve been talking to her about it, 
and she is satisfied that it is all a jealous trick and slander of 
these neighbours. Why, I told her that they had even said 
that J was that mysterious woman; that I came that way to 
you because she had forbidden my seeing you openly.”’ 

** What! You dared say that ?”’ 

‘Yes; don’t you see? Suppose they said they had scen 
me coming in last night—that answers it,’’ she said triumph- 
antly. 

**Oh! it does?’’ he said vacantly. 

‘** Perfectly. So you see she’s convinced that she ought to 
put you on the same footing as Tappington, before every- 
body; and then there won’t be any trouble. You'll come, 
won’t you? It won’t be so rery good. And then, I’ve told 
mother that as there have been so many street-fights and so 
much talk about the Vigilance Committee lately, I ought to 
have somebody for an escort. when I am coming home. And, 
if you ’re known, you see, as one of us, there ’ll be no harm in 
your meeting me.”’ 

‘*'Thank you,’’ he said, extending his hand gratefully. 

Her fingers rested a moment in his. ‘‘ Where did you put 
it?’’ she said demurely. 

**Tt? Oh! it’s all safe,’’ he said quickly, but somewhat 
vaguely. 

** But I don’t call the upper drawer of your bureau safe,’’ 
she returned poutingly, ‘‘ where everybody can go. So you’ll 
find it now inside the harmonium, on the keyboard.”’ 

** Oh, thank you.” 

**Tt’s quite natural to have left it there accidentally—isn’t 
it?’’ she said {mploringly, assisted by all her dimples. Alas! 
she had forgotten that he was still holding her hand. Con- 
sequently, she had not time to snatch it away and vanish, with 
a stifled little cry, before it had been pressed two or three times 
to his lips. A little ashamed of his own boldness, Herbert 
remained for a few moments in the doorway listening, and 
looking uneasily down the dark passage. Presently a slight 
sound came over the fanlight of Cherry’s room. Could he 
believe his ears? The saintlike Cherry—no doubt tutored, 
for example’s sake, by the perfect Tappington—was softly 
whistling. 

In this simple fashion the first pages of this little idyl were 
quietly turned. The book might have been closed or laid aside 
even then. But it so chanced that Cherry was an unconscious 
prophet; and presently it actually be-ame a_ prudential 
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necessity for her to have a masculine escort when she walked 
out. For a growmg state of lawlessness and crime culminated 
one day-in the deep tocsin of the Vigilance Committee, and at 
its stroke fifty thousand peaceful men, reverting to the first 
principles of social safety, sprang to arms, assembled at their 
quarters, or patrolled the streets. In another hour the 
city of San Francisco was in the hands of a mob—the most 
peaceful, orderly, well-organised and temperate the world had 
ever known, and yet in conception as lawless, autocratic, and 
imperious as the conditions it opposed. 





CHAPTER IV. 


Herbert, enrojled in the same section with his employer and 
one or two fellow-clerks, had participated in the meetings of the 
Committee with the lightheartedness and irresponsibility of 
youth, regretting only the loss of his usual walk with Cherry 
and the duties that kept him from her house. He was return- 
ing from a protracted meeting one night when the number of 
arrests and searching for proscribed and suspected characters 
had been so large as to induce fears of organised resistance 
and rescue, and on reaching the foot of the hill found it 
already so late, that to avoid disturbing the family he resolved 
to enter his room directly by the door in the side street. On 
inserting his key in the lock it met with some resisting obstacle, 
which, however, yielded and apparently dropped on the mat 
inside. Opening the door and stepping into the perfectly 
dark apartment, he trod upon this object, which proved to be 
another key. The family must have procured it for their con- 
venience during his absence, and after locking the door had 
carelessly left it in the lock. It was lucky that it had yielded 
so readily. 

The tire had gone out. He closed the door and lit the gas, 
and after taking off his overcoat turned to the door leading 
into the passage to listen if anybody was still stirring. To 
his utter astonishment he found it locked. What was more 
remarkable—the key was also inside! An inexplicable feeling 
took possession of him. He glanced suddenly arcund the 
room, and then his eye fell upon the bed. Lying there, 
stretch od at full length, was the recumbent figure of a man ! 

He was apparently in the profound sleep of utter exhaus- 
tion. The attitude of his limbs and the order of his dress— 
of which only his collar and cravat had been loosened—showed 
that sleep must have overtaken him almost instantly. In fact, 
the bed was scarcely disturbed beyond the actual impress of 
his figure. He seemed to be a handsome, matured man of 
about forty; his dark straight hair was a little thinned over 
the temples, although his long heavy moustache was still 
youthful and virgin. His clothes, which were elegantly cut 
and of finer material than that in ordinary use, the delicacy 
and neatness of his linen, the whiteness of his hands, and, 
more particularly a certain dissipated pallor of complexion 
and lines of recklessness on the brow and cheek, indicated to 
Herbert that the man before him was one of that desperate 
and suspected class—some of whose proscribed members he 
had been hunting—the professional gambler ! 

Possibly the magnetism of Herbert’s intent and astonished 
gaze affected him. He moved slightly, half opened his eyes, 
said ‘* Halloo, Tap,”’ rubbed them again, wholly opened them, 
fixed them with a lazy stare on Herbert and said : 

** Now, who the Devil are you ?”’ 

‘**T think J have the right to ask that question, considering 
that this is my room,’’ said Herbert, sharply. 

** Your room ?”’ 

*< Ves! ** 

The stranger half raised himself on his elbow, glanced 
round the room, settled himself slowly back on the pillows 
with his hands clasped lightly behind his head, dropped 
his eyelids, smiled, and said : 

“* Rats!” 

‘* What?’’? demanded Herbert, with a resentful sense of 
sacrilege to Cherry’s virgin slang. 

** Well—old rats then! D’ye think I don’t know this 
shebang? Look here, Johnny—what are you putting on all 
this side for, eh? What’s your little game? Where ’s 
Tappington ? ”’ 

‘-If you mean Mr. Brooks, the son of this house, who 
formerly lived in this room,’’ replied Herbert, with a formal 
precision intended to show a doubt of the stranger’s knowledge 
of Tappington, ** you ought to know that he has left town.”’ 

** Left town !”’ echoed the stranger, raising himself again. 
““Oh! I see: getting rather too warm for him here? Humph! 
I ought to have thought of that. Well, you know he did take 
mighty big risks, anyway !”’ He was silent a moment, with 
his brows knit. and a rather dangerous expression in his hand- 
some face. ‘‘So some d d hound gave him away—eh ?’’ 

**T hadn't the pleasure of knowing Mr. Brooks except by 
reputation, as the respected son of the lady upon whose 
house you have just intruded,’’ said Herbert frigidly, yet with 
a creeping consciousness of some unpleasant revelation. 

The stranger stared at him for a moment, again looked 
carefully round the room, and then suddenly dropped his head 
back on the pillow, and with his white hands over his eyes and 
mouth tried to restrain a spasm of silent laughter. After an 
effort he succeeded, wiped his moist eyes, and sat up. 

**So you didn’t know Tappington, eh:’’ he said, lazily 
buttoning his collar. 
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‘* No more do I.”” 

He retied his cravat, yawned, rose, shook himself perfectly 
neat again, and going to Herbert’s dressing-table quietly took 
up a brush and began to lightly brush himself, occasionally 
turning to the window to glance out. Presently he turned to 
Herbert and said : 

** Well, Johnny; what's your name? ”’ 

**T am Herbert Bly, of Carstone’s Bank.”’ 

**So, and a member of this same Vigilance Committee, I 
reckon,”’ he continued. 

a ae 

“Well, Mr. Bly, I owe you an apology for coming hete, 
and some thanks for the only sleep I’ve had in forty-eight 
hours. I struck this old shebang at about ten o’clock, and 
it’s now two, so I reckon I’ve put in about four hours’ square 
sleep. Now, look here.’”” He beckoned Herbert towards the 
window. ‘‘ Do you see those thre men standing under that 
gaslight? Well, they’re part of a gang of Vigilantes who ’ve 
hunted me to the hill, and are waiting, to see me come out of 
the buShes, where they reckon I’m hiding. Go to them and 
say that I’m here! Tellthem you ’ve got Gentleman George— 
George Dornton, the man they ’ve been hunting for a week—in 
this room. I promise you I won't stir, nor kick up a row, 
when they’ve come. Do it, and Carstone, if he’s a square 
man, will raise your salary for it, and promote you.” He 
yawned slightly, and then slowly looking around him, drew 
the easy-chair towards him and dropped comfortably in it, 
gazing at the astounded and motionless Herbert with a lazy 
smile. 

** You ’re wondering what my little game is, Johnny, aint 
you? Well, I’ll tell you. What with being hunted from 
pillar to post, putting my old pards to no end of trouble, 
and then slipping up on it whenever I think I’ve got 





a sure thing like this ’’—he cast an almost affectionate glance 
at the bed—‘‘ I’ve come to the conclusion that it’s played out, 
and I might as well hand in my checks. It’s only a question 
of my being run out of ’Frisco, or hiding until I can slip out 
myself; and I’ve reckoned I might as well give them the 
trouble and expense of transportation. And if I can puta 
good thing in your way in doing it—why, it will sort of make 
things square with you for the fuss I’ve given you.”’ 

Even in the stupefaction and helplessness of knowing that 
the man before him was the notorious duellist and gambler, 
George Dornton, one of the first marked for deportation by 
the Vigilance Committee, Herbert recognised all he had 
heard of his invincible coolness, courage, and almost phil- 
osophic fatalism. For an instant his youthful imagination 
checked even his indignation. When he recovered himself, he 
said, with rising colour and boyish vehemence— 

**Whoever you may be, I am neither a police officer nor a 
spy. You have no right to insult me by supposing that I 
would profit by the mistake that made you my guest, or that I 
would refuse you the sanctuary of the roof that covers your 
insult as well as your blunder,”’ 

The stranger gazed at him with an amused expression, and 
then rose and stretched out his hand. 

‘*Shake, Mr. Bly! You’re the only man that ever kicked 
George Dornton when he deserved it. Good-night!’’ He 
took his hat and walked to the door. 

‘Stop !’’ said Herbert, impulsively; ‘‘ the night is already 
far gone ; go back and finish your sleep.”’ 

** You mean it ?”’ 

oe I do.’’ 

The stranger turned, walked back to the bed, unfastening 
his coat and collar as he did so, and laid himself down in the 
attitude of a moment before. 

**T will call you in the morning,’’ continued Herbert. 
‘* By that time ’’—he hesitated—‘‘ by that time—your pursuers 
may have given up their search. One word more. You will 
be frank with me ?’”’ 

** Go on.”’ 

‘** Tappington and you are—friends ?’’ 

‘* Well—yes.”’ 

‘* His mother and sister know nothing of this 

**T reckon he didn’t boast of it. J didn’t. Is that all?” 
sleepily. 

Sen” 

** Don’t you worry about him. Good-night.”’ 

** Good-night.”’ 

But even at that moment George Dornton had dropped off 
in a quiet, peaceful sleep. 

He turned down the light, and, drawing his easy-chair to 
the window, dropped into it in bewildering reflection. This 
then was the secret—unknown to mother and daughter—un- 
suspected by all! ‘This was the double life of Tappington, 
halt-revealed in his flirtation with the neighbours, in the 
hidden cards behind the books, in the mysterious visitor— 
still unaccounted for—and now wholly exploded by this sleep- 
ing confederate, for whom, somehow, Herbert felt the greatcr 
sympathy! What was to be done? What should he say to 
Cherry—to her mother—to Mr. Carstone? Yet he had felt he 
had done right. From time to time he turned to the motion- 
less recumbent shadow on the bed and listened to its slow and 
peaceful respiration. Apart from that undefinable attraction 
which all original natures have for each other, the thrice 
blessed mystery of protection of the helpless, for the first 
= in his life, seemed to dawn upon him through that 
night. 

Nevertheless, the actual dawn came slowly. Twice he 
nodded and awoke quickly with a start. The third time it 
was day. The street-lamps were extinguished, and with them 
the moving, restless watchers seemed also to have vanished. 
Suddenly a formal, deliberate rapping at the door leading to 
the hall startled him to his feet. 

It must be Ellen. So much the better; he could quickly 
get rid of her. He glanced at the bed; Dornton slept on un- 
disturbed. He unlocked the door cautiously and instinctively 
fell back before the erect, shawled, and decorous figure of Mrs. 
Brooks. But an utterly new resolution and excitement had 
supplanted the habitual resignation of her handsome features, 
and given them an angry sparkle of expression. 

Recollecting himself, he instantly stepped forward into the 
passage, drawing to the door behind him, as she, with equal 
celerity, opposed it with her hand. 

‘** Mr. bBly,”’ she said deliberately, ‘‘ Ellen has just told me 
that your voice has been heard in conversation with someone 
in this room late last night. Up to this moment I have 
foolishly allowed my daughter to persuade me that certain 
infamous scandals regarding your conduct here were false. I 
oe you as a gentleman to let me pass now and satisfy 
myself.’ 

‘* But, my dear Madam, one moment. Let me first ex- 
plain—I beg”’ stammered Herbert with a half-hysterical 
laugh. ‘I assure you a gentleman friend ’’—— 

But she had pushed him aside and entered precipitately. 
With a quick feminine glance round the room, she turned to 
the bed, and then halted in overwhelming confusion. 

‘It’s a friend,’’ said Herbert, in a hasty whisper. ‘A 
friend of mine who returned with me late, and whom, on 
account of the disturbed state of the streets, I induced to stay 
here all night. He was so tired that I have not had the heart 
to disturb him yet.”’ 

** Oh, pray don’t !—I beg”’ said Mrs. Brooks, with a 
certain youthful vivacity, but still gazing at the stranger’s 
handsome features as she slowly retreated. ‘*‘ Not for worlds!’’ 

Herbert was relieved ; she was actually blushing. 

** You see, it was quite unpremeditated, I assure you. We 
came in together,’’ whispered Herbert, leading her to the 
door, ‘‘ and [’’-—— 

**Don’t believe a word of it, Madam,” said a lazy voice 
from the bed, as the stranger leisurely raised himself upright, 
putting the last finishing touch to his cravat as he shook himself 
neat again. ‘‘ I’m an utter stranger to him, and he knows it. 
He found me here, hiding from the Vigilantes, who were 
chasing me on the hill. I got in at that door, which happened 
to be unlocked. He let me stay because he was a gentleman— 
and—I-—-wasn’t. I beg your pardon, Madam, for having inter- 
rupted him before you; but it was a little rough to have him 
lie on my account when he wasn’t the kind of man to lie on his 
own. You'll forgive him—won’t you, please ?—and, as I’m 
taking myself off now, perhaps you’|l overlook my intrusion 
too.”’ 

It was impossible to convey the lazy frankness of this 
speech, the charming smile with which it was accompanied, or 
the easy yet deferential manner with which, teking up his hat, 
he bowed to Mrs. Brooks as he advanced towards the door. 

** But,”’ said Mrs. Brooks, hurriedly glancing from Herbert 
to the stranger, “‘it must be the Vigilantes who are now 
hanging about the street. Ellen saw them from her window, 
and thought they were your friends, Mr. Bly: ‘This gentle- 
man—your friend’’—she had become a little confused in her 
novel excitement—‘‘ really ought not to go out now. It would 
be madness.”’ 

“If you wouldn’t mind his remaining a little longer, 
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it certainly would be safer,’’ said Herbert, with wondering 
gratitude. 

‘* T certainlyshouldn’t consent tohis leaving my house now,”’ 
said Mrs. Brooks, with dignity; ‘‘ and if you wouldn’t mind 
calling Cherry here, Mr. Bly—she’s in the dining-room—and 
thenshowing yourself for a moment in the street and finding 
out what they wanted, it would be the best thing to do.” 

Herbert flew down-stairs; in a few hurried words he 
gave the same explanation to the astounded Cherry that he 
had given to her mother, with the mischievous addition 
that Mrs. Brooks’ unjust suspicions had precipitated her 
into becoming an amicable accomplice, and then ran out 
into the street. Here he ascertained from one of the 
Vigilantes whom he knew, that they were really seeking 
Dornton ; but that, concluding that the fugitive had already 
escaped to the wharves, they expected to withdraw their 
surveillance at noon. Somewhat relieved, he hastened back, 
to find the stranger calmly seated on the sofa in the parlour 
with the same air of frank indifference, lazily relating the 
incidents of his flight to the two women, who were listening 
with every expression of sympathy and interest. ‘‘ Poor fellow!” 
said Cherry, taking the astonished Bly aside into the hall, ‘‘I 
don’t believe he’s half as bad as they said he is—or as even he 
makes himself out to be. But did you notice mother?’’ 

Herbert, a little dazed, and, it must be confessed, a trifle 
uneasy at this ready acceptance of the stranger, abstractedly 
said he had not. 

‘‘ Why, it’s the most ridiculous thing. She’s actually 
going round without her shawl, and doesn’t seem to know it.”’ 


CHAPTER V. 

When Herbert finally reached the Bank that morning he was 
still in a state of doubt and perplexity. He had parted with 
his grateful visitor, whose satety in a few hours seemed 
assured, but without the least further revelation or actual 
allusion to anything antecedent to his selecting Tappington’s 
room as a refuge. More than that, Herbert was convinced 
from his manner that he had no intention of making a con- 
fidant of Mrs. Brooks, and this convinced him that Dornton’s 
previous relations with Tappington were not only utterly in- 
consistent with that young man’s decorous reputation, but 
were unsuspected by the family. The stranger’s familiar 
knowledge of the room, his mysterious allusions to the “‘ risks ’’ 
Tappington had taken, and his sudden silence on the dis- 
covery of Bly’s ignorance of the whole affair—all pointed to 
some secret that, innocent or not, was more or less perilous, 
not only to the son but to the mother and sister. Of the 
latter’s ignorance he had no doubt—but had he any right to 
enlighten them? Admitting that Tappington had deceived 
them with the others, would they thank him for opening their 
eyes toit? If they had already a suspicion, would they care 
to know that it was shared by him? Halting between his 
frankness and his delicacy, the final thought that in his budding 
relations with the daughter it might seem a cruel bid for her 
confidence, or a revenge for their distrust of him, inclined him 
to silence. But an unforeseen occurrence took the matter 
from his hands. At noon he was told that Mr. Carstone 
wished to see him in his private room ! 

Satisfied that his complicity with Dornton’s escape was 
discovered, the unfortunate Herbert presented himself, pale 
but self-possessed, before his employer. That brief man of 
business bade him be seated, and standing himself before the 
fireplace, looked down curiously, but not unkindly, upon his 
employé. 

‘*Mr. Bly, the Bank does not usually interfere with the 
private affairs of its employés, but for certain reasons which I 
prefer to explain to you later, I must ask you to give me a 
straightforward answer to one or two questions. I may say 
that they have nothing to do with your relations to the Bank, 
which are to us perfectly satisfactory.’’ 

More than ever convinced that Mr. Carstone was about to 

speak about his visitor, Herbert signified his willingness to 
reply. 
Pa You have been seen a great deal with Miss Brooks 
lately—on the street and elsewhere—acting as her escort, and 
evidently on terms of intimacy. To do you both justice, 
neither of you seemed to have made it a secret or avoided 
observation ; but I must ask you directly if it is with her 
mother’s permission ?’’ 

Considerably relieved, but wondering what was coming, 
Herbert answered, with boyish frankness, that it was. 

** Are you—engaged to the young lady ?”’ 

**No, Sir.” 

** Are you—well, Mr. Bly—briefly, are you what is called 
‘in love’ with her?’’ asked the banker, with a certain brusque 
hurrying over of a sentiment evidently incompatible with their 
present business surroundings. 

Herbert blushed. It was the first time he had heard the 
question voiced, even by himself. 

‘*T am,”’ he said resolutely. 

** And you wish to marry her?”’ 

‘If I dared ask her to accept a young man with no position 
as yet,’’ stammered Herbert. 

‘* People don’t usually consider a young man in Carstone’s 
Bank of no position,’’ said the banker drily; ‘‘and I wish f-r 
your sake that were the only impediment. For I am compelled 
to reveal to you a secret.’’ He paused, and folding his arms, 
looked fixedly down upon his clerk. ‘‘ Mr. Bly, Tappington 
Brooks, the brother of your sweetheart, was a defaulter and 
embezzler from this Bank! ”’ 

Herbert sat dumbfounded and motionless. 

‘** Understand two things,’’ continued Mr. Carstone, quickly. 
‘* First, that no purer or better women exist than Miss 
Brooks and her mother. Secondly, that they know nothing of 
this, and that only myself and one other man are in possession 
of the secret.’’ 

He slightly changed his position, and went on more 
deliberately. ‘‘Six weeks ago Tappington sat in that chair 
where you are sitting now, a convicted hypocrite and thief. 
Luckily for him, although his guilt was plain, and the whole 
secret of his double life revealed to me, a sum of money 
advanced in pity by one of his gambling confederates had 
made his accounts good and saved him from suspicion in the 
eyes of his fellow-clerks and my partners. At first he tried 
to fight me on that point; then he blustered and said 
his mother could have refunded the money; and asked me 
what was a paltry five thousand dollars! I told him, Mr. Bly, 
that it might be five years of his youth in State’s prison ; that 
itmight be five years of sorrow and shame for his mother and 
sister; that it might be an everlasting stain on the name of 
his dead father—my friend. He talked of killing himself: I 
told him he was a cowardly fool. He asked me to give him 
up to the authorities: I told him I intended to take the law 
in my own hands and give him another chance; and then he 
broke down. I transferred him that very day, without giving 
him time to communicate with anybody, to our branch office 
at Portland, with a letter explaining his position to our agent, 
and the strict injunction that for six months he should be 
under strict surveillance. I myself undertook to explain his 
sudden departure to Mrs. Brooks, and obliged him to write to 

(Concluded on page 46.) 
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SALT REGAL is a High-class Antiseptic Salt possessing Hygienic properties hitherte unknown to Science. A grateful cooling 
cup, developing Ozone (the principle of life). Will cleanse the mouth, clear the throat, sweeten the breath, and maintain a 
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Testimonial from Dr. PAUL, Fellow of the Institute 
of Chemistry, and of the Chemical Society. 
“20, Victoria-street, London, S.W. 
“ As the result of careful analysis of ‘Salt Regal,’ 
I certify that it is in every respect a well-made 
preparation, It forms a pleasantly palatable effer- 
vescent drink, possessing the useful refrigerant and 
mild laxative properties appertaining to the alkaline 
salts of vegetable acids, while the ozonic character 
of the salt, and the development of a delicate rose 
colour while dissolving, are novel features of this 
preparation, which give an agreeable freshness and 
attractive appearance. The general character of 
‘Salt Regal’ renders it admirably adapted for 
domestic use, and especially so in tropical climates, 
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lI S served Fruits, and provides an endless | brand as suppiled to the Government), and not any of me pana areata cold under the name of Lime. 
variety of Choice Dishes. juice Cordials, or prepared Lime Juice, &c, ASK FOR 


“TI heartily recommend 
it. Eggs may disagree ; 
this will not,’ GORDON 
STABLES, C.M., M.D., R.N. 


Sold Everywhere, in 6d. 


Pies; fa bonnie oenea AUK PURE 
dade owder Get) Lime-FRuit Juice. 


' 
This valuable little work, containing Practical 
£6 PASTRY & SWEETS 53 Hints and Original Recipes for tasty dishcs, | It can be had everywhere, in Imperial Quarts ¢ and Pints, can be diluted and sweetened to je poke Pp S 
will be sent, post-free, on receipt of address, by than any other, See name of Sole Consignees, EVANS, SONS & Co., is on the capsule and label of each bottle. 


GRATIS. ALFRED BIRD & SONS, Sole Consignees: EVANS, SONS, and CO., LIVERPOOL. 


BIRMINGHAM. London—EVANS, LESCHER, and WEBB. Canada—EVANS and SONS (Limited), Montreal. 
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her from time to time.” He paused, and then continued. ‘So 
far I believe my plan has been successful: the secret has been 
kept ; he has broken with the evil associates that ruined him 
here—to the best of my knowledge he has had no communi- 
cation with them since; even a certain woman here who 
shared his vicious, hidden life, has abandoned him.”’ 

** Are you sure ?’’ asked Herbert, involuntarily, as he re- 
called his mysterious visitor. . 

**T believe the Vigilance Committee has considered it a 
public duty to deport her and her confederates beyond the 
State,’’ returned Carstone, drily. 

Another idea flashed upon Herbert. ‘‘ And the gambler 
who advanced the money to save Tappington?’’ he said 
breathlessly. 

**Wasn’t such a hound as the rest of his kind, if report 
says true,’’ answered Curstone. ‘‘ He was well known here as 
George Dornton—Gentleman George—a man capable of better 
things. But he was before your time, Mr. Bly—you don’t 
know him.” 

Herbert didn’t deem it a felicitous moment to correct his 
employer, and Mr. Carstone continued. ‘‘I have now told 
you what I thought it was my duty to tell you. I must leave 
you to judge how far it affects your relations with Miss Brooks.”’ 

Herbert did not hesitate. ‘‘I should be very sorry, Sir, 
to seem to undervalue your consideration or disregard your 
warning ; but I am afraid that even if you had been less 
merciful to Tappington, and he were now a convicted felon, I 
should change neither my feelings nor my intentions to his 
sister.”’ 

‘** And you would still marry her? ’’ said Carstone, sternly : 
** you, an employé of the Bank, would set the example of 
allying yourself with one who had robbed it ? ”’ 


‘*T—am afraid I would, Sir,’’ said Herbert, slowly. 

** Even if it, were a question of your remaining here ?’’ said 
Carstone, grimly. 

Poor Herbert already saw himself dismissed, and again 
taking up his weary quest for employment; but, nevertheless, 
he answered stoutly— 

** Yes, Sir.’”’ 

** And nothing will prevent you marrying Miss Brooks ?”’ 

‘** Nothing—save my inability to support her.’’ 

‘*'Then,’’ said Mr. Carstone, with a peculiar light in his 
eyes, ‘it only remains for the Bank to mark its opinion 
of your conduct by increasing your salary to enable you 
To Do So! Shake hands, Mr. Bly,”’ he said, laughing. ‘‘I 
think you’ll do to tie to—and I believe the young lady 
will be of the same opinion. But not a word to either 
her or her mother in regard to what you have heard. 
And now I may tell you something more. I am not without 
hope of Tappington’s future, nor—d n it!—without some 
excuse for his fault, Sir. Ha was artificially brought up. 
When my old friend died, Mrs. Brooks, still a handsome 
woman, like all her sex, wouldn’t rest until she had another 
devotion, and wrapped herself and her children up in the 
Church. Theology may be all right for grown people, but 
it’s apt to make children artificial; and Tappington was 
pious before he was fairly good. He drew on a religious 
credit before he had a moral capital behind it. He was 
brought up with no knowledge of the world, and when he 
went into it—it captured him. I don’t say there are not saints 
born into the world occasionally ; but for every one, you ’ll 
find a lot of promiscuous human nature. My old friend, Josh 
Brooks, had a heap of it, and it wouldn't be strange if some 
was left in his children, and burst through their strait- 








lacing in a queer way. That’s all! Good-morning, Mr. Bly. 
Forget what I’ve told you for six months, and then F'shoulant 
wonder if Tappington was on hand to give his sister away.” 

. * * * * * 


Mr. Carstone’s prophecy was but half realised. At the end 
of six months Herbert Bly’s discretion and devotion were duly 
rewarded by Cherry’s hand. But Tappington did not give her 
away. * That saintly prodigal passed his period of probation 
with exemplary rectitude; but, either from a dread of old 
temptation or some unexplained reason, he preferred to 
remain at Portland, and his fastidious nest on Telegraph Hill 
knew him nomore. The key of the little door on the side 
street passed, naturally, into the keeping of Mrs. Bly. 

Whether the secret of Tappington’s double life was ever 
revealed to the two women is not known to the chronicler. 
Mrs. Bly is reported to have said that the climate of Oregon 
was more suited to her brother’s delicate constitution than 
the damp fogs of San Francisco, and that his tastes were 
always opposed to the mere frivolity of metropolitan society. 
The only possible reason for supposing that the mother may 
have become cognisant of her son's youthful errors was in the 
occasional visits to the house of the handsome George Dornton— 
who, in the social revolution that followed the brief reign of 
the Vigilance Committee, characteristically returned as a 
dashing stockbroker—and the fact that Mrs. Brooks seemed to 
have discarded her ascetic shawl for ever. But as all this 
was contemporaneous with the absurd rumour that owing to 
the loneliness induced by the marriage of her daughter she 
contemplated a similar change in her own condition, it is 
deemed unworthy the serious consideration of this veracious 
chronicle, 

THE END. 
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NEAVE’S FOO 


Best and Cheapest. 


FIRST ESTABLISHED 1825, 


NEAVE’S FOO 


FOR 


INVALIDS 


and 


THE AGED. 





VALUABLE DISCOVERY FOR THE HAIR. 





If your Hair is turning Grey or White or Falling Off, Use the 


MEXICAN HAIR RENEWER, 


For it will positively restore, in every case, grey or white hair to its original colour, without leaving the disagreeable smell of most “ Restorers.” 


well as promotes the growth of the hair on bald spots, where the glands are not decayed. 
This preparation has never been known to fail in restoring the hair to its natural colour and gloss in from eight to twelve days. 
It promotes growth and prevents the hair falling out, eradicating dandruff, and leaving the scalp in a clean, healthy condition. 


It imparts peculiar vitality to the roots of the hair, restoring it to its youthful freshness and vigour. 


grey, or white hair to its natural colour and richness. 


It is not a dye, nor does it contain any colouring matter or offensive substance whatever. 


within the substance of the hair. 


It may be had of any respectable Chemist, Perfumer, or Dealer in Toilet Articles in the Kingdom, at 3s. 6d. per Bottle. 


It makes the hair charmingly beautiful, as 


Daily applications of this preparation for a week or two will surely restore faded, 
Hence, it does not soil the hands, the scalp, or even white linen, but produces the colour 


In case the dealer has not “THE MEXICAN HAIR RENEWER” 


in stock, and will not procure it for you, it will be sent direct, carriage paid, on receipt of 4s. in stamps, to any part of the United Kingdom. 





PROPRIETORS: THE ANGLO-AMERICAN DRUG COMPANY (LIMITED), 


ss, 


FARRINGDON -ROAD, 


LONDONW. 





FLORILINE, 


FOR THE TEETH AND BREATH, 


Is the best liquid Dentifrice in the world: it thoroughly cleanses partially-decayed Teeth from all parasites or living “ animalcule,’”’ leaving them pearly 


white, imparting a delightful fragrance to the breath. 


Price 28. 6d. Bottle. 


per 


The FRAGRANT FLORILINE 


removes instantly all odours 


arising from the stomach or tobacco smoke: being partly composed of honey, soda, and extracts of sweet herbs and plants, it is perfectly harmless, 


and delicious as sherry. 
thoroughly brushed into all the cavities. 


For Children or Adults whose Teeth show marks of decay its advantages are paramount. 
No one need fear using it too often or too much at a time. 


should be 


The FLORILINE 
The taste is so pleasing that, instead of taking 


up the tooth-brush with dislike, as is often the case, Children will on no account omit to use the FLORILINE regularly each morning, if only 


left to their own choice. 


Teeth FLORILINE 
put up in large glass jars, price 18, 


throughout the world at 


2s. 6d. per 


Children cannot be taught the use of the tooth-brush too young; early neglect invariably produces premature decay of the 
is sold by all Chemists and Perfumers 


Bottle. ‘“ FLORILINE” POWDER, 


PROPRIETORS: THE ANGLO-AMERICAN DRUG COMPANY (LIMITED), 


ss, FARRINGDON-ROAD, LONDON. 
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Oetzmann & 


; 11, 73, 75, 77, & 79, 


HAMPSTEAD- ROAD 


(Near Tottenham Court - Road and Gower - street Station, London), 


CARPETS, FURNITURE, BEDDING, DRAPERY, FURNISHING IRONMONGERY, 


‘CHINA, GLASS, é&c. 
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE, 


THE BEST FURNISHING GUIDE EXTANT, POST-FREE. 


if 
bre >=-S~— "(e- 


TAPESTRY BRUSSELS § STAIR CARPETS. 


18 in. wide ee -» 1s, 6d, per yard, : 
224 in. wide ° -- 1s. 9d. ~ : ; 
RICH VELVET PILE STAIR CARPETS. — THE “PRINCESS” WICKER CHAIR. 

18 in. wide ee .. 1s. 11d, per yard, ne ” d “A 
, ca .. 28. 6d. Ps 2? Tastefully upholstered and draped in tapestry, 

22} in. wide BRusssis STAIR a, TE Bw LYN TOWN 11s. 3d.; Wicker Chairs, in other shapes, with Plush 
INLAID ROSEWOOD AND MAHOGANY DRAWING-ROOM SUITE. Cushions, 18s. 94, A large variety of Wicker Chairs, 


224in. wide... ; Is. 11d., 28, 6d., 28, 11d. per yard, — oh : 
Consisting of Settee and T'wo Easy-Chairs, upholstered in rich silk and plush borders, £5 15s. 6d. Settees, Lounges, &c., always on view, 


Patterns Post-free, 
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE POST-FREE. 











STAR RPHORPRO MIRON EEANYE, 


# 


FS 
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Frilled Cotton Pillow-Cases oe i.e 2 per pair. . 
zinen ee “a 4 ° 4 
. Linen Piliow-Cascs, with hemstitched 7 REVOLVING BOOKCASE. 
ye / . insertion .. "= x z MUSIC CABINET In Mahogany or Walnut. 
Sp f Linen Pillow-Cases, with Frills |. oe 5 ” . 4ft. high . -- £3 10 0 
ROSEWOOD INLAID DAVENPORT. 4 Frilled Cotton Sheets, 72 in. wide.. * Ditto, Rosewood Inlaid -- £3 18 6 
With Drawers at side, and fitted with Pigeon-Holes, " = 90 in, “hte is 8 - , 7 
b3 58. OETZMANN’S REGISTERED ” Linen ” 72in. © és - ee Bevelled-Edge, Silvered 
vas _ ' UB POST-FREE e am je Cm. & ee ” tlass, and Carved Panels, 
ILLUSTRATED CATA “_ UE POST-FREE. BAMBOO STAND. 1 : 100in. ” :. : = pape - i 
- , . Indian Silk Frilled Pillow- Shams, & 9d. each. 1 
With Hanging Art-Ware Flower 
> . ‘he Indian Silk Frilled Bed-Spreads, 15s. 9d., 21s. 6d. =e : 
lala lalalap Le Pot and Brass Chains. Patterns Post-free. Designs of Monograms, Crests, and Inlaid Rosewood Music 


Height 3 ft. 6 in., complete, 7s, 6d. other particulars free, on application. Cabinets, from £3 7s. 6d. 





FRILLED CURTAINS. 
THE LATEST NOVELTY OF THE SE 
Indian Muslin, in New Art Colours .. 4s. 
. b | = ; | 1 ” » Printed Designs se 8. 
INDIA EXHIBITION MUSLIN. aes ot = wud 8 4 . e- Te 
271n. Plain Art Colours .. os .. 29d. per yard, — : pr: =3 = = | Ecru or White Lace, New Designs, 
27 in. Art Printed .. ‘ «» 28d. = == 7 . = 2 —#e— = E - 4 = 9s. Lhd, and 15 
*27 in. Art Printed, with Border. oo = Z . = = > - —— : Ditto ditto New Designs, 
* Suitable for Short Blinds. . 15s. 91, and 218, 
Indian Silk, in New Art Colours .. 33s. 6 ef 
Frilled Bands to match.. 2s, Gil. es 


50 in. Art Printed, with Border .. +» 69d. ” THE “WALTHAM” ASH BED-ROOM SUITE ” 
To match the 27 in. : ‘ ” Sashes to match . 
: Consisting of Wardrobe with Bevelled Plate-Glass Door, Marble-Top and Tile-Back Washstand Patterns Post- free. 
50 in. Art Printed (new and lovely designs) 694. ® with Pedestal Cupboard and Towel Rails attached, Dressing-Table with Bevelled-Edged Toilet Elegant Silk Stripe Curtains, in various designs and 
50 in. Bold Design, with Wide Border, 1s, 04d. ~ Glass, and Cane-Seat Chairs. £5 15s. complete. colourings, very pretty, 19s. Gd. per pair. 


ORDERS PER POST RECEIVE PROMPT AND CAREFUL ATTENTION. 
HOUSES TO BE LET OR SOLD, TOWN AND COUNTRY REGISTER FREE ON APPLICATION. REMOVALS BY ROAD, RAIL, OR SEA. ESTIMATES FREE. 


Foreign and Colonial Orders Receive Prompt and Careful Attention. 
REGISTERED TELEGRAPHIC ADDRESS: “OETZMANN, LONDON.” ABC CODE USED. 


OETZMANN & CO.), iuseriinisiens, HAMPSTEAD-ROAD. 
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“ELECTRICITY IS LIFE.” 
(TRADE MARK.) 


_putvermacnens 

‘WV OBLD-FAMED 

GALVANIC BELTS 

FPOR the CURE of NERVOUS DISEASES 
HAVE RECEIVED TESTIMONIALS from 
(THREE PHYSICIANS to 

~FJER MAJESTY THE QUEEN, 

([ HE ACADEMIE DE MEDECINEof PARIS, 


and 


Forty MEMBERS of the 
OYAL COLLEGE of PHYSICIANS of 
LONDON. 


RECENT TESTIMONIALS. 


(GALVANISM Vv. PARALYSIS 
SCIATICA. 
“ 40, College-road, Bromley, Kent, May 8, 1889. 
“Gentlemen,—I am very pleased to give you a 
testimonial for your Electric Belt. I bought one of 
you in January last, when I was suffering from sciatica 
and slight paralysis, and after wearing it for two 
weeks I was greatly relieved, and in three months’ 
time I was completely cured.—Yours very truly, 
* W. HOLMES. 
191, Regent-street, W.” 


and 


“ Measra. J. L. Pulvermacher and Co., 


YALVANISM vy. LOCAL WEAKNESS. 
“Cornerville, Buncrana, Co. Donegal, May 1, 1889. 
“Gentiemen,—I have very much pleasure in recom- 
mending your Galvanic Belt and Chain Battery for 
the cure of extreme local weakuess and debility, and 
you are at liberty to make use of my name and address. 
“ Yours faithfully, C. H. CocHRANE, 
“Messrs. Pulvermacher and Co., 191, Regent-street, W.” 


‘ALVANISM v. NERVOUS EXHAUSTION. 

“ 28, St. Juhn-street, Newport Pagnell, April 29, 1889. 

“ Dear Sir,—I am pleased to say that to me your in- 
vention of the Galvanic Combined Bands is invaluable. 
Having worn them with so much benefit,I can bear 
testimony to their comfort and support.—Yours truly, 

“(Mrs.) A. F. Coocn. 
“Mr, J. L. Pulvermacher, 191, Regent-street, W.” 


GALVANISM v. RHEUMATISM 
NERVOUS DEBILITY. 
“ Erin Manor, Burgess-hill, April 27, 1889. 

“ Dear Sirs,—I have great pleasure in informing you 
that the Galvanic Belt [I got from you last January 
for my old gardener has been of the greatest benefit to 
him ; he now sleeps well, his appetite is good, and he 
has greatly increased in flesh. Under God's blessing 
your Belt has been the means of restoring this poor 
man to health, and he is now able to resume his work, 
even to stooping and digging, neither of which he has 
been able to do for the last five years.—Yours fa th- 
fully, W. R. E. ALEXANDER, Major-General. 

“ Messrs. Pulvermacher and Co., 194, Regent-street, W.” 


YALVANISM vy. LIVER COMPLAINT, 
INDIGESTION, AND CONSTIPATION. 
“ High-street, Wvolwich, April 
“Gentlemen,—Some years ago I was suffering from 
liver complaint, indigestion, constipation, &c., till my 
life was almost a burden t» me. I could get no relief 
until I purchased one of your Galvanic Belts,and after 
a short time I was completely cured, and, thank God, 
the cure was permanent, for I have never had the 
slightest return of my old complaint. I can safely 
recommend your treatment to anyone suffering from 
dyspepsia and weaknes; of the stomach. 
“Yours respectfully, 
“ Messrs. Pulvermacher and Co., 194, Regent-street, 


( ‘ALVANISM v. NERVOUS DEBILITY. 
x “ 3, Baltic-place, St. Luke's, E.C., April 8, 
“Gentlemen,—In reply to your kind inquiries as t 
efficacy of your Galvanic Bands, I am pleased to state 
that your treatment in my case has been entirely 
successful,and if I may judge by my feelings at the 

present time it is a permanent cure. Yours truly, 

“8S, WILTSHIRE, 
“ Messrs. Pulvermacher and Co., 194, Regent-strect.” 


GALVANISM v. MUSCULAR WEAKNESS. 
“Builth Wells, Wales, April 7, 1489. 
“Gentlemen,—You will be pleased to hear that your 
appliances have worked wonders for me in my general 
health. Lam as strong asa horse, and am constantly 
being reminded by my friends of my improved appear- 
ance and increased size, having gained so much in flesh 
and muscle.—Yours faithfuil,, W. SKINNER. 
“ Messrs. Pulvermacher and Co., 194, Regent-street, W.” 


YALVANISM v. NERVOUS 
PROSTRATION. 
“Syston, near Leicester, April 3, 1489. 

“ Gentlemen,—I thank you for your kind inquiry as 
to my health, and I am pleased to tell you that, under 
the blessing of God, your treatment has been of great 
value to me, for I am now able to attend to my 
business again, which was almost impossible before I 
began to use your Galvanic Bands.—Yours faithfully, 

“ J, SHEFFIELD. 
“ Mesers. Pulvermacher and Co., 194, Regent-street, W.” 


G ALVANISM v. RHEUMATISM of 
I THIRTY YEARS’ STANDING. 
“ Quarry Calne, Wilts, March 29, 1980, 

“ Dear Sir—Some years ago, my husband purchased 
one of your Galvanic Belts for chronic rheumatism, 
which quite cured him. The case was a most severe 
one, of thirty yexrs’ standing, and my husband was 
almost a cripple, and could not lift his hands to his 
head. Before he got your Belt he could not rest day or 
nigh: ; but now he is quite cured, and is never troubled 
with the rheumatism in the least.—Yours very truly, 

“(Mrs.) 8. WEsTos. 
“Mr. J. L. Palvermacher, 194, Regent-street, W.” 


‘ALVANISM v. NERVOUS EXHAUSTION. 

The di ietvessing symptoms of Nervous Exhaustion 

and Debility are speedily removed by means of 

PULVERMACHER’S world-famed GALVANIC 

BELTS, which are so arranged as to convey a power- 

ful electric current direct to the affected parts, 

gradually stimulating and strengthening all the nerves 

and muscles, and speedily arresting all symptoms of 
waste and decay. 


and 
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A. SIMMONS. 
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ADVICE PERSONALLY, or by. LETTER, 


free of charge. 


‘OR FURTHER TESTIMONIALS, both 
Medical and Private, see new Pamphlet “GAL- 
VANISM: NATURE'S CHIEF RESTORER of IM- 
PAIREDVITAL ENERGY,” post-free on application to 


b L. PULVERMACHER and CO, 
. GALVANIC ESTABLISHMENT. 
194, 


REGENT-STREET,. London, W. 
Established over Forty Years. 
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NEW BLACK MATERIAL 


I 


PETER ROBINSON | 


I 


VETER ROBINSON’S COURT and FAMILY 


MOURNING WAREHOUSE. 
26 REGENT-STREET, LONDON. 


RECEIPT of LETTER or TELEGRAM 
surning Go «ls will be forwarded to any part of England on 
no matter the distance—with an excellent fitting 
essaimaker (tif desire without any extra charwe whatever 

PETER ob INSON, Mourning Warehouse, Regent-st. 


MOURNING, as well as the 

ve supphed by PETER ROBINSON, 
to Pamil Good fittine Dres-<makers 
of Englind with a full assortment of coods, 
nediately on receipt of letter or telegram. 
t, Nos. 256 to 262 


to 262, 


yy. 





NEXPENSIVE 


ea, 
<ent 
o take orders, im 
teyent-stree 


SRENCH and “ENG LISH DRESSMAKING 


very moderate charces. 


SPECIAL 


at 


MAKES 


“Como” 3a. 


of 


Hid., 


ee “ Good-Wearing ” 
BLACK SILKS. A fresh delivery from 
, 5. L, to 10s, 6d. Patterns free. 


‘VENING and DINNER DRESSES. 
4 and superb variety, all very mo erate in price, 
vn l to 10 guineas, 


A superior 
varying 


COSTUMES. A 


beautiful variety of New Designs from 14 to 6 guineas 


JEAUTIFUL FRENCH MILLINERY, entirely 


New and Novel. 


JETER ROBINSON, the COURT and GENERAL 
MOURNING WAREHOUSE, 
%6 to 22, REGENT-S1REET 


CARRIAGE ENTRANCE asc » ARGYLL-STREET 


MOURNING WAREHOUSE, 
| REGENT- STREET, LONDON. 
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TRAVELLING 
BAGS 


OF EVERY DESCRIPTION 
FOR LADIES, 
very roomy, in Morocco, 
fitted complete, 42s., 63s. ; 
lined Silk, and with Silver 
Fittings, 84s. ; with Silver 
and Ivory Fittings, 105s., 
as illustration. The best 
value ever offered. 
FOR GENTLEMEN, 

in Morocco, or in Hide 
Leather,Gladstone pattern, 
fitted complete, 42s., 63s., 
84s., 105s. 

A large selection of fitted 


Bags, for Ladies and Gentle- 
men, from 2 to 20 guineas. 


GLADSTONE BAGS, HAND 
BAGS, WAIST BAGS, &c. 


PARKINS 
ano GOTTO. 


SILVER 
FITTINGS 


OST FREE 
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Sin JOHN BENNETT, Ltp. 


Watch and Chronometer Manufacturer, 
65 & 64, CHEAPSIDE, LONDON. 








| £10. 


In return for a £10 Note, free and safe per post, one of 


| BENNETT’S LADIES’ GOLD KEYLESS 
HALF-HUNTING WATCHES. 
| Perfect for time, beauty, and workmanship, with keyless 
action. air-ticht, damp-tight, and dust-tight. Gold chains at 
{ manufacturers’ prices. 
Sir JOHN BENNETT, 65 & 64, Cheapside. 


NO MORE WATCH- KEYS. 
SIR JOHN BENNETT 


offers the cements er of his choice and valuable stock of 
KEY-WINDING WATCHES at 20 per cent discount. 


£5, 3 


The CHEAPSIDE }-plate KEYLESS 
LEVER WATCH, 


with chronometer balance, and jewelled in thirteen actions, 
in strong silver case, with crystal class. The cheapest ws ateh 
ever produced, Air, damp, and dust-tight. Free and safe 
per post, for £5, at 
Sir JOHN BENNETT'S, 6 and 64, Cheapside. 


£15. 


Tn return for Post Office Order, free and my by post, one of 

BENNETTS GENTLEMEN'S rer ILD KEYLESS LEVER 

WATCHES, with chronometer balance, and ‘ welled in thir- 

teen actions; inal! respects a thoroughly sound, useful watch, 
Sir JOHN BENNETT, 6 and 64, Cheapside. 











—The “SIR JOHN.” A 


| £25. STANDARD D GOL D KEYLESS }PLATE 
ATCE 


HALF-CHRONOMETER WA accurately timed for all 





climates. Jewelled in thirteen actions. In massive 1#carat 
case, with Monogram richly biazoned. Free and safe per 
post.—Sir JOHN BENNETT, 6, Cheapside, London. 
CLOCKS. 
FINEST STOCK IN LONDON, 





DRAWING-ROOM, DINING-ROOM, HALL, 
LIBRARY, OFFICE, and other CLOCKS 


at prices lower than ever. Estimates given for Church, 
Turret, and other public clocks, 
Sir JOHN BENNETT, 
Clock, and Jewellery Manufacturer, 
, LONDON, B.C. 


| 
| THE 
| 
| 
| 


Watch 
6 and 64, CHEAPSIDE 


= = 
| EVERY KIND OF JEWELLERY. 
| 





LADIES’ GOLD NECKLETS, GUARDS, and ALBERT 
= from £2. GOLD BROOCHES and EARRINGS 
from £1. GENTLEMEN'S GOLD ALBERT CHAINS, in all 
patterns and qualities, from £3. GENTLEMEN'S oeee 
and SIGNET RINGS. GENTLEMEN'S LINKS, SOLITAIRES 
STUDS, &c. Gold Lockets Mounted with Precious Stones. ‘ 
LADIES’ GEM, KEEPER, and WEDDING RINGS. A large 
assortment from £1, 





£10. 


In return for a £10 Note free and safe per post, one of 


BENNETT'S LADIES’ GOLD KEYLESS WATCHES. 


with keyless 


Perfect for time, beauty, and workmanship, 
Gold chains at 


| action, air-tight, damp-tight, and dust- com. 
| manufacturers’ prices. ( matalogues post- free 


‘Sin JOHN BENNETT, Lt. 


| Clock and Jewellery Manufacturer, 
65 & 64, CHEAPSIDE, LONDON. 
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